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** The world is out of tune now. But it will be tuned again, and all discord 
become harmony. When Slavery and War are abolished, and hanging and im- 
prisoning, and all hatred and distrust — ^when the strife of humanity shall be, who 
will love most and help the readiest 3 when the tyrant steeple shall no longer 
tower, in sky-aspiring contempt of humanity's cowering dwellings about its base 3 
when pulpits and priests, and hangmen and generals, gibbets and jails shall have 
vanished from the delivered earth, then shall be heard music here, where they 
used to stand. The hills shall then break forth into singing, and all the trees of 
the field shall clap their hands." 
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PUBLISHER'S NOTICE, 



In collecting, from the abundance of Mr. Rogers's news- 
paper writings, articles sufficient to fill the proposed " vol- 
ume of four hundred pages," the constant difficulty has 
been to decide ^^Whai shall be omiiied?^^ All the pro- 
ductions of his peerless pen, scattered with such generous 
profusion through various newspaper columns — all are 
worthy of more pern^anent and extensive circulation. 
Where all are so beautifully in earnest and so full of im- 
portant thoughts, a selection is not to be made, and so a 
coZlection, only, hc^s been attempted. The articles com- 
posing this volume have no peculiar excellency of style 
or sentiment over scores of others standing by their side 
in the columns from whence they were taken. The aim 
has been to take such as, from the subjects treated of, 
might interest the greater number of the friends of the 
lamented author, and such too as seemed fitted peculiarly 
for still further work in advancing the great interests to 
which their author gave the last years of his life with 
such complete devotion. No attempt has been made to 
establish a cofisisieni character for our friend, for ^^con- 
sistency^^ was no part of his aim while living ; cdtistant, 
uninterrupted progress — going forward — the reader will 
notice ; never anxious for the sentiment spoken yesterday, 
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but always careful to give utterance to the honest convic- 
tions of the hour. Such was he in life — let such be his 
reputation now that he rests from his labors. 

It may be due to the memory of our friend to say here, 
for the information of such as may read this volume, and 
who were not of his intimate acquaintance, that some of 
his associates in the Anti-Slavery cause, who are frequent- 
ly spoken of in these pages in warm commendation, he 
was afterward, from further acquaintance and trial, forced 
to regard as men and women of very diflFerent character. 
William Lloyd Garrison, especially — a name that will be 
met with often in this volume, coupled with utterance of 
the most affectionate and enthusiastic esteem — Mr. Rogers, 
during the last two years of his life, was under the morti- 
fying and painful necessity of holding in very decidedly 
different estimation. Our friend carried a warm and trust- 
ful heart ; never looking for selfishness and ambition in 
others, knowing none himself, he often had to drink of 
the bitter cup of unappreciated disinterestedness, and par- 
take of the mortification of unworthily bestowed com- 
mendation. 

Many articles that friends have desired should appear 
in this collection, from fear of swelling the volume to an 
undue size and expense, we have been obliged reluctantly 
to omit. It is possible that another collection of Mr. Ro- 
gers's newspaper writings may be made and published at 
a future day. 
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In presenting to the public a volume of the miscellaneous writings 
of Nathaniel P. Rogers, his family and friends feel that they are 
meeting" a demand, often and earnestly pressed upon them, and at the 
same time, contributing something to the cause for which he made great 
sacrifices, and devoted his highest powers and the best years of his life. 

To all those who are interested in the writer's reputation, it is a matter 
of deep regret that his own life was not spared either to make the selec- 
tion himself, or at least to let a selection, made by another, pass under 
his eye, and have the benefit of his own judgment, as to the pieces 
upon which he would be most willing to rest his claim upon the grateful 
regards of those who should commune with his spirit when his body 

should be 

" Commingling slowly with his mother earth." 

Yet, even had he lived, it is doubtful whether he would ever have 
been induced to do for himself, what his friends have here attempted to 
do for him. He was more mindfiil of the good of others, than of his 
own fame. And it was more in accordance with his nature to produce 
and cast abroad the gems of thought, feeling and imagination, than to 
gather them up and arrange tliem in a cabinet for his own gratification, 
or the admiration even of his friends. But the treasures that he scat- 
tered with a liberal, and, for his health and life, quite too prodigal a 
hand, will be like choice seed, which, sown in a strong soil, not culti- 
vated enough to be quite ready for it, will yet strike its roots and live, 
and the field into which it is cast will yet feel its virtue, and be subdued 
and fertilized by it Rogers wrote, as he did every thing else, for 
humanity, not for fame. He consulted the good of the future, not the 
fashion of the present ; and his claims to the regard, even of the future, he 
chose to rest rather upon help given to those who " could not help them- 
selves," than upon the good opinion of critics or literary connoisseurs. 

Whoever reads this book, will see that it was written by an earnest, 
and therefore an honest man ; a man whose soul was alive to the work 
to which he put his hand ; and who expected not, and asked not, the 
applause of a sensual and servile age. He sought rather to gratify 
the cravings of his own fervent spirit, that glowed with love and pity 
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for those who were " despised and rejected of men;*' and he did this, 
knowing that if " tlie world and they that are therein," have a Creator, 
who careth for his work, he cannot be indifferent to the welfare of the 
oppressed and enslaved, and that he must approve — as ultimately he 
will prosper — the labors of such as " preach deliverance to the captive, 
and set at liberty them that are bruised." 

Our friend might have worn, but he did not" wear soft raiment, or 
dwell in kings' houses." Lazarus-like, here " he received evil things." 
He might have received " good things," or what in the world pass for 
such, had he pleased. With his hands full of talents that he might 
Jiave readily caused to be coined into golden eagles, for the sake of 
the slave " he became poor." He might have died under a silken can- 
<q>y, and been followed to the grave far otherwise than he was. But, 
with his eyes wide open, he chose the course of a confessor and martyr ; 
and, as a natural consequence, he drank a confessor's — a martyr's cup. 
He drank of that cup, especially, for several of the last years of his life. 
He drank it to the very dregs, during its closing hours ; — drank it liki 
a martyr — like a man. 

And why should he not ? A martyr's blood ran in his veins. He was 
a lineal descendant, from that *' John Rogers who was burnt at Smith- 
field, during the reign of Queen Mary ; " nor had the blood that was 
ished, nor the spirit that was then tried in the baptism of fire, degenerated 
"by its transmission from the old martyr's stake at Smithfield, to the 
modem AholitionxsCs death-bed at Concord. • 

I loved too well, and have lamented too deeply, this noble-spirited 
man, this sensitive child of genius, this self-sacrificing philanthropist, to 

*• While Mr. Rogers was in London, in attendance upon the " World's Anti- 
Blavery Convention," in 1840, he was«areful to go upon the ground at Smithfield, 
— now a cattle market — that was sanctified, in his sight, and that of all men 
who know where true greatness lies, by the martyrdom of his illustrious 
ancestor. 

It may be interesting to some of Mr. Rogers's friends to trace the descent of 
the Smithfield blood and spirit through the successive generations ; to gratify 
this desire, we have attempted to hunt up -the genealogy of the family, which 
is here given as fully and correctly as we have been able to ascertain it. 

1. John Rogers, the Martyr. 

2. Nine or ten children ; which number appears uncertain. 

3. Rev. John Rogers, of Dedham, England, a son of one of them died 18 
October, 1639, aged 67. His son, 

4. Rev. Nathaniel Rogers, was born 1598, came to New England in 1636, 
and settled in Ipswich, Mass., where he died 3 July, 1655, aged 57. His wife 
was Margaret, daughter of Robert Crane, of Coggeahall, England ; and she 
died 23 January, 1676. His children were, r 

5. John, President of Harvard College in 1682, died 2 July, 1684, aged 54 ; a 
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allow me to refuse the office, which, I learn from his afflicted widow, 
his cherished friendship assigned to me before his death. Speaking of 
the contemplated volume of Ektracts from his writings, she says, in a 
note to me, " He began to prepare it, at the request of a number of his 
friends, some months before his death; and he often expressed his 

daughter; Nathaniel, who died in 1680, without issue; Samuel, who married 
Sarah Wade, 13 November, 1661, and died 21 December, 1693 ; Timothy ; and 
Ezekiel, who had seyeral children, (Nathaniel, Ezekiel, Timothy and Samuel) 
and died in 1674. 

The John Rogers who was President of Harvard College, had a son John, 
who was pastor of the first church in Ipswich, and died 28 Dec. 1745, in his 
80th year. The latter had a son Daniel, who was pastor of a church in Exeter, 
N. H., and died 9 December, 1785, aged 78, and a son Nathaniel, who wa« 
pastor of the first church in Portsmouth, N. H. 

6. Jeremiah Rogers, of Salem, Mass., who died 1729-33, was the ancestor of 
N. P. Rogers, and was probably a son of the Samuel or Timothy meptioned in 
5, or else a grandson of Samuel, Timothy or Ezekiel ; but at this time, and with 
the imperfect state of the records, it is supposed impossible to make this certain. 
His wife was Dorcas. That Jeremiah Rogers was a grandson of Rev. Nathaniel, 
of Ipswich, is attested on tradition. His granddaughter, Susanna, was the wife 
of Dr. Jacob Peabody, and mother of the late General Nathaniel Peabody, of 
Exeter, N. H. Jeremiah's son, 

7. Rev. John Rogers, was bom at Salem, 22 November, 1684, graduated at 
Harvard College in 1705, and was ordained the minister of Boxford. He died 
at Leominster, 17 August, 1755, in his 71st year. His wife was Susanna, 
daughter of Capt. Manasseh Marston, of Salem. She was bom 29 April, 1687, 
and died at Salem, 22 October, 1757, aged 70. They were married 24 March, 
1709. The children were Susanna, John, Benjamin, Mehitabel, Nathaniel, 
Lydia, and Eunice. Their son, — . 

8. Rev. John Rogers, was born at Boxford, Mass., 24 September, 1712 ; was 
ordained the first minister of Leominster, 14 September, 1744 ; was dismissed 
January, 1758, and died in October, 1789, aged 77. His son, 

9. Dr. John Rogers, was born at Leominster, Mass., 27 March, 1755; grad- 
uated at Harvard College in 1776 ; settled in Plymouth, N. H., as a physician, 
and was eminent in his profession, and well known for his poetical talents. 
His wife was Betsy MuUiken, of Bradford, Mass. He died 8. March, 1814, 
aged 59. Their fifth child was 

Nathaniel Peabody Rooebs, who, it will be seen, was one of the tenth 
generation fron) him who is so well known as the " first in that blessed com- 
pany of martyrs who suffered in the reign of the bigoted Mary.'^ The blood 
of the Martyr flowed pure and in liberal measure in the son even thus distantly 
removed. Not only did ** heart answer to heart," but wonderfully did " face 
answer to face." Those who have seen both our deceased friend and a well- 
preserved portrait of the Martyr, hanging in one of the halls of the American 
Antiquarian Society at "Worcester, cannot have failed to notice the great re- 
semblance in the shape of the face and head, in the eye, the complexion, and 
the general expression of the two men. 
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intention to request you to furnish an Introduction ; — and I cannot but 
believe it would be gratifying to you to do it, especially as it was a 
favorite idea of the dear departed, whose attachment to yourself was 
both fervent and sincere." 

Yet I know myself too well not to know that 1 shall best discharge 
the duty assigned me by letting others, who were more constantly in his 
BocietjG^ and more closely allied to him than myself, speak in my stead. 
Being more frequently in his presence, laboring under his eye in the 
same cause, and partaking largely of his spirit — seeing how manfully 
he bore his cross while he lived and suffered, and how calmly, afler all 
his labors and sufferings, he could die, — ^the language in which they 
speak of our common friend, is much more touching, because much 
more true to nature, than any that, without their aid, I could command. 
Much of what follows, therefore, is compiled from an obituary notice 
of Mr. Rogers, from the pen of John R. French, which appeared in 
" The Herald of Freedom " of Oct 23, 1846, and from an article by 
Richard Hildreth, inserted in the same paper, from the Boston Chrono- 
type, and a few other brief notices, transferred from other journals into 
the same number of the Herald. 

Mr. Rogers was a son of Dr. John Rogers, of Plymouth, N. H., where 
he was bom, June 3, 1794 ; consequently, he was fifly-two years of age 
at the time of his death. His father was a highly respectacle physician, 
a man of brilliant intellect and superior education, — a graduate of Har- 
vard College of the class of 1777, and a son of the Rev. John Rogers, 
of Leominster, Mass., — a clergyman in his day somewhat celebrated for 
his talents and independence in religious faith, and for lus rebellion 
ag'ainst ecclesiastical domination. * 

Mr. Rogers's mother, an intelligent and quite active old lady, still lives, 
at the advanced age of eighty-six, to mourn the son of her strong affec- 
tion. The only desire longer to live, expressed by our friend during his 
sickness was, tJiat he might minister to the wants and comfort of his 
mother, in the decline of her life ; and the only request that he lefl to 
his family was, that they would do all in their power to make her happy. 

The subject of this notice entered Dartmouth College in 1811, but, 
afler remaining one year, was, through ill health, obliged to leave. He 
aflerwards returned, and, in 1816, took his degree with the class next 
below that with which he entered. He immediately afterwards entered 
upon the study of the law ; spending two years with Richard Fletcher, 
then of Salisbury, N. H., now of Boston ; and one year with Parker 
Noyes, also of Salisbury. He then commenced the practice of his 
profession in his native village, where he remained for twenty years, a 
diligent and successful lawyer. With an instinctive delicacy, — which. 
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while it was one of the ornaBients of his character, kept all but his 
intimate friends in ignorance of his ability, — ^he shrank from the rude 
encounter of the forum, and was seldom known as a pleader. But, so 
accurate was his knowledge of the law, and so industrious and shrewd 
wftF he in his business, that a client's success was always calculated 
upon from the moment that his assistance was secured. 

The mind of our deceased friend was severely and beautifully disci- 
l^ed. Enriched by a greedy and enthusiastic reading of the book of 
Nature, and made to love its pages, not only by his delicate and poetic 
cnrganization, but by the beauty and sublimity of some of the finest 
scenery on the earth's surface, in the midst of which he had his birth, 
it had been cultivated by fiuniliarity with the great writers of both an- 
cient and modem times. But for the last ten years of his life, Mr. 
Rogers had almost entirely given up the reading of books, and turned 
his whole attention to the condition of men, ^ their various circum- 
stances of suffering and oppression. 

His susceptible heart was among the first to be touched, especially, 
by the wrongs of the slave. He entered into the Anti-Slavery con- 
troversy with great zeal, and presently removed to Ckmcord, for the 
purpose of more conveniently publishing the " Herald of Freedom," 
which he edited ibr some years, with very slight, if any compensation, 
devoting the whole of his available time to the cause. This paper 
purported, during a portion of this period, to be under the patronage 
of the New Hampshire Anti-I^avery Society. But it owed all its in- 
terest, and, in fact, its very existence, to the brilliant contributions and 
disinterested labors of Mr. Rogers. 

To the readers of the '* Herald of Freedom " nothing need be said of 
his ability. As a newspaper writer, we think him unequalled by any 
living man ; and in the general strength, clearness, and quickness of his 
intellect, we think that all who knew him well, will agree with us, that 
he was not excelled by any editor in tiiis country. His facility in wri- 
ting was perfectly wonderfuL His articles were always written with a 
lapidity which few can ever attain. Never under the necessity of wait- 
ing for the coming up of a thou^t, or for the arranging of a sentence, 
his pen seemed to be driven forward by the impetuous current of his 
thoughts, the fountains of which seemed never to be exhausted. When 
writing for his paper, the limits of his columns were the only Umits to 
his articles ; anid during the time of his editing, probably as much that 
he wrote was omitted for want of room, as was printed. 

Mr. Rogers, following the lead of Mr. Garrison, became a Non- 
resistant He also, along with Mr. Garrison, loudly appealed to the 
Church for aid. Of this he had become an ardent and devoted mem- 
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ber ; and, educated in the idea that to the Church we must look for the 
salvation of hamanity, to whom, or to what, but the Church — ^it was 
natural for him to ask — shall we look for the redemption of the enslaved 
millions of oar land ? But the response that he met from that quarter — 
•o unexpected and so mortifying — ^led him, as it htm led many others, to 
review his opinions, and to inquire by what title, iad by what au^ority, 
the Church claims to decide all questions of right mni wrong. He 
came to the conclusion that ** the Church" is a meie si^-eonsCitoted 
association of individuals, whose claim to particaW election, special 
inspiration, or peculiar divine guidance, is without any si^id foundation. 

Mr. Rogers had been educated in the most profound reverence for the 
Bible. But having once entered on the path of free inquiry, he did not 
shrink nor give back. He concluded, after moch reflection, that all 
moral questions are to be decided by an appeal lo reason and conscience, 
not by texts from ancient writings in Hebrew and Greek — ^texts, oflen 
quite as likely to perplex as to enli^iten — however tradition may ascribe 
to those writings a mysterious or sacred character. At these conclu- 
sions our friend arrived, in company with many of his associates in the 
Anti-Slavery movement ; though not all of them, p^haps, were quite 
80 free and candid as himself in the avowal of them. 

But upon another point, Mr. Rogers had the fortune to differ from 
some of his former associates ; and a consequent coolness took place 
between them, which was never wholly removed. He refused to adopt 
the new war-cry lifled up by Mr. Garrison — ^'^ No union with slave- 
holders." He could bring his lips only to say, '* No union with slave- 
holding." He looked upon Anti-Slavery as exclusively a moral agitation, 
and felt that its high office was degraded by connecting it with party 
politics, or with a political party. He was a thorough, and meant to be 
a consistent, Non-resistant As such, he warmly condenmed the forma- 
tion of the " Liberty Party f and having denounced the ** Third Party," 
he did not feel himself inclined to join a Fourth, and, with it, or in it, to 
commence an agitation for the dissolution of the Union, even though 
that party was headed by Mr. Garrison. He went farther. Having, in 
company with his non-resistant friends, repudiated all political organi- 
zation, by following out the same principle, he became an advocate for 
"^ free meetings," and opposed putting the Anti-Slaveiy movement under 
the guardianship and control of Chairmen, Committees, and Boanb. 
Diequieted by this inconvenient consistency, and this thorough carrying 
out of his non-resistant principles, his non-resistiint friends in ACassa- 
chusetts, consulting and cooperating with some of those in New Hamp- 
shire, decided that the property of the ^Herald of Freedom" was not 
m him, but in the Board of the New Hampehire Anti-SUvery SocieQr. 
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It is not my purpose to enter into the question of the right or wrong 
of this decision. 

'* Non nostruxn tantas componcre lites.** 

I have neither the means, nor the power, nor the wish, to act as umpii^ 
in the case. I have friends whom I truly love and honor, on each side 
oi thequestitm, and I have observation and experience enough of human 
infirmity, and of the liability of the best men to err in their judgments, 
when deciding questions that deeply interest the feelings, to allow me 
to believe, as in this case I do believe, that both parties were honest in 
farming and in practically carrying out their judgments as to the right 
in this trying and keenly contested case. 

But Mr. Rogers felt that he was wronged : — ^raore yet — that he had 
been wounded in the house of his friends ; — that they, with whom, iW 
years, he had iak&k sweet counsel, had lifted up the he^ against him* 
He had looked upon the ** Herald of Freedom " as his own child. H» 
had watched over it early and late. He had rocked its cradlo alone 
during long night watches. He had dandled it upon his knee, whea 
he was hims^f worn and weary in laboring to feed it And when 
he did lie down to rest, it lay in his bosom — the object nearest to hi/9 
heart H6 had given it its kfe and his own ; — ^had stamped upon it ^ thf 
image of himself*' — ^made it glow witii the fire of his own genius, and 
^ught it to go forth into the world and do battle for the right, with 
4us own brave spirit He thought that it was his own child. But when 
his former friends decided that it was not; that he was but the foster* 
fiither of the young mountain genius ; — though they told him that 
they still wished him to act as such, — still to feed and clothe it, and 
let it bear his name^^he etuld not The tie that had bound him to 
It was broken. It could never again be to him what it had been, and 
lie withdrew himself from all fnither care of it, with a desolation of 
heart that, nnder ao event of his life, had he ever felt before. Thd 
same shaft that thus struck the b«*art of the brave Mountain Eagle, 
broke also his wing. Though his spirit was unconquered, and, to the 
last, had the same high aim, the poor flesh was unequal to do its bidding. 
He never soared, afterwards, as he had done ; and though, in conjunc* 
tion with the former publisher of the *^ Herald of Freedom," he edited 
and poblished another paper, devoted to the same cause to which he 
had already given and saerifleed so much, yet he could never makt 
the second paper what the first had been, and even a stranger could 
«ee tiiat its editsr feH himself a wronsred and broken-hearted man. 

It i» iin{^asant to me to say tiMae things ; but, in the words of Mn 
Hildreth, ** they are essential to a true onderatanding of the charact^ 
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of Mr. Rogfers. Tender and gentle, he was yet firm as a rock, neither 
to be cajoled, brow-beaten, nor driven. Ardent, keen, speaking oat his 
whole mind, there was nothing about him of savage selfishness, or sec- 
tarian malice. Cant and humbug, of which so large a share enters into 
most newspaper compositions, were to him totally unknown.* 

While suffering from sickness and from abandonment by his ibfiner 
friends, Mr. Rogers had the additional misfortune to find his young and 
noroerons family, through the failure of a relative, to whose hands a 
large part of his property was entrusted, suddenly deprived of the pro- 
vision that his industry iiad made for their education and support Bat 
amid all these sources of irritation, he remained gentle, collected, firm 
and hopeful as ever. He wrote for ** The Herald of Freedom ** even 
with increased diligence; with occasional severity, indeed, yet his 
sharpest articles were but the brilliant corruscations of indignant genios^ 
and the bitterest were but the true expressions of an honest and uncom- 
promising hatred of wrong. Whatever else there might be found in his 
columns, you would encounter no dull dribbiings of & heart hardened 
with selfishness, or festering with party i^irit 

Even among the weakness and sufferings of the summer immediately 
befo«« his death, as a means, in part, of procuring bread for his childreii, 
he wrote the series of ^^ Letters from the Old Man of the Mountain,** 
published in the New York Tribune, which made him known to many 
who never saw " The Herald of Freedom.** A part of the same sooi- 
m^ he spent in hynn, near Boston, whither he went, early in July, to 
visit his few friends there, and to meet "the Hotchinwns,'' who were 
then daily expected from Europe. In a few days after his arrival at 
Lynn, the disarrangement of his friiiysical system, firom which he had 
been a sufierer for thiity-five years, began to assume a more obstinate 
and fearfiil character. When about seventeen years of age, by too 
violent a participation in the exeroise of ^* foot-bail,'' during his college 
life, he injured his side and stomach, which then occasioned a year'^ 
severe illness, resulting in chrontc dyspepsia, which, tc^pether with th« 
derangement of the other sympathetic organs, entailed upon him long 
years of suffering, and now seemed to be about to finish the work that 
had been given it to do. He runained at Lynn, and with his firiend 
Rev. Mr. Sargent, (^Somerville, some six weeks, being unable during 
that time, to undertake the journey home. Yet such was his desire to 
be doing good, and to work while the day lasted, that notwithstanding 
his weakness and pain, he every week famished a large quota of thft 
editorial matter for the ** Lynn Ftoneer," whieh labor, during Mr, Clapp's 
absence in Europe, he had taken upon his weak but willing shoulders, 
bendes attending and taking part im many Anti-Slavery, Temperaocoi 
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and other reformatory meetings, that were held in Lynn and its vi- 
cinity. 

After returning home, Mr. Rogers left his house but a few times. His 
pains soon became of the most acute character, and continued, without 
intermission, until about two weeks of his death. So intense was his 
suffering, that before the close of August his family were in constant 
expectation of his death. How he was enabled to sustain the conflict, 
through the long and painful hours of the last six weelss of his life, was 
a wonder to all who were acquainted with his condition. More won- 
derful still was it, that his mind, through all the distress of his body, 
never, for an instant, faltered. 

From the commencement of his sickness, he was confident that death 
was to be the result, and spoke of his expectation of the event as calmly 
and bravely as he ever spoke of any incident of his life. A few days 
before his death, on observing one of his family in tears at his bed-side, 
he remarked that he was happy, and wished his family to be so, and U» 
continue about their ordinary duties, just as if he were with them. To 
the hour of his death he retained an unabated interest in all that was 
doing in the world for the good of man. His constant inquiries were 
concerning the progress and state of the various philanthropic move- 
ments of the day, and for the health and doings of the friends with 
whom he had been associated in their common labors of benevolence. 
So strong was his desire still to be in the conflict for the Ri«ht, and 
for those who have no helper, that when his hand had become too weak 
to hold his pen, he would dictate articles for the press, and ask some 
friend, standing by his bed, to commit his tlioughts to paper ; and it was 
only by tlie earnest remonstrances and entreaties of his friends, who 
found that these efforts increased the nervous excitement, from which 
he suffered greatly through all his sickness, that he was, at last, prevailed 
upon to quit the battle-field. 

The friends of Mr. Rogers had seen, for years before, that the excite- 
ment and labors of the Anti-Slavery reform were fast wearing him out ; 
and that his great mental activity was an overmatch for the delicacy and 
nervous sensitiveness of his physical system. But his deep love for the 
friendless slave, as well as his truly cluristian interest in the welfare of 
those who hold him in his chains, together with his devotion to the gen- 
eral cause of freedom and right, left little room in his heart — ^large as 
it was — for thought or care for himself. The alienation of old friends, 
and the feeling that some who had once loved him, and who, he felt| 
ought to love him then better than they had ever done, were now finally 
and hopelessly estranged from him, cast a «ihade of sadness over the 
evening of his life^ and, doubtless, hastened the going down of his son. 
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But from this, again, I tarn, with something of the sadness and sorrow 
which one cannot but feel on seeing good and loving hearts torn — and 
one or hoth of them broken in being torn — tannder. 

On Friday, Oct 16, with the falling of the leaves, Natfianiel Peabody 
jiogers breathed his last Without a struggle, without any of "the 
pains of death" — without a fear or a regret — in the ftill, unimpaired 
J-^^:: enjoyment of his intellect and all his senses — with his family and a few 
'*^ 'flear friends around him, his life went out, gently and quietly as fades 
the light of a summer's evening. At times, his bodily distress had been 
(excruciating, causing him to cry out ; yet his mind, never at rest, would 
idraw food for thpught even from his own physical sufferings. The Sun- 
day night before his death, — a fViend watching with him — in a paroxysm 
of his suffering he exclaimed, «* O dear!" — then, seeming to reflect upon 
•his own exclamation, he repeated it, and said, •* That's the cry now. 
Hiis is the closing up of my terrible labors." The fHend replied that it 
must be a consolation to him to consider that he had not sacrificed him- 
self in vain--that many had been blessed by his labors. Mr. Rogers 
«aid, " O yes, my dear N ; it sustains me unspeakably, — ^the reflec- 
tion that I have acted right" 

During his sickness he had suffered greatly from Hie want of sleep, 
and the night before his death h& had not slept at all. This day, con- 
sequently, he was more feeble than he had been any day before. He 
evidently suflfered much, but made no complaint ; and, owing to his 
^treme weakness he conversed but little with the friends tliat stood 
about his bed. His remaining strength seemed gradually to decrease, 
«o gradually, indeed, that it was impossible to mark the moment when 
4ie ceased to breathe. But his mind, during the day, and up to the last 
moment, as without any exception it had been through all his sickness, 
was clear, calm and strong, as in the stronger hour of his life. 

A short time before his death, he desired that some one would go and 
ask Judson Hutdhinson, who was in town, to come and sing to him. 
While waiting fbr*his friend, he requested one of his daughters to sing 
him Samuel Lover's beautiful song, "The Angel's Whisper." In the 
singing, a word was accented wrong, which he immediately indicated 
by whispering the word with the correct accent ; thus giving evidence, 
at once, of the calm and natural state of his mind, and of his undying 
desire to have everything, that was done, done right 

At the dose of tfie song, he was asked whether Hutchinson, who 
had arrived during the wnging, should come intd the room. He spoke 
not, but made a slight motion of his hand, that was lying upon the pil- 
low, which attracted attention, and, from the peculiar manner in which 
his tyes were fixed upon a window, opposite to his bed,'it yitna seen that 
the event that had, for weeks, been expected, was about to take place. 
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His oldest brother, who is a physician, and who had been with him 
several weeks during his sickness, was called in ftom an adjoining room. 
He spoke to his brother, and asked if he knew hhn. The dying man 
tamed his eyes to the speaker, and, with emotion, calling him by name, 
replied, ** Certainly ,** and then asked his wife, who was standing by, 
whether he understood his brother right, and why he had asked that 
question. In about ten minates, with no other word, or a groan, or the 
tnoving of a muscle, " he was not, for God had taken hhn.*** 

**On Sunday afternoon," says Mr. French, "a few neighbors and 
friends met at his late house, and, after an hour spent in social conver« 
sation, in which we relieved each other's sorrow by a remembrance of 
the virtuous life and calm death of our departed firiend, we took his life- 
less body, and buried it in a retired comer of the village grave^yvrd, 
beneath the sheltering shade of a kindly clump of oaks. In the same 
yard are buried Kimball and Cadt, the two noble men who were the 
Editors of the Herald, previous to Mr. Rogers' connexion with it The 
paper has been published but eleven years, yet the three men who have 
conducted its columns, have passed from lif^, — ^two of them while in its 
service. An admonition to us, who are left, to be diligent in the work 
that is given us to do. 

** From the Establishment of the Herald, in 1835, Mr. Rogers had 
constantly ftimlsfaed communications for its columns. He assumed the 
editorial care of the paper, the last week of June, 1838, and famished 
his last copy the last week of June, the present year, [1646.] The 
amount of labor and thought that he has given through the columns of 
the Herald, its readers, for the eight years, well know. In addition to 
his tireless labors upon the Herald, he had, one year, edited the *Na> 
tional Anti-Slavery Standard,' and, the past summer, had furnished the 
editorial for the * Lynn Pioneer f and for the eight years, had been in 
the habit of furnishing articles for various other papers ; and was al- 
ways ready, when his friends called, to attend Anti-Slavery meetings, 
in all parts of New England ; never consulting his own interests, but 
always the desires of 'his friends and the necessities of the cause." 

Mr. French, to whom I am indebted for most of the facts, and for 
much of the language of tiiese pages, says, in the same number of " The 
Herald of Freedom *• that contains his obituary notice of the subject 
of this sketch, ** tVeary of contact with a worid that "gave him so little 
sympathy, Mr. Rogers, the last spring, purchased himself a small, but 
.very beautiful farm, in a retired nook of his own native Pcfmigewasset 
valley ; whither he was intending to remove, with his family, at about 

♦ Heb. li. 5. 
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the time of his decease. The world gave him not only little sympathy, 
hot also little bread for his children. Upon his land he would be able — 
that was his hope — to procure the means of living; and, thus relieved 
ftom the cankering care and perplexity that were preying upon his life, 
and removed from the chilling intercourse of the world, which so little 
understood him, he hoped that he might be able to think deeper and 
clearer, and to wield his pen with a stronger heart During Uie past 
summer, his thoughts were constantly upon his mountain retreat, where, 
in the quiet enjoyment of his most deeply cherished family, and amid 
the familiar scenes of his younger days, and in the healthful piusuits 
of agriculture, he was promising himself happy rest from the storm that 
had been tossing his shattered vessel for the last six years. But, alas ! 
how uncertain are all man's hopes !" 

True, he found not that " happy rest,^ — ^but I doubt not, nor can I 
doubt, that he has found a happier one than that, — happier than even 
his afiectionate heart, that clung so lovingly to his happy home, ever 
painted >~I mean, ^the rest that remaineth to the people of God.'** 

But do I not forget that he was an ^ Infidel ?^ nay, that he was 
*^ an Excommunicated person P* — O, no. If to be an unbeliever in a 
religion — by whatever name you may baptize it — ^that expends itself 
upon catechisms and creeds, in church organizations and observances, 
in [Mrayer-meetings, revivals, awakenings, and the singing of psalms — 
to the neglect of Human Rights and Wrongs — of the sorrows ajid 
sufferings — the temptations, trials and oppressions of tmrn, is to be an 
Infidel, N. P. Rogers was an Infidel indeed ; yea, and he gloried in 
his infidelity. But let me add, had he been a believer in such a 
religion, and lived according to his belief, he would have been *' worse 
than an infidel." But was he not an outcast from the church — an ex- 
communicate ? Yes, the church excommunicated him ; but, before that, 
•he had excommunicated the church. The church, as a body, he had 
found unfaithful to what he understood to be its ^high calling," cls the 
church of Him who came " to set at liberty them that are bruised." He 
therefore ** came out" fixMn it, as the only condition of fidelity to his own 
high calling, not merely as a disciple of Jesus, but as a man — a child 
«f that God, whom all nature — ^his own nation, not less than the rest of 
creation — ^revealed to him as the lover of right and humanity, and the 
Almighty hater of all oppression and wrong. He wanted no printed 
book to teach him this. A revelation older than King James* Transla- 
tors'—older than the books that they brought over from Greek and He- 
brew into the English tongue, had taught him — for he was a lover of 
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raasic — that slavery was a discord, that could never be broagfat into nni- 
son with the harmonies of the oniverfte. To him, — ^if one shoald argue 
that slavery was from Grod, because it was approved in a hook that came 
from Him ; it would prove, not that slavery was from Ck)d, but that tbe 
book was not. To him, there was a Teacher above all books and aH 
mem — the Being that had given km being — and it was in the spirit 
which that Teacher — and "who teach^th like him ?" — ^had given, that 
when, on a certain occasion, a religionist by Book said to him, " Why 
do you go about as you do, agitating the community on the subject of 
abolition ? Jesus Christ never preached abolitionism :" he replied, " Sir, 
I have two answers to your appeal to Jesus Christ. First, I deny your 
proposition, that he never preached abolition. That single precept of 
his—* Whatsoever ye would that men should do to yon, do ye even so 
to them' — ^reduced to pradicej would abolish skveiy over tbe whole 
earth in twenty-four hours. That is my first answer. I deny year 
proposition. Secondly, granting your pr<^K)sition to be true — and ad- 
mitting — ^what I deny — that Jesus Christ did not preach the abolitioti 
of slavery, then I say, he didnH do kis duty.** 

It would not be very easy, I admit, to stop such a man from doing his 
duty, by casting a Greek or a Hebrew text in his way as a stumbling- 
block ! And so he wacran " Infidd f* and so he was " exeommurdcaUdJ* 
When the church has attained somewhat more of "the wisdom that 10 
from above," she will take suoh men into her bosom, instead of casting 
them out ; and will show herself worthy of the communion of such 
men, by encouraging them in their work, and in going along with them 
to do it ! 

It is not to be denied, too, that Rogers did not [uretend to know so 
much concemmg a future life, as many othera think that they know. 
But ihu he did know, 

** That if, at holiest men have deemed, there b« 
A land of souls beyond that sable shore, 
To shame the doctrine of the Sadducee,"-— 

the same Being that rules in this worid iiiimI rule in that ;--«that there, 
as here, they will have served Him best, who have best served his chil- 
dren, by doing the most to help them who have most needed help. In 
this faith N. P. Rogers lived }-«in this he labored, and in this he died. 
" Let mt die the death of the righteous, and let my last end be like his !" 
His earthly labors are at an end. '^He sleeps his long sleep, he has 
fought his last battle." He has no more sacrifices to ofier here upon 
the altar of Truth, Liberty, and Humanity ; no more cherished friend? 
to lose because be would not oncrifice bis convictions or his principles, 
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toxetaio tiiem. From his earthly toils and trials be is at rest I caanot 
but thiiy^ that for him to die was ^n, because I verily believe that f<ar 
him to live was Christ ;* that is, that making little or no account of the 
name, he lived for the advancement of the ooaiM of Christ ; the cause 
for which Christ himself lived, labored and died, namely, the redemption 
of universal man from slavery, spiritual «nd carnal ; the mnancipation 
of man from the power and the fear of man ; the liberation of man, afl 
man, from all dominion and all authority but that of Reason, Truth, 
and Right. 

Of Mr. Rogers, as a writer, I need say little. On this point, ^ he 
being dead, yet speaketh f and he spei&s for himself as no one else 
can speak for him. He wrote without any thing of that " fear of man 
that bringeth a snare" to so many writers in this age of criticism and 
Reviews — as though he was not aware that such an animal as a critic 
had ever been created. He wrote because he had something to say, 
and, true to nature — for to him nature was truth — ^he ^»ke ** right on,* 
with the artlessness and simplicity of a child. He sets down things 
just as he sees and feels them ; uskig woids not because others do, or 
do not use them, but because they are juat the medium — ^the atmos- 
I^re — ^through which others can see what he is looking at, just as he 
sees it In one word, his style is his own, and nobody's else. Trans- 
parency, purity, simplicity, earnestness and force will be seen to charac- 
terize whatever he writes ; and when a reader has finished one of his 
paragraphs, the last question that he wUl tsk himself will be, " Well, 
now, what does all that mean?" — Though humor was by no means his 
forte, whenever he chose, he could use it with great effect. In well- 
chosen words, Mr. Hildreth has said, ^Many of his pieces have all the 
genial humor of Lamb, with a higher seasoning of sprightly wit thaa 
Lamb ever attained to. He had, indeed, higher objects, and, of course, 
greater earnestness and spirit He was not, like Lamb, a mere writer 
for amusement, but one of those modem heroes whose sword is thsir pen. 
A champion for spiritual freedom and the right of private judgment, he 
will long be remembered and loved by many, to whom he first showed 
the way out of the house of bondage." 

This true friend of his race — especially of the wronged of his raoe-— 
this dear friend of mine is gone. I know that all who knew him well, 
will say with Mr. French, when remembering what he was, and thinking 
that be is with us no longer,-— *^ Our hearts are sad ; but our departed 
friend has left us a very pleasant memory. His righteous life and tri- 
um^^ant death lift our tiion^>ts from the grave. In our sorrow let us 
not forget the slave. He still groans in his prison house, and the religion 
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of the land still sanctions the wrong^. When death comes to nsj may it 
find as, as it did our dear friend, with the harness on, and in the midst 
of the conflict." 

Sunday, the 18th of October, the remains of N. P. Rogers were borne 
to the grave by a few loving and faithful friends. Having loved him, 
they loved him onto death. I well remember the day. It was a snowy 
day, — ^the first snow of our northern autumn. Winter seemed to have 
come upon us before his time. Returning from the humble chapel 
where' I had led the worship of a small society, concerning whose faith 
" we know, that every where, it is spoken against,"* I could not but feel 
saddened by the early desolation and dreariness of the scene* Little 
did I think that the frost of death had already fallen, before its time, 
upon my poor friend Rogers, and that his cold remains were, even then, 
on their way, through falling snows, from his late home, to the ^' house 
appointed for all living." Yet so it was. And she, who had so bravely 
helped him bear his cross, watched by the side of his bed, and com- 
municated with his dear but distant friends, informing them that there 
was no hope lefl that her husband's life could long be spared to them 
and to her, was, with her children—one of whom, two days before^ had 
sung the father and husband to sleep with her sweet " Angels' Whis- 
per," — sitting, a widow in affliction, in the house that was left to them, 
O how desolate ! 

M&y I not hope that that little family choir — ^for the children all sing 
sweeUy, — when gathered in their secluded mountain home, will some- 
times sing these lines, as a memorial not of their father only, but also 
of their father's friend and theirs ? 

JNO. PIERPONT. 

THE FAMILY LAMENT. 

The " Angels* Whisper" stole, in song, upon his closing ear ; 
Through his own daughter's lips it came, so musical and clear, 
That scarcely knew the dying man what melody was there, 
The last of earth's, qr first of heayen's, pervading all the air. 

Nor need he know : — The soul that's tuned in full accord with Right, 
Where'er it is, will harmonize with children of the light. 
Anathemas, the church's ban, or thunders hurled at him, 
Can never close his ears against the songs of seraphim. 

The love of right ! O, it was this that made our father strong : — 
The love of right, — that's yoked, for aye, to hatred of the wrong ; 
The love of right was in his heart above all other love, 
And made the Mountain Eagle there to nestle with the Dove. 

* Acts xxviii. 22. 
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That brave and loving heart is cold ; — ^the clods are on that breast, 
That always heaved with pity for the helpless and oppressed ; 
And we upon His care are cast, who long ago hath said, 
" Trust me, and do my will, and thou shalt verily be fed." 

Thou Father of the fatherless, — th^ widow's Gk>d and Guide, 

In thee we put our trust, for we have none to trust beside ! 

Thy servant, on whose arm we've leaned, hath gone to his reward :— 

The dust hath to the dust returned, — the spirit to its Lord. 

O, dreary was that parting day ! — October's earliest snow 

Was falling, as his coffined clay, so mournfully and slow, 

Was carried to the " narrow house," and made a silent guest, 

" Where the wicked cease from troubling, and the weary are at rest/* 

We know, it was a holy day ; — thrice holy now it is ! 
The day our Savior left his grave, our father went to his. 
But it was dreary, not the less, for Winter, ere its time. 
Was come, at death had come to him, in his autumnal prime. 

And Autumn's red and yellow leaves were eddying, thick and sere, 
On the snowy air, as slowly trod the bearers of the bier, 
Or, to the oaks around his grave, were clinging, dead and dry. 
And rustling as the fitful wind went through them with a sigh. 

But summer shall come round again, and dress in green his grave, 
And by its head-stone, oft shall kneel the liberated slave. 
And, all around, those oaks shall throw their broad and grateful shade. 
And birds, among the branches, sing their evening serenade. 

And daily shall the sunshine fall where sleeps a child of light, 
The moon look calmly down on one as pure as she is bright ; 
And that true star, that from its post hath never swerved, nor can. 
Shall guard the grave of one as true to Freedom and to Man. 
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»TIIE PEESEKCir OP GOD*'' 

[From tiie Henld of f'lvedom of August 11, 7838.] 

Ws wmder a imxttent from, our technical anli-sl^ery ** sphere," 
to 9ttjf with permitaioB -of our readers, a word or two on a beau- 
tiful artide under 'tiiis ]iieftd,iii the Cluristian Examiner. It if 
from the pen of eiie of our. high|;y:gifted fellow-citisens, to whom 
the anhniipy suhfects of Korstailji in this state, owe so much fof 
the pubHc charity now contemplikkid in their behalf. It is writ* 
ten with greet elegance, pel'spiouity and force of style — and what 
is more, it seems soarcdy to want that fi))irit of heart-broken 
Christianity, so apt to be missing in the graceful speculation! 
of reviewers, and may we not say, in the speculations of the elor 
gant oorps among whom the writtf of the article is here found. 

We will find, biiefly, w^at fault we can with the artide. It9 
beaaties need not he pomted out — ^they lie profusely scattered 
over its &ce. It is. an artkleon the presence of God^ andtreats 
of our relations to.Ifim. tiiBiit do^ it se| farih that relation^ |^f 
involTing our need of the Lord Jiesus Christ, i» order that we 
may be able to altuid in iti For olurselves, wo cannot contem^ 
plate God — and dare iH)t look towards I{im,.unccMwected with 
Christ Our writer teems- boldly to look ufion Him» as fjbe 
strcmg^eyed eagle gazes into the siin. God is of .purer eyes than 
to behold tniquky. He oannot look upon si<i, -but with abko^ 
xehce. We have sinned ; therelbre we . fear to behold Him. In 
Christy alone, is he oar Father in beaTton, And we his rec<mciled 
1 
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children. In Christ, we dare take hold of his hand and of the 
skirts of his almighty garments. The Lord Jesus Christ and 
*' him crucified," is the medium, through whom, alone, we dare 
look upon God, in Ik woirki, &i& pto^deiices or his grace. 
Sinless man might, without this medium. Fallen man may not 
Like the Israelites at the momt of Sinai, he may " not break 
through unto the Lord to gaze," lest " he perish." 
.Thewtiter oonfemplates God in h^ irotfcs-f^bnt .I19 wepnc 
though awed, elevated and delighted kt thelt grabdeur, bc^Miiy 
and wisdom, to feel stiU baffled of the .great end in their contem- 
plation. Does he not, we would ask him, feel the absence of 
some link in the chcnn of commaoicliticil'twith this ineffable 
being — which might, if interrupted^ anchor his soul securely 
within the veil, which^ after all, continues to shroud him from 
communion atid sight! Can he, in sight of the worin of God, 
speak out and smg in the strains bf the singer of ' Israiel t JDioetf 
he^ot experience, m tiew'of them,- an adiiiirfaig Mithnsiasm kad 
certain swellings of genius, rather than those spiritoal heart* 
burnings felt by the two on the way to E^nnms, «s ^y talked 
with the ** stranger in Jerusalem t" 

Here is the graiid mistake of gifted humanity. Tn^d of the 
world-^— sick of its emptiness^'Hsbocked 'at its beartiesmeaik— 
withdrawn from its unprincipled highway into the ionely by-patb 
of a supererogatory morality, — moved by those- ''longings after 
immortality," which hauirt fatevtr the unbesotted spirit—-^ tviear 
to find God in his works, and peradveiHure m the majesty of his 
word — ^not looking for him, however; in "thb wat"— seeking' 
him ^omg the high and ridgy road of a esrtof spirito^nteUectnil 
philosophy, instead of down in the Ydley^el< humiliation. 

The writer 'speaks <5f the eoikmiinion of God with oar mind^ 
This he seertre to rfegsa-d with chief interest. He mentions ^* the 
need of haftihg a<ft^fi(m*'-^«te»iing mteilectual attention— ^ 
♦^ waked «p to'^Nwse oW truths.^' '• LisHessness of mind," lie 
continues, ** aa invetor^e habit of inattention to the existence 
t€ the Eternal Spirit, needs to be broken ia upon. We need Uf 
help each otherio esc^Je a fjrtaky of mmd on this subject, that 
we may fe^ thattSotfa ark still *ndeao?er the world's warea,*aid 
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.that the burniiig bosh has not gone put" Ther^ UiMU '* m0t» 
iemtimy" it is trae; but it is of the hearty and not merely of the 
>nMM^-<-of the nHmn^ and sot of " h^bW^ mesely — a spiriHod 
HiatteatioB or rather alienatioB from God, which must be brokea 
in upon* It i* not the creature of habit. Adam felt it in all 
its force, the very ddy of his-first transgression. He heard the 
peice of God, which in his innocency be had hailed with joy, 
h^oad «il he fdt «t the beaodes of Paradise,— *heard it, walking 
in the garden, in the cool of the day, and he hid himself from 
the presence of the Lord God, among the trees of the garden. 
His wife also hid hersdi^ for she too had transgressed — and we, 
tkeir mortd keirs^ hide ourselves so to this day. They could 
walk in the garden in sight of the beautifiil te&rks of God, and 
perhaps admire the i^endcnrs of- Eden ; but when they heard his 
▼oiee, they hid themsehres. 'Not from kabk surely, that not being 
the creature of a day. -There was ** inTCteraoy," not of habk, 
b«t of fallen nature. It is that ^hich must be ^' broken in upon»" 
belbre we shall indine'ta come out from among the trees, to 
-welcome the preaeace ei God. It ms^ be there is a figurative 
meaning also in tins hiding among the trees frcnn ^ presence of 
hun who made those trees-— «nd* may we not deceive ourselves 
in svppoeing we contemplate Grod in his morksy when in truth 
we are seeking to hide onreeives frtim his presence, among the 
gkinons trees of this earth's garden f 

The elegant writer wiU heas with ns in onr coarse commen- 
tary. We would not expend critical attention on the literary 
merits or marks of genhis, in a production tneating of our rela- 
ijons to God. It ia^ too awful and .interesting a subject We 
want -reconciliation with God. v That is the one thing needfuL 
Th^ crew of the ill-fated Puladd iwnnted only, one things when 
they were cast afloat nponihe wares. When they retired to rest 
that night, each liewt was tantalized : with a thousand objects 
of desire. But when thateifrfesion awc4ce diem, they had ail but 
one,-— 4ifi3-rr<he ahoce^-HSoeaethnigen which to float. That, all 
needed, and ail UAi the need Bach is our need of reconciliation 
with God, to savens 6om greater^ depths than the sea. We hare 
revolted from God. We are bom universally in natate cf alim- 
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MkKi fi^Mi him. The Scriptarct and all experience teiMth thit. 
We do not more eartainly inhent the transmitted farm of cor 
Mien ftrrt ^ parenls, than tiieir descended naimre. We are hem 
wkh the need of being "bom afain," Of thb we em soee. 
The tnith of it and the effects of it proe cwrtiBuaDy upmt us, 
ifith the universMdity of the air npett onr bodily systesMk ; We 
cannot evade it It is oar fate, in the wisdom of OoA We 
eannot escape k, any more than the Old woM could the deinfe. 
They saw ali ark of Gopher wood, buildii^ by an enthiniastic 
old man. It eventually saved none of them, who reftned to enter 
its pitchy sides. The old man forewarned them. He was a 
preacher c^ righteousness. But they were philoeophers, and lie 
a fanatic. He talked of rain and flood,-^the breaking up ef* 
the fountains of the deep, and the c^iening of the windows of 
heaven. The sky looked Uoe — ^the sim rase and set glorjowdy, 
ttid broke out, as wont, afUr the showers. And thongh 'thslB 
were tc^ens idKMlt that despised old iniaii, whi^ at times mmim 
them turn up an apprehensive eye into the cl— dlcss iirmameBt-**- 
philosophy chose to risk it. The predictioi was unnatural**- 
irrational-^*^it ooold not he 8& They^xdshed. 

We have an ark of salety, capacious enough, to b^ sore, to sose 
the entire race of man. It wiD save only those who will enter 
it, — and the time of entering, as \k was at the flood, is before the 
sky of probation is overcast The door is ^iit now, as theq^ 
iiefore the falling of the first great .dseps of the etrnml thandcr 
shower. 

The ark of safety, we need not say, is Christ. He is the Wsy, 
the Truth, and the Life* No man can come to the Fitter biit 
hy him. Whoever hath seen him, hath seen the Father,— and 
by him is the only namfeBtation of Ged^s presence. Tlie pre- 
sence of his power may be seen in aU objects around usy'-^t 
his strange love to the children of men cannot be seen, but throngh 
Christ. As the mcMrt^ly bitten^ IsraeKto could be healed only Vy 
looking -at the brazen serpent, so the mortally sin^fecled 4ie^ 
scendant a£ faHen man can Uve only by looking at the Bon of 
Man ki the midst of hie ignoniinioaa crucifikien^-^-even Irfaere be 
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God may be seen in his works, by him whose sons are forgiven. 
He may be seen, then, in his word — and the Bible is then as 
self^Tidently the word of God, as the sun, the mountain and the 
ocean are his w<N'k8. His providential care and goyemment are 
then palpably feh. The soul can then take him by the paternal 
hand, and feel that infinite safety which puts . all human q^re- 
liension at rest 

But we are forgetting that our Herald is a small sheet. We 
have ' not space to notice the exquisite beauties of our writer's 
production as a composition merely, or the argument it. draws of 
God's presence firom his works, and as it purports merely to notice 
this evidence of his presence, we will not here express ourrc^rret 
that the name of Christ is not mentioned in the article. 

May the gifted writer, if he be out of the ark of safety, not 
delay to enter in. Let him not tarry without, to- gaze with the 
eye of ^gant cftiriostty, on the scenery of this Sodom world,-'^ 
biit bow his neck, and *' enter while there's rocm." And as we 
bespeak bis immediate heed to the " one thing needinl ,"-**!» we 
demand his pen, voice, influence, prayers, antd active and opea. 
co-operation^ in the deliverance of his feUow^eountrymen from 

the CHAtllB OF SLAVEnr 



THE DISCUSSION, 

[From the Herald of Freedom of July 14, 1838".] 

Thk discussion goes on. It pervades, it possesses, it '^agi* 
tates" the land. It must be stqiped^ or slavery dies, and the col* 
ored man has his liberty and his rights^ and CkdouizatwH is supers 
$eded. Can it not be stopped t Cannot the doctors, the editors, 
Ihe^^ property and standing,^ the legislatures, congress, the mob, 
Mr.Gurley, somebody or other, some power or other, the govern^ 
ors, his honor the Chief Justice Lynch ; cannot any body, or every 
body united, put down this discussion ? Alas for the ^* peculiar 
institution r' it cannot be done^ The club of Hercules- could 
not etrike it down ; it is as impalpable to the Ivute blow as die 
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stately gkoflt of "* buried Denmark" was to tlie ^'partiaaR" of 
MaroeMuaw It cannot Im stopped or checked. It b wirealraiail- 
UaaatheTiewleatwinda, or the steeda of Apollo. Yon lic^ar k 
fweFf wlme. The atmosphoe is rife with it '' AboliAioiiy" 
•* i«i«iedia*e," " conipenaation," " amalgataatkai," *' Met'iM," 
**eqiiali" " inalienaWe," "rights," "the Bible," *'^WHbh^,'^ 
" West Indies," " mobs," " arson," " petition," " gagiaw." " JohR 
Ommcjr Adams," " Gabrison." These are the wat da, aR^ as 
OMiuhar aa hovsehdd phrase. The air reaonnds to tkte URiyeraai 
agitation. Truth and comrictioR every where resuk^^-thoGewiR 
Rf EmancipatioR Riofw triRmphandy among the hal^wakaaod 
peaple; And gttayery, aghast at the general outcry R»d the teal 
discoveries conatafldy making of its diaboiical enormttiaSygRthefa 
Rp- its aA foir retreat or ^iesperate deitli, as the oaae ishaU tleaMid. 
The disoussioR can't be Rmotheied— can't be checka d ■ cia i 't 
bB hbated-t^MsaR^ be eRduned by prti-sfaurery^ Tbe fiat ilas go^t 
larth. It is registered ir heatRtu Tiie cokced man'^i kumsumig 
mftucerUiimd afld pf^$dy and keneeferth he is destined to liberty 
aRd baRor. iGrod m gathering hts iRstgR menlatities to purify this 
ataliaiv. War^Skwery and Brunkenneat ase to be purged Away 
from it. The drunkard, that wont reform, will be removod froR^ 
the earth's surface^ and his corporeal shame hidden in her friendly 
recesses, — ^his spirittrai ** shame,** atas, to be " everlasting" — 
with that unutterable " contempt" which must attend final im- 
penitence, as saith God' Thase persisting in the brute practice 
of what is styled military, which is nothing more or less than 
human tigerism — ^rational brutality — hatred dressed up in regi- 
HnRtals^— a^ahgnity oockaded,-«4uid '^ ^1 nncharitablmles8'^ plu- 
med and knap9aoked^«>^oBMcUe under pay, and murder per otdtr^ 
bU who persiat in this beastly aad bloody mania, and n^m^ lo 
join the standard of Rtiivenai non-resistRnoe j»MM;c-«*4lrill pieiieh 
by the swowi, or by some trntiinely tpRch of the Almighty,^^--te 
CHirist hath said, '' AU ^ley who take the sword $hmU peri^ viih 
the tw9rd f* and the period of acoonpllshment of bis work or 
this liMde globe is rI hand. Let the warrior of tbe land takR 
Reaming. " A prudent man foreseelh," d&o. And SlavebeUers, 
pilferers of hnmanity ! those Ughi-Jingertd cues, who ^^iaka 
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without liberty*' the verj glory end essence of a nui^ — who put 
out that light which dazzles the eye of the sto, and would torn 
on, but for this extinction, when the mocm hath undergone her 
final waning,— «hose traffickers in immartality^ who sell a man 
" for a pair of «hoes ;" those hcpe^extingQishers, heartKmisher*, 
hone^iifenchen^ fanrily^issolTers, tie^RuidiBrers ; — oh, for a t^ 
cabulary — ^new, copious and original, of awful significance aad 
expression-^hat ishotdd avafl «s to shadow forth Ihinlly (e the 
apprehensions of manfkmd, the annitterable eharaeter of this new 
" ill," that hath befallen Inheriting " ilesh 5" an *« Ul" that ^ flcsh^ 
by nature was not " heir to;"— oh, those inini, woman and chlkk 
thieres, — those unnatural, idtraand extra eanmbals, who devour 
their own ftesb ; whose camirerbus monstrasity is not linnted to 
the blood and flesh of the stranger, — whose Toracity in^aehMr tto 
forbidd^en degrees^ and eats its near relations within tlie matri* 
monial prbhilntions, — son-««ters nad datlghtep-«on8um6rs**<-wfao 
grow ehitilren to iefl, and put into their -cdflfen, to bay brmd 
withal, the price of their own^begotten offi^ring ; tMis eating 
" themselres a third time," as Fopesays, " In their race" — '* the 
Cnbless tigress in her jutigle raging^' is hamanity and sympathy, 
compared to them : she " rages" w9ien the banter hath borne off 
her bruised youiig, and given her isavage bosom the pang of mft* 
temal bereavement. She would waste her mighty nature to a 
shadow, and her strong frame to a skeleton, ei% she would appeaee 
her hunger by profaning the flesh of her own cubs t Siaoehold* 
ersf American slavtkolders, repubUcan UavekMers, kbertjf 
slavtholderSf Christianity slaveholders, €hurch'4nember slcmthM^ 
ers, minister siaveholders, doctor of divinity i^motkolders, chwrck 
staveholders, missionary slctoeheiiders^ " Board ef Commisnonir** 
slaveholders, monthly concert slaveholders, Bible Society sbwo* 
holders, and Bible withholders f What will the eoming mil- 
lennium say to you, or do with you ? What disposition wili it 
make of jou and your sjrstiem^ should it burst upon you when 
it is in the fiill tide of experiment! the land smoking with it! 
Win not the glorious mom and opening dawn of Christ's ktng<» 
dom prove flaming fire to devour you fifom ^efhce of the ewthi 
The millennial day pouring in its living light upon scenes^ whone 
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enormity shrouds tbe natural sun, what will become of the actors 
IB these scenes ? O lor the warning y<Hce that once affrighted 
Nineveh, and clad her nation in sackcloth, from the king on the 
throne to the beggar on the dunghill ; that laid a people in ashes I 
But it may not be. . Another fate, we fear, attends this last of 
repoblics. Warning is esteemed as mockery, and admonition a« 
frenzy. 

Shall we it^old our peace amid scenes like these? Shall we 
mrgue and penuadei be umrUous^ conmnce^ induct^ and all that 7 
No— we shall attempt no such thing, for the simple reason that 
such things are entirely uncalled for, useless, foolish, inadequate. 

Argue with davery, or argue about it ; argue about a sinking 
ship, GT a drowning man, or a burning dwelling ! Convince a 
slewing family, when the staircase and roof are falling in, and 
the atmosphere is loaded to sufiEbcation with smoke ! '' Address 
the understanding," . and '' soothe the prejudices," when you 
see a man walkiag down the roof in his sleep, on a three-storjr 
house I Bandy compUments and arguments with, the somnambu- 
list, on ** Table B.ock," when all the waters of lake Superior are 
thundering in the great Horse Shoe, and deafening the Tery war 
of the elements I . Would you not shout to him with a clap of 
thunder through a q>eaking trunqpet^-if you could command jt-^ 
if possible to reach his senses in his appalling extremity ? Did 
Jonah or^y^ with the city of Nineveh, — ^" Yet forty days," 
cried the vagabond prophet, 'f and Nineveh shall be overthrown!" 
That was his salutation. And did the ^' property and standing" 
turn up their hoses at him, and set the mob on to him ? Did tike 
dergy discountenance \am^ and call him extravagant, misguided^ 
a divide of churches, a disturber of parishes? What would 
have become of that city, if they had done thb? Did they 
*-* approve his principles/' but dislike his " measures'* and his 
« spirit r 

Slavery must be cried down, denounced down, ridiculed down, 
and pro-slavery with it, or rather before it Slavery will go when 
pro^avery starts. The she^ will follow, when the hell-wether 
leads. Down then with the bloody system ! out of the land with 
it, and out of the world with it— into the Red sea with it ! Men 
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■sham*t 6e enslaved in this country any lomger^ Women and child- 
ren shanH be flogged hare any longer. If you undertake to ln»- 
-der UB, the "wont is your own. The press is onn. Demolisb it, 
*if yon please,— 4Buzzle it, joa shall never. Shoot down the 
Lovc^yt you oan;- and if your ^skirts are not red ononghwilh 
his blood, dyethem deqi^'with other murdera Yon can dolt 
with entire impunity. You can get the dead indicted and tried 
along with you, and the jury will find youaM not guilty together; 
and '' public senttmoiV will back yott up, and say you had ample 
proTocation. To be sure, you will not eecape the vengeance of 
Heaven ; but who oares for that, in m Jiree and ekristidn country t 
Yon will come to an untimely end ;— but that, yon know, is notlh 
ing to a "jmdieknu/* *' weUwregulated," '' christian ^nrit I" 
But this is all fanatieism. Wait and tee. 



THE CONVENTION. 

[From tbe Herald of Fseedom «f Augnit 18, 1838.] 

Thanks to our youngs brethrai for their hearty^-^noble-souled 
committee's call. Now for obeying it. Now see if our ab»> 
litionists, who ** remember those in bonds," dz;o. will spend ailsy 
or two to make it manifest. We would spe^ time chiefly, breth^ 
ren, so far as traveling expenses ga Our brethren, fortnaately 
for the cause, have not much ** property of standing.'^ They 
should not k^ out much of either on the toad. The grog^«elling 
inns should receive little of anti-slavery patronage. The money 
is too sacred for their foul coBers. The " cold chunk,** or the 
johnny cake, or the saw-dust pudding, (Franklin's editorial din- 
ner,) any thing on the road, and all the mites for the Society 
treasury. We have got to cure this glorious slaveholding repub- 
lic of ks tharaettTy and to pay all the doctors^ bills, and we most 
spend little, very Utde, for confectionaries. '*' 

We echo the summons of the committee of amkigements. 
From our Moosehilkidt position 'wb^end it ok, an^ bft^, IO€^r«ry 
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poiBl of coB^iMflB. To none but the whote-hearted, folly-eoift- 
4Bitted, croflfl-tberRnbicon flpirita— ^nen of more heart thaa 
** jB«l"«--4dK> can leave home for the sake of their pruicj|de»-— 
ifko can denjr themaeiTes, an4 ^* lap the water, as the dcf^ la|h> 
fp^th^** for their thirst From the sea coast, the Green llomrtaili 
mta, the aky-«eeking north, and Che New Hampshire sootb-^^iid, 
young and mtd-aged— ^ay bearded and beardles»«-the stiiniy 
and the infirm — ^from all streams and all TaUeya, and along «U 
hiU-sides — from rich ^' old Cheshire," — from Rockingham, with 
her horizon setthig down awaj to the salt sea.-*^trafibrd, from 
the f' alide"-8carred mountains of Sandwich <to the rainbow misiB 
^ the Cocheco— from Pigwacket to WiMiipisseogee--Straffbn1 
of the lakes— *iip from old Hillsborough, whare the staunch jeo- 
man drives his team from the months, of Pisoataquog and Souhe- 
gan, up to the very springs of the Contoocook, — young Sullivan, 
where she stretches from Sunapee to the valley of the Connecti- 
cut, and from the falls of Walpole to the cedars of Lebanon, — 
Merrimack — key-stone of the Granite State — abolitionists " of 
our county of Merrimack,*' start at day-break fcx the Conven- 
tion, — from where the sun sets behind Kearsarge, even to where 
he rises gloriously over Moses' Norris' own town of Pittsfield ; 
and from Amodkeag to Ragged Mountains^ — Coos — Upper Gpos, 
home of the everlasting hills, send out your bold advocates of 
human right»-*wherever they )ay scattered by lonely lake or Ir^ 
dian stream^^or *^ Grant," or '' Location" — ^from the trout-haunted 
brooks of the Amoriscoggin, and where the adventurous stream- 
let ttdces vqp its mountain march for the St Lawrence. — Scattered 
and insulated men, wherever the light of philanthropy and liberty 
has beamed in upon your solitary spirits, come down to us like 
your streams and clouds :— Mmd our own Grafton, all about among 
yonr dear hills and your mountain-flanked valleys — whether you 
kwnu along the swift Ammonoosuck, the cold Pemigewasset or 
the ox-bowed Connecticut ; from the '' heights of Dorchester," 
and -the ^* vale of Hebron"-*-^Qm Canaan, thai land oi prwnist 
to the negro student boy— '•and from anti-slavery Campton^-come 
from the meadows of Alexandria-^-one and ^\ abolitionists of 
Grisftoih—Lfms, thepeerleas tqtw^ of Ljr^^itlie.. native, tpwiif^ 
temperance. 



PATIENCE OF A BOLITIONISTS. H 

Abditionista of New Hampshire i your brethren in bondage 
call loudly ap«a you for, belj^^-they clank their chains— th^ 
rattle their iettera— they lift up the cry of dei^air— will yoa heaf 
them ? Rememba' wJbal God ia doing for your cause. Uttrku 
that shout iiroBDi the iskeof the seal It is the emancipaticiki ory 
oC the <West Iiidie0--€rod hath given them libeHy. Their delif«> 
orance has oome^-He is drawing nigh to us, We shall hew 
Hjm^.or perish. - And if i^\w nM'^" '- ^^r^f-t\ rait fnr drsteic*_ 
tion» let abdlitioiusu remember Rahab of Jeriefao. We are alow, 
brethren, dishonorably slow, in K. cause like oars. Omr feel 
shojuld be '' as hinds' feet." ^< Liberty Hes . bleeding." The 
lOaden-eblored. wing of slavoiry obscures the land with its baleftil 
shadow. Let us come together, and inquire, at the hand of the 
Lord what is to be done. 
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[From the Herald of Fireedom of Sept. 1, 1838.] 

**Oti]y ye may opine it frets my patience^'Mr. Os^Idistone, to be 
hunted like an otter, or a sealgh, or a aaJmen upon the sliaUowsi and tbal 
by my very friends and neighbors." — Rob Rot. 

Whose patience has been fretted, if it had not been frti'pr&^ff 
like the abolitionbts' 7 Hare they not been hunted like an otter,' 
or a 'Salmon among the shallows, or a partridge upon the moun- 
tains ; or like David among the cliffs of Ziph and the rocks of^ 
the wild goats ? And every body seems to think it is all as natu- 
ral as life, and that they should bear it, and be thankful it is no 
worse. How they have been belied, and sbndjored and insulted, 
by a stupid pro-slavery community ! How church brethren and 
Sisters have scowled upbn t&^m, and trifled irith their rights and 
their feelings, as though they had no more of ti'fter than a "hi^ 
gerf How has the murderous scorn been extended from theit 
poor, down-trodden — ^mark the phrase — ^oam-lrodirffjr— notmerdy' 
stamped upon, for once, or any given numlter of time8,-'-bttlf 
evtrjf f jm6--4>y the common walking f<M>tstep of communify, — 
tkMcii on ib^ tmiverMiy -as -the jteth ef the htghway—- ^ <k»wi» 
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tfiMem" iivieedi Haw has the woai Mi for the poor coined 
wtm^ beea ^tended to the abo^ioMt, atid h^w be has borne H-, 
fiEith alradtt the *' patient siifEenuioe" of the '^ freelMgro/' cr the 
Jtew! in yeiiiee,-«-«ntil suffecanee kheeone ** tk» badge of tM 
9iir;^ibe.'" And what availa itl ''The btdtherhood" hare 
&Bett iBto the idea» that we alao jtfg *^ att iitftii ag nice,^ and thM 
W^ ftr^ eJBceedtngLy out of fnir place, when we elaim the comaMai 
ijl^ 4if humanitjr. An to the rtghti^ of citisensbip; thej d^ii^ 
dielw that any . i^pextaim to as.. See with wfaatt^eakn, snmiiier* 
daf serenity they look en, while wa are mobbed. They think 
ao ilno^e*. of it,rth«i they do when a lane of *' free ni^eni^ la 
^ $flk>ked out" by '' pahlie sentunenf ' in New York or Phtiad^ 
phia. Who eared for the outrages of the great CSoseord raob^n 
September, 1835 T ** Tremendous public excitemeBt I" shoaled 
the N. H. Patriot — as if another revolution had been fought 
Tremendous public excitement ! A grand popular victory. Vic- 
tory indeed it was — but over what? Overihnocency, humanity, 
the law of the land, the public peace ! An odd victory to boast 
of — What a ^* fVoHc after Thompson," (or to that effect) ex- 
claimed the merry N. H. Ck>iirier.-— O, what a joke 1 How funny 
and firoli^soKie the pe<^e were after Thompson ! How they dri 
frisk and caper, and how 'masterly funny they did chase him, and 

SBrrouad Neigld)or *■ 'a dweHing*house i O, what » spoilive 

cempany of them got together, and how they did sarround thai 
hpiiae by moonlight, and what a merry, time on't they caused im 
t)tat:dwellingr : . ^ i 

. ■ ■ . ' . ■ • 

O * riddle-cum-riddle-cmp-riglit! 
•' ■ Whatatimfe Wehad,thtt"FkiDAtnightr 

9K h^ he^faah, haH hth!!! 
'••'.■. • » - •• ' 

Hung be the^he^vens in black. Cf^t, moon— ^and hide, stac9^ 

so ^at ye look nc4 on and bl^njcJ^ yjoor light, at sight of so^k 
scenes. '< Frolic, 1" Waa th^ 4Jton nighlrscene a frolic ? Wni^ 
the helliisb-gaj^ierinf . about that w^ro-bouse^ rendering the duiji. 
night hidfv9us» jbl joke-^a fir^cas — *' a^ abolition frolic 1" 
^ The tixvii^.wiH .090^1 when. these deeds will be aj^reciaied 1^. 
t;^ p^afile jOf tiuji cQnntrj. , A^, '^ ii^ ^t Ipfand* W^ w^ paftianlF* 
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ly, but not silently. " The brotherhood " may fix upon us its 

cril eye of menace and " frolic." They shall hear of their 

merry doings. If We cwnot speak freely, we desire not to 
remain on the alayery-cursed soil. We call upon the people of 
the land, to look to their liberti«. We have no freedom of 
speech, no liberty of the press, no freedom of assembly. The 
sorereign and tyrant of the country is Slavery. He holds his 
court in the South, and rules the vassal North by his vicegerent 
the mob, — or as Hubbard Winslow preaches it, " the brotherhood.** 
We owe no allegiance to either. We shall pay none. 



DR. FARMER DEAD. 

[From th« Herald of Freedom of Sept 1, 1838.] 

We were amazed as well as deeply ufflicted, at the death of 
this distinguished and most excdlent man. His departure sur- 
prised us — invalid as he long has been, and feeble as was his hold 
on life — so insensible are we to -the uncertainty and frailty of 
mortal existence ! We have lost a highly valued personal friend^ 
as well as our cause a faithful, devoted and invaluable advocate. 
We could weep for ourselves as well as for the poor slave, who 
does not know his loss. But it is not a time to weep. Survivors 
on the field do not pause in thick of the fight, to lament comrades 
or chieftains falling around them. 

The departed Farmer lived and died a devoted abolitionist 
We ptoclaim this amid- the notes o( his requiem and the tolling^ 
of his knell — in the ears of the scomer of the supplicating slave 
and of bleeding liberty. Admirers of his distinguished worth — 
his admirable industry — his capacity — his usefulness — his blame- 
less life — who felt awed at his virtues, while he lived almost in- 
visibly among men — ^mingling with the busy throng of life scarcely 
more than now his study-worn frame rqposes in the grave — know 
all, and be reminded all, that Farmer was in zeal, in devotion, 
in principles and in measures, not a whit behind the very chiefest 
2 
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abolitionist No heart beat more ardently than his, in the great 
cause of human rights— or more keenly feit the insults, the 
inhumanity and the ruffian persecutions, heaped upon ito friends. 
How deep was his mortification at the brutal and ignoble treatr 
ment of the generous and gifted Thompson, and with what agoniz- 
ing solicitude did his heart throb, as the life of that innocent and 
most interesting and wonderful stranger was hunted in our streets 1 
How freely would he have yielded up his own sickness-wasted 
form, to save his firiend ! Scorners of the slave— sneer ers at the 
negro's plea — ruthless invaders (whoever you are) of the hearth 
of hospitality and the sanctities of home, we point you to the 
fresh grave of Farmer. To the grave of Kimball, too, his 
beloved brother — that young martyred heart — who still pleaded 
among you, unheeded but faithfuily, the cause of the suffering 
and the dumb, when his voice was hollow with consumption — 
whose mild eye still beamed with remembrance of those in bonds, 
when lustrous with the hectic touch of death. To the grave of 
young Bradley too, who bowed his beautiful head to the de- 
stroyer, like the '* lily of the field'' surcharged with rain, reiperar 
bering the down-trodden slave amid all the promises and allure- 
ments of youth and genius. And to other graves recent in your 
peopled church-yard, into which we should have looked with 
heart-broken disconsolation, but for thought of the resurrection. 
To these graves we point you — as you ponder on the past — ^nol 
now to be recalled^-registered for eternity. 

Advocates of the slave too, a voice from the church-yard 
speaks also to you. There is neither knowledge, nor wisdom, 
nor device there, where the departed faithful lie, and whither 
you hasten. Your brothers and sisters in bondage descend thi- 
ther in the darkness of brutal heathenism, firom lives that know 
no consolation. What thy hands find to do, do with thy might. 
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CONSTITUTIONALrrY OF SLAVERY 
(From the Herald of Fteedom of Sept. 8, 1838.] 

Thb flM^cond '* iinprovided-ibr difficulty" of the Keene Senti* 
nel, in the way of the aati-elavery movement is, that ** slaves are 
propecty." We deuy that they are prc^rty, or that they can be 
made sa We will not argue this, for it is self-evident. A mcM 
cannot be a sabjeet of hnman ownership ; neither can he be the 
owner of kumaniiy. There is a clear and eternal incompetency 
on both sides, — on the one to own man, and on the other to- bn 
owned by man. A man cannot alienate his right to liberty and 
to himself, — still less can it be taken from him. He cannot part 
with his duijf to be free — his Migotion to liberty, any more than 
his right He is under obUgaiion to God and humanity and hia 
own immortality, to retain his manhood and to exercise it He 
cannot become the property of another, any more than he can 
part with his human nature. It would be utterly repugnant to all 
the purposes of hia creation. He is bound to perform a part, 
which is totally incompatible with his being owned by any bodf 
but himself; which requires that he keep himself free. He can't 
be property, any more than he can be a horse, or a literal ass. 
We commend our brethren of the Sentinel to the eighth Psalm, 
as a divine authority touching the nature and destination of man. 
He can't be property — he can't be appropriated. His mighty 
nature cannot be coped by the grasp of ownership. Can the 
Messrs. Sentinel be e^^opriated T We put it sternly to them, in 
behalf of their, and our own, and the slave's common nature,-^ 
for we feel that it is all outraged by their terrible allegation. 
Can the editors of the Sentinel become property ? the goods and 
chattels, rights and hereditaments of an. owner t If they can't, 
no man can. If any man can, they can. Cui the Hon. Mr. 
Prentiss, with all his interesting qualities and relations, by any 
diabolical jugglery, be. converted into a slave, so as to belong to 
one of his fallen, depraved fellow-men t Can he suppose the idea T 
Is he susceptible of this transmutaticfB ? He is, if any Jbody is. 
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Can he be transferred, by virtue of a few cries and raps of a 
glib-tongued auctioneer 1 Could a pedler sell him, from his tin 
cart? Could he knock him oflT, bag and baggage, to the boldest 
bidder ? Let us try it. No disre^>ect to our esteemed senior.— 
We test his allegation, that a man is property. If one man can 
be, any man can — himself, or his statdy tolmsman, MajoF43ene 
ral Wilson, who woold most oddly become the auction jrfatform. 
If a man can be property, he can be mM, If any man can be, 
every man can — Mr. Prentiss, Gen. Wilson, Rer. Mr. Barstow — 
every man. Let us try to vendue the Sentinel. Advertise lum, 
if you please, in the Keene paper. On the day, produce him— 
bring him on — ^let his personal symmetries be examined and de- 
scanted on — ^his sacred person handled l^ the sacrilegious man* 
jockey, — let him be ordered to shift positions, and assume ttti« 
tndes, and display to the callons multitude his form and propor- 
tions — ^his paints, as the horse-jockey would say. How would all 
this comport with the high sense of personal honor, wont to be 
entertained by the Sentinel T How would he not encounter a thou- 
sand deaths rather than submit to it ? How his proud spirit, in- 
stinct with manhood, would burst and soar away from the scene ! 
Who bids ? an able-bodied, capable, fine, healthy, submissive, 
contented bot, about fifry — sound wind and limb — sdd positively 
for no fault — a field hand — come of real stock, — Aiithfiil, can 
trust him with gold untold — will nobody start him t — shall we 
have a bid? — ^vrill nobody bid for the boy? N6w we demand 
of our respected brother, whose honor is as sacred in our regard 
as in his own, what he thinks of the chattelism of a slave, — for 
we indignantly lay it down as an immovable principle that the 
Hon. John Prentiss is as legitimate a subject of property and of 
sale, as any the lowest of his race. 

We dii^)06e of the position that " slaves are property," by 
utterly and" indignantly denying the possibiltty of it We will 
rescue our brethren of the Sentinel from the imputation of this 
murderous idea, by erasing the semicolon after " property," andf 
making but one sentence of the sec<»id " difficulty," turning it 
into an opinion that " slaves are property by tibe constitution and 
the kwB;^ throwing the infrony on to the old framers of the 



CONSTITUTIONALITY OF SLAVERY. 17 



constitution, and all of us who have lived under it, with power 
to amend or nullify it It would sink the whole of ujs. Constir- 
tution and laws! Is the Sentinel of opinion th«t a eonstitutioii 
could be framed by men, or by existences in the shape of men, 
that, instead of protecting human liberty and rights, should annir 
hilate them t A c<mstitution to enslave men I What would you 
say of a British constitation, that enslaved a British subject ? 
Would you not scout the idea of it--of the Britiih possibility of 
itt and can it be done Acre, and was it done h^e by revolution- 
ary sages, who could not brook the restraints of- British liberty ? 
A constitution, that should provide for the enslavement of: a man, 
would be a legal abcMtion. The bare engrossing of it would nul- 
lify it. It would perish, by s^xMitaneous annulment and nuUifica" 
tion. It could not survive its ordination-^-nor could its infamous 
framers. We deny Hiat an enslaved man is property by the con- 
stitution, and we might deny that any man can be enslaved und^ 
our constitution, and consequently, that he could be chattelized^ 
if a slave were admitted to be property. Things may be appro- 
priated«-jierfmi5 may not They are self-evidently not suscep- 
tible of iq[ypropriation or ownership. By the constitution every 
body is spoken of as a. person — no menticm is made of human 
things. If a slave is alluded to, in that instrument, as a possible 
existence in point of fact, it is under the name of "person*" 
" Three ii(U» of all other persons" — " migration or importati<m 
of person^* — ^' no person held to service.'* These are the only 
instances in it where allusion is made to slaves^ — and it no more^ 
in those allusions,^ sanctions enslaving, than it does *' piracies 
and felonies on the high seas," which it also ^^ressly recognizes, 
88 they say of slavery. So it says " person," where it solemnly 
asserts that . ** no person can be deprived of liberty or property, 
but by due process'of law." This clause prohibits the slightest 
approaches to enslaving; or holding in slavery, which is continued 
enslaving. No person's property can be tak^i from him ; not 
his life even ; infinitely leas his libertt, without due legal pro- 
cess. It is idle to say, that the framers of .the constitution, or. 
those who adopted it and acted under it, did not mean to save the 
colored maii from slavery^ b|r this chuB& In law they are to be 
2» 
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held to mean so, because they said se. The intuit of the iramers 
is now to be gathered from what they said Id the instrmnent it* 
sdf— not their colloquies at the tkne or before or after-^but what 
they pot down in imperishable black and white. It is what they 
inscribed on the parchment for all timey that they legally intend- 
ed, and there We are to go to get at their intmii. If the wofds 
are obscure and ambignons, we may gather their intent by aid of 
concomitant circumstances, &c. But there is no ambiguity hei«. 
The clearest words and best understood and most trimly defined 
of any we haire, here set forth the essential doctrine, (without 
which a community of thieves and pirates eonld scarcely be kept 
together,) that life, liberty and property are sacred. Enslave 
man and leave him these three, and you may do it, maugre this 
clause of the constitution. However, you must leave him, by 
virtue of other clauses, a few other incidentals, such as soQ^pul* 
sory process for calling in all witnesses for him, of whatever 
color ; the inviolate right to be secure in person, house, papers 
and effects, against uareasonaUe searches and seizures ;. right 
of trial by jury in all cases over twenty dollars' value; the Iree 
exercise of religion, of speech, of the press, of peaoeaUe asseai- 
bly and of petition ; the civil rights of republican government, 
which is guarantied to> him in every state- in this Uhion ; the 
privileges and immunities of citizens in every state ; in short, 
you must allow him a siring of franchises, enumerated accidesnt^ 
ally in that part of the old compact, called the preamble, viz., 
justice, domestic tranquillity, common defence, general vrelfare, 
and, finally, the biessinga of liberty to himself and to his pc*- 
terity ; — moreover you may add, in repetition ,—^for in securing 
these breath-of-life sort of rights, people run a little into supertin- 
ity of wcM-ds — ^you may add the unsuspendible pririlege of habeas 
corpus-^ihe old writ of liberty ;— and perfect exemption from all 
attainder, or enslaving a man's childroi on his account. We 
will mention one more — that is the uninfringible right to keep 
and bear arms. AH these and many other rights and immunitiei, 
" too numerous to be m^itioned," are secured to him by adaman- 
tine provisions in the constitution; and if yon can chattelize him 
under them, so thiat Austin WooKblk oan^ trade in him, at your 
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capital, or Wade Hampton or the American Board, can buy him 
and ose him up in tbAir serrice, ot Doctor Ezra Styles Ely spec* 
ulate in hi» 90u^ and bo^y, then your doctrine, Mes^s. SentLel, 
is sound, that he iM recognized aa property by the constitution. 

We claim some exceptions, howe¥er, in case we cannot oTer- 
throw slavery in the slave states, by force of the national consti- 
tution. We cannot allow you to enslave any body in old Virginia. 
Look at her law p^uramount in our capti(m, declaring the birth* 

UOHT, INALISNABLB LIBERTY OF AhL MEN. Ll Maryland thl^ 

right is cottstitiitionally set forth a little stronger. Yoo must not 
enslave a man ifi Maryland, — and we can't allow you to lay a 
finger on hjs liberties in the. district of Columbia, because the 
constitutions of Virginia «nd Maryland ipre e^ paramount law 
there, by congressional adoption, at the acceptance of the ces- 
sions. And if he runs away from the district or a territory, or 
either of those two states, we can't allow you to arrest him and 
send him back. 

We ask oor legal friends, who think lightly of this ** fan.at^ 
icbm," to look int6 this constitutional and legal matter of slave* 
hdding. We would like e^ecially, that some of the neighbors 
of the Sentinel would give some exposition, during the coming 
convention, of the lawfulness of enslaving peq>le in this coun- 
try. We ask the Keene lawyers how this is. We waAt .'- the 
opinion of the court.'' 

For ourselves we venture the opinion, in light of what glim- 
merings of law ^intillate about our vision, that holding a man in 
slavery is a violation of the law of this land, and of every part of 
it, not excepting our gory-fingerejd «ister Arkansas,, or. our car- 
nage-dripping sister Alabama, the haunt of christian enterprise 
from New England and the worn^ut slave states in the north. 
A constitution that can avail to protect republican liberty to a 
single member of this community, inviolably secures, it to every 
man, and condemns and prohibits slavery. It cannot otherwise 
be. Slavery is a mere matter of fact — in the face of the consti.- 
tution — in, the face of each state constitution — in the face of 
every court of justice which soundly administers the law of any 
stale — in face of every thing, but a tyrant, public sentiment, and 
a dialx^cal American practice. 
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The eBslaved of the country tre as much entitled to their 
liberty as any of us, by the law as it is. They have a right to 
throw off aU riolation of it by ibrce, if they cannot otherwise. 
Nay, it is their duty to do ao, if they can, — for it is not injury 
merely, that they are submitting to— not wrongs. They are 
rendered incapable of suffering injury — incompetent to endure 
wrong. The accursed system, that preys upon them, makes 
tkinffs of them— exterminates their very natures^ TkU thty may 
Motf suhmk to. They ought to prevent it, al every expense. 
They ought to resist it, as the Christian should the devil, f<« it 
wars upon the nature of man, and devours his immdftality. If 
they could heave off the system by an instantaneous and tmi* 
versal effort, they ought to do it Individually we wish they 
eeuld do it, and that they weuld do it. We may be wrong in 
this opinion— >but we entertain it. If our white brethren at the 
South were slaves, we should wbh them instantaneous d^iv^ 
erance by insurrection, if this would bring it to them. We widi 
our colored brethren the same. We do not value the bodily lives 
of the present white generation there a straw, compared to the 
horrible thraldom, in which they hold the cdored peq>le, and w^ 
value their lives as highly as we d6 the cddred people^s. But 
insurrection can't efket it It must be done by the abolitiimists. 
They must annihilate the system by force of their principtes, and 
as fast as possible. And they must increase their speed. Men 
win have to groan and pant in absdute brutality, with their high 
iind eternal natures bound down and strangled amid the folds of 
this enslaving devil, until we throw it off. To the- work then, and 
Heaven abandon the tardy ! If you wish to save your white 
brethren and yourselves, we commend you to this work, in sharp 
earnest We tell you, once for allj there is no time to be tost! 

There is no end to the theme — ^there must be^ to this article. 
We deny the truth and existence of the Sentinel's two difficulties, 
and if, in fact, they both existed, our movement ^* provides for 
them." The people collectivdy have the power to declare slavery 
a crime in the slave states. Congress has the power to do what 
amounts to th6 same thing— by direct action. They can declare 
it criminal in the capital, and how long would it be esteemed 
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innocent elsewhere ? They can punish endaying in the district, 
and the man-traflic between the states as piracy. Ltz talionis 
would enslave the perpetrators — ^but that would be devilishf and 
obght not to be inflicted. But if hanging is lawful in any caae^ 
it is ill this. 

If the people collectively and Congress have no legal power 
over the slavery of the slave states, abolitionists have the power, 
ample and adequate, and they will ''provide for the difhculty." 

The constitution and the laws do not recognize the slaves as pro- 
perty. We call for the proof. The Sentinel avers it. Let tliem 
point us to the spot where. And could they do this, the aboli- 
tionists have the power -(consult rule of three for the time it will 
take) to change and redeem both the constitiition and the laws^ 
and transmute this prcf>erty back again to humanity. 



COLONIZATION LOVE AND "LOGIC.'' 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Sept. 8, 1638.] 
"abolition LOiUG." 

"JVb< hate of one's neighbor." We prove it to be hate, beoas3e it 
wants to 9end off. Hatred repels, and would escpeL Love attracts, 
draws, wishes to detain. Colonization proposes to rid the land of col- 
ored people. It therefore^ eannoi love them. Its love is mere pretence. 
^^Htrald of Dreedonu 

This argument, poor as it is, with hardly spaciousness enough to 
deceive a sensible boy of six veara old, is the same that was used by 
George Thompson, in our debate with him in Boston. But hov will 
this argument work ? A New HampsMre fiitlier sendi off his son to 
make bis fortune on the rich landf of the West Therefore he &0tfe# 
him. A Boston merchant ^iicb o^his son to Europe or the East Indies, 
that he may extend his schemes of enterprise, \and acquire wealth. 
Therefore he haks him. We tend off missionaries to barbarousr nations, 
that they may extend the blessings of Christianity, and receive in a 
future world the rewards of those that turn many to righteousness. 
Therefore we Acrfe these missionaries. The consent of those who depart 
seems to make no diiferenca in the view of this sage editor. *< We 
prove it to be hate because it wants to tand offT 

It is a little ludicrous that the editor of the Herald should actually kill 
his own argument, even before he reaches the bottom of his column. 
<^ltiraiiPfchurtai^Tetosendhim to Aftica. It w.oii% t» send bin any 
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where out of the iniemid regions. We had rather he might get to 
Canada,— bat if he can't ^o there — or to the West Indies — or to EDg- 
land — or France— or Spain, or Turkey, or Algiers — or any oUier com- 
parativelj free country^ under heaven — why, rauer than remain in Am«i^ 
ica, among our Colonizationists, let him go to Liberia— or to tlie botUHB 
of the sea — or to the sharks. No monster of the deep would deyoor 
him with the cruel tooth of our republicanism.'* 

He also proposes, in another article, to coloniEe slaves in Canada. 
Seriously, we think there are strong indicattona of insanity in the Her> 
aid. 

The above is from the Rev. R. R. Garley, Secretary and 
chief engineer of the American Colonization Society — that gnuid 
*' American system" of machinery for clearing this country of 
free colored people, by a sort of suction-pump force, called " eotk* 
sent." They say, however, the ''nigoers" come hard; and 
though the pump draws upon them, like doctor's instruments 
upon a tooth, yet they stick to the soil like a lamprey eel to the 
rocks ; and though the Secretary " hangs on like a dog to a root," 
they " hang back, like a dc^ going to the gallows." Resist 
sternly, colored friends ! " Abide in the ship." The land shall 
soon be indeed your country and your home. Lay your bones 
in it. Your tyrants and persecutors will go and evangelize A^ 
lica, themselves, when they really wish her evangelized. 

The wily Secretary has ventured upon a little article of ours, 
with true Tracy philology and word-hunting. " Send off." The 
magnificent " statesman" here finds a field for the scope of his 
continental philanthropy. The argument, he says, is the same 
that was used by George Thompson. All the bettcfr for that 
George Thompson is an authority. He is a mm of instinctive 
and intuitive judgment on this question. But it is a poor argii- 
ment, says the Secretary, " with hardly speciousness enough to 
deceive a sensible school hoy of six years old." Any argument 
is always poor in the eyes of the Secretary, that is clear of j^w. 
xsiousness and false show, and that can't deceive sensible school 
boys. We don't intend to use specious arguments,—" showy, 
plausible, superficially not solidly right," as Walker defines them! 
The Secretary had better not use any more of them. " Fair 
play is a jewel" 

" How wiU thM argumenf work !" Try it and see, Seccetaty. 
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You don't try it. You put difierent cases. You epeak of farm- 
ers sending away sons fear their benefit and fortunes. We speak 
of sending off — ^a sending off to get rid of. Farmers don't send 
of their sons, unless fhey get angry, and forget their nature, and 
disinherit them. Then they send them off. This sondimg to 
the West is not true in fact The sons want to go fiom New 
Hampshire rocks to the prairied West They have heard stmries 
about it almost as extravagant and false as the Secretary telis 
about the death-kaunted capes of Liberia, where bones lie blcieb- 
ing as they do in the valley of the febled Upas. The father wants 
them to stay with him, if he has got land for them, and if he 
han't, he would go with them, Th&t is the way the father semds 
off his sons. Does the Secretary send off the dear eoiaredpeopU 
so t Would he accompany them ? Let him go and edit at Cape 
Palmas, and sing his ditty of the ** African steeples" about among 
king Joe Harris* people. They would admire his tall presence 
and his fine head, as the Ck>ssacks did Muri^||p|jiis black char*- 
ger. No. The Secretary loves — " society ,"^flHr has got more 
*^ firame-work" in it The dragon take Liberia, for all his going 
there ! It is a grand country for '' firee niggers ;" but the Secre- 
tary belongs to another race, 

" The Boston merchant sends off his son," &c. Whoever 
heard of such a sending off? Would the weeping father, as the 
vessel, with his dear boy on board, was clearing the harbor and 
standing out into the wide sea, tell the disconsolate mother nsA 
the brothers and sisters — all in tears — " I've sent off Charles 1" 
Sent him ^ff! for diame. Secretary ! If you had instanced i^ 
Boston merchant, who had a poor, miserable, profligate, drunken, 
prodigal son, that had exhausted his paternal nature, and forged 
his name to checks — ^whom he did not wish to see hanged at 
home, for the disgrace it would bring on the family, and he had 
shipped him aboard a man-ofwar for the Mediterranean— or a 
whaler for a three years' chance among the storms of the cape, 
and the grampuses of the arctic circle, peradventure to come 
back, and peradvtriure not^ then you might talk of a ikther's 
sending his son off. But that comes too near colonizing, for the 
Sedretaty's parpoae,* «<mly he wants to ship the innocent— the 



34 COLONIZATION LOV£ AND »« LOGIC* 

bluneless—- the unofieBding— guilty of nothing but want of tke 
roseate hu3 of the beauteous, Absalom^ooking Secrctarj. 

'' We send off missicniaries/' &c. Only to Liberia, Secretary. 
We send out to every other quarter. Note this peculiarity, 
reader, in our American efforts to evangelize the world. We 
send otU white, educated, coUege-leamed, beneficiary, Andover- 
finished theologians to those people we have never enidaved ; and 
io our old human hunting-ground we send off " abated nuismt- 
€es^*' called ** free niggers," — sent off '' with tluir own eonstnt,^ 
(" He 'ticed him out of the field," says the witness ; '* 'ticed him 
clear out." How did he 'ticehim? said the court " O, lie 
'ticed him with a pitchfork .'") We had the curiosity to look, in 
this very number of the Secretary's '* Statesman," to see what he 
called the sending of missionaries. He has a deal to say about 
love to the heathen. We lit upon '* Missions to Liberia," the 
first thing almost. It is not the Secretary's own, but his faithful 
Achates, R. M^^^velFs. He gives us the very technical phrase 
for missionar^mmng ; but there is no off to it. '* The first 
mission, established in Liberia," says McD., '* was the Swiss 
mission, &c., sent out by Rev. Dr. Bleinhardt," &c. 

Don't talk of sending off sons and missionaries, any more, Mr. 
Secretary. It is too '' ^[>eciou8." 

The Secretary says, we '' ludicrously kill our argument before 
•We get down our column." What is our argument? That 
sending off our free colored people, to rid the country of them^ 
is proof of hatred towards them. How do we kill it 1 Why, by 
saying it won't hurt a slave to send him auiay. Commend us .t^ 
such killing. '' What is sauce for the goose, may be for the*' 
—-Secretary; but it don't follow, that what is hod for the 
freeman, would be bad for the slave. Would it be good for the 
freeman of America to be sent to Algiers 7 We say it would 
not hurt the slave to be sent there. He would rejoice to get 
there, and we should rejoice to have him, if we can't free him 
here, — even to Liberia — ^rather than stay within influence of such 
teachers of humanity as McDuffie and Gurley. 

The Secretary's mention of our prc^osal to colonize the dures 
in Canada, as a serious proposal^ is bo roguishly " specious," that 
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we can't answer it. — ^The charge of " insanity," abolitionists are 
used to. The Secretary will be glad to be so, by and by, when 
we get slavery down in this country. The cry from the West 
Indies mak^s him look wild. He will exclaim, by another year 
or two, when Congress, with M John Quincy Adams at th^r 
head, and Alvan Stewart and Wendell Phillips and Vermont 
Knapp to back him up, declare slavery down in the capital and 
the* district*-he will then cry out, as Athaliah did, wlien she 
'** heard the noise of the guard, the dapping of hands, and the 
God save king Joash." He wili be stark craxy then, — ^if he does 
not repent-^which we hope he may. 



ECUPSE OP THE SUN. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Sept. 22, 1838.] 

We had a fine opportunity, on our way firom Plymouth to Con- 
cord, to witness this grand conjunction of the mighty orbs of the 
sky — ^this conflict of the ** greater and lesser lights" — the lesser 
obscuring the greater, as is sometimes the case among sublunary 
bodies, by force of position. The glorious sun was indeed " sick 
almost to doomsday," — and it was pitiful to see his regal distress^ 
and with what dignity and decency he drew around him his robe 
of clouds, to hide his disaster and shame from the smoked-glass 
gaze of mortals. The atmosphere and the landscape sombered at 
his obscuration, and he looked, as the foul intrusion overshadowed 
his disk, like a noble nature seized upon, darkened, marred and 
smothered to blackness and darkness, by the Genius of slavery. 
The envious eclipse passes off, and the released luminary shines 
on gloriously again in mid heaven. Slavery is perpetual eclipse- 
sickness to ** doomsday"-— eternal obscuration. May God in his 
mercy rectify the erring orbs of life, to prevent and remove such 
fatal moral conjunctions. 

All animate creation seemed to apprehend and notice instino^ 
tively the malady of the heavens. The few birds' that remain 
extant at this unmusical season, gave tdcen of their apprehenalQik 
3 
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of night-fall by betaking themselves to the topmost boughs of the 
Irees — to get as late a good-uight as .they could, from the b)esseJ 
luminary whose good morrow they hail with such choral glad- 
ness, in that joyous season when ** the time of the singing of 
birds is come." The cricket and the grasshopper, in the fields 
by the road side, set up, as night came down, their twilight hum, 
and blew their ** drowsy bugle.'' A drove of cattle, through 
which we passed, on the way to Brighton*— like a ccffle from the 
city of Washington to Alabama — halted, as the drover told us, 
•0 if the hour for putting up for night had come. And our own 
good steed, refreshed by the coolness of the temperature, and 
warned by the deepening shadows, set up his evening trot, in 
full remembrance, as well as his master, of Concord hospitality — 
for he has a ** memory like a horse" — and had every visible and 
ostensible reason to believe, that stable-time and release from the 
harness were at hand. Would that the poor human cattle of 
the republic could realize such a season ! But ndither night nor 
eclipse brings respite to them. They are slaves. 

At the height of the obscuration, the sky wore the appearance 
of real sunset — a sunset far up from the horizon, with blue skj 
below, between it and the hiJls. The passing off of the eclipse 
was invis;} le, by reason of the thick, hard, night-looking clouds, 
and the sun did not reappear to give assurance of his recovery. 
May it not be emblematic cf the extinction of slavery in this 
country amid the gloomy shado wings and night of insurrection, 
which our friend, the Observer, deprecates with such deep shud- 
dering — while the profpect cf eternal slavery he can Icok on 
with most so -( ne compc sure. 

The " specious" twilight of the eclipse gradually put on even- 
ing's bona Jide enshroudings, and settled into but we forget 

that our eclipse was seen by all our readers, and will leave them, 
with the wish, that the sun may rise upon them again on the 
morrow, all unmarred and unscathed by his conflict with the 
** dirty planet," and light them all on the way to a day cf anti- 
slavery gratitude and duty. 
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BALLOON ASCENSION. 

(From tbe II«r«M of Freodom of Sept. S9, 1838.] 

One of these presumptuous "quittings of cHie's sphere," to 
" rush into the skies,'* was attempted in our litti^ capital city, on 
Friday, the 2 1st ihst,, and with very handsome success. Popular 
curiosity poured in to Witness it, under umbrellas and cloaks, from 
all the surrounding country,— We wish they would take half the 
pains to free their country from slavery, that they will to see a 
^eat soap-bubble go up into the air, with a gaseous man sub- 
joined to it It was a novel sight, to be sure, and if it is to be 
Jane, perhaps it may as well be seen; though going to see it, is all 
the occasion of the poor skyman's venturing up. He can have no 
other. — ^This aerostation can never, probably, come to any thing 
useful. We cun't navigate, for the purposes of commerce, travel, 
or discovery, " the brave o'er-hanging firmament," or explore, in 
this gas-distended craft, the great wb of day, the waning moon, 
or those islands of light, that sprinkle at night the boundless 
Pacific ** hung on high." — No rudder can be invented, that shall 
steer the light airship through the billowy clouds. The compass 
will not traverse, to point to the cdesttal pde, and no anchor 
can fix its crooked fluke in the bottom of the aeronaut's ocean. 

The utmost result of a voyage is the escape of the voyager 
with a whole neck. Science can derive no aceessions from it 
It cannot promise even the north-west passage to China, to explore 
which, Endish audacity has braved the horrors of the polar hal^ 
year's night — the formidable ice-islands — and all the terrors of 
the arctic winter — a passage which comnierce of course could 
not use, if they eouM find one, without a Parry or a Ross in 
every merchantman. 

Mr. Lauriat went up at Concord. His balloon, made of oiled 
silk, containing, as was said, seven hundred yards, and covered 
with a fine netting, was about two hours inflating-. The gas was 
made in hogsheads, passed from them through tin tubes, going 
out of the tight headings, as the' casks stood on end — and leading 
into reservjoirs cf lime water, wluch purified the gas as it passed 
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through it,^-out of which it was conducted, in large cloth ducts, 
into one which entered the throat of the balloon. The balloon, 
when filled, was about sixty feet high and thirty through. As it 
filled and struggled to rise, like an orergfown el^hant, it was 
held down by the cords attached to the netting, by a circle of 
sqpectators and others standing round it The car was brooghl 
and suspended directly under the centre, by these cords. It wai 
of basket work, about a foot high^ and from ibur to five feet 
over ; a net work connected a hoop with it about eighteen inches 
above, to keep the navigator from falling overboard. About 5 
o'clock, in the midst of a rap, he got on board his frail vessel, 
and they let him up, by a cord about twenty feet, when he made a 
short valedictory, cut his cable with his pocket knife, with rather 
an agitated hand, as we thought, and went up. 

The ascent was very graceful and gentle, and reminded us of 
the ascent of thistle-down. The multitude dismissed him with a 
gcx)d-natured hurrah — and he was soon so high that he looked 
more like a puppet than a man. He waved a little flag, which, if 
it was the starred and striped one we sometimes see flapping at 
liberty poles down here, could be more appropriately unfurled 
after he had passed beyond the clouds, than this 8i4e of thenu 
When his vehicle was reduced to about the size of a hand, h^ 
went in behind a eloud-curtain, and disappeared. He went to 
Canterbury, about a dozen miles distant, and lighted down among 
the broad-brimmed hats of our friends the Shakers, about twenty 
minutes after he started, took a drop, as we are told, of their 
imperial cider, to keep the clouds from striking to his stomachy 
remounted and rode on, upon the twilight air, to Nortbfield, and 
landed near> where Samuel Tilton, Esq. once arrested Georgei 
Storrs for prayer. He was dripping wet, having rode in the rain 
and among the very springs of foul weather, most of his way^^ 
though a portion of his journey was, we understand, above tbera 
in clear sky. When he was above the clouds, he said it seemed, 
to him he was statiottary, thoogb he knew he must be moving^ 
he knew not whither, with great velocity. He could xyoi see the 
earth. His greatest elevation was deven thousand feet 

On^ of the greateet balkwA iiMits we bfUeve ever perfi^noedi 
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wag by a Mr. Blanchard and another adventurer, who sailed from 
Dover clifia in England, crossed the entire British channd, and 
landed safely in France. It would have been much safer, how- 
ever, and quite as rati(mal, to take the Calais packet The chief 
end and result of ballooning seem to be, as in the case of the 
intr^id Samuel Patch, (who ascended the other way,) to show 
that '* some things can be done as well as others." 



G£0&6E THOMPSON. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Sept 29; 1898.] 

Our readers may remember that his excellency Governor HUI, 
the Reverend Wilbur Fisk, D. D., President pf Wesleyan Uni- 
versity, the Honorable Charles G. Atherton, one of our free and 
enlightened delegation in Congress, and sundry other dignitaries 
in church and state, as well as the Honorable their Graces the 
Concord mob — while Mr.. Thompson was in this country, and 
soon after our brutality drove him from these guilty shores,-=^took 
great liberties with his name, and attempted liberties with his 
person. We call the attention of these distinguished function- 
aries to some of their sayings and doings, and will then subjoin 
some few of the testimonials recently come to us from England, 
or which will be new to them, we presume, as they would not be 
likdy to encounter them in the course of their more lofty readings. 

'* This fugitive from justice," said his excellency Isaac Hill — 
this " bankrupt in. character and in purse," said his highness the 
Reverend Doctor Fisk, a gratuitous vindicator of slavery — " a 
miscreant who had fled from the indignation of an outraged 
people," declaimed the pert Mister Atherton: — amen to the whole 
of it, repeated their Graces the moK 

Hear Thomas Fowell BiuOon, the Wilberforce of the British 
parliament— one of the ornaments of philanthropy for all Chris- 
tendom. ' It was at a great anti-slavery meeting in the city of 
Norwich, in the neighborhood of where ihrn fugitive from justice 
had been brought up.. He had just spoken on Uie platform wheie 
3* 
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Baxton and other great men of England sat. " I oome here," 
says Thomas Powell Buxton, " to declare my assent to the great 
doctrine of immediate alx^ition of the apprenticeship, as well as 
to hear a speech from George Thompson, with whose sentiments 
I fully concur, and with whom I hope to lahor through years to 
come, shoulder to shoalder, for the abolition of dafery and the 
slave trade throughout the world.." " Ftigitive from justice" m- 
deed — " bankrupt in character," with a witness ! 

Hear Ralph Wardlaw, of Glasgow, one of the ablest, pro- 
fbundest divines and writers in Europe. After Mr. Thompson's 
victory in Scotland over Ret. Robert J. Breckenridge of Balti- 
more, who honored the challenge of this ** fugitive from justice" 
in the very land from which he fled, — fought with him in presence 
of 1200 of the very flower of the city of Glasgow, and fell before 
him there — at a public meeting held in Dr. Heugh's chapel in 
commemoration of this victory, Dr. Wardlaw said of Mr. Thomp- 
son, " With the ability, the zeal, the eloquence, the energy, the 
Fteadfastness of principle, the exhaustless and indefatigable per- 
severance of OUR CHAMPION, wc Were more than satisfied." — 
"We sent him to America," said Dr. Wardlaw. "He itreot 
with the best wishes of the benevolent, and the fervent prayers 
of the pious. He remained in the faithful, laborious and perilous 
execution of the commission entrusted to him, as long as it coald 
be done without the actual sacrifice of life. He returned. We 
hailed his arrival," dtc. " Fugitive from justice," says the New 
Hampshire governor. "We sent him," says Dr. Wardlaw. 
" Bankrupt in character," says the Rev. Dr. Fisk. ** He return- 
ed," says Dr. Wardlaw, " and we hailed his arrival." 

And now hear Henry Brougham, in the House of Lords. We 
put him against the American Brougham, who called George 
Thompson " miscreant !" against the Honorable Charles O. Ath- 
rrton, of America. In the House of Lords, July 16th ultimo, in 
reply to Lord Glenelg, who claimed for the British government 
the credit of abolishing slavery in the West India islands — ^Lord 
Brougham said that " he maintained that, but fiw the hiterference 
of this country by the friends of emancipation and of liberty, 
there ^uld not to-day have been received such a de^atch as 
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had arriTed from the governor g( Jamaica." " He would say, 
' Honor to those to whom honor was dae.' He would name such 
men as Joseph Sturge, John Scoble, William Alien, and ether 
noble-minded and devoted philanthropists— and above all he 
would naibe one— one of the most doquent men he had ever 
heard either in or out of parliament — ^he meant the gallant and 
^igUy-gift^ Gteorge Thompson, who had not alone exerted him* 
self in the cause of humanity in this country, but had risked his 
life in America, in the promulgation of those doctrines, which he 
knew to be founded in truth.*' 

Has our dainty-fingered little statesman ever heard of Henry 
brougham, of England — that intellectual Titan— that combine* 
tion of all that is glorious in the history of British genius and 
learning and eloquence and patriotism ; the pride of Westminster 
hall, the peerless among her peerage, the very star of England, 
the man whose impress, of ail others, this age and coming ages 
will bear wherever the English language shall be spoken^ the 
man whose roentd influence is felt from the palace to the hovel, 
from the queen to the chimneyniweeper-— has the Honorable Mr. 
Atherton heard of him, and does he call " miscreant" the man 
who receives such eulogium from his lips, in the face of Eurc^ ? 
Fugitive fr<»n justice ! Is the companion of Brougham and 
CConneU and Buxton and Sturge and Scoble and AJlen and 
Wardlaw, a ** felon'' and a ** bankrupt in reputation" in England 
— a miscreant? What say you, Messrs. Hill, Fisk, Atherton, 
and "" i ■■ mob, will you repeat your words in face of such testi- 
monials as these ? 



LIMITATIONS OF HUMAN RESPONSIBIUTIEa— 

DR. WAYLAND. 

(From the Henld of Freedom of Oct 6, 1838.] 

Wb were unpleasantly surprised, on receiving our last number 
of the ** Comprehensive Commentarjr" and the ** Supplement," 
from dur good anti-slavery friend BbuteUe, to find the unfeeling 
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author of the *^ limitations" posted iip, in the frontispiece, by Dr, 
Jeaks, at his own right hand, and directly over the head of aid 
President J>wight. Perhtqps this is a sort of peace-offering to 
the slavehcdder — a bit of policy to give the ** Commentary" a 
enrrency among our *^ southern brethren." The Doctor's image 
would give the Commentary a cordial passport to the heart of 
erei^ slaveholder. He would e]q>ect to find the Bible itself 
chock fill! of limitatiotts of human obligations and warrant lor 
slaveboldin^. 

We should not dare send a lad to ^ Doctor's c<^lef e, lor leiur 
he would teach him this science of ** limitations ;" a science as 
fatal to human welfare as the atmoq>here of Upas is to healthfiil 
respiration. What a kindly blow has the Rev. Doctor here struck 
at religion and humanity, by this work, with a most significant 
and appropriate title — *^ Limitationsof Responsibilities !" Abridg- 
ment of human obligations ! Curtailment of moral oUigatioas ! 
Irresponsibilities to God and man! What a title and a work^ to 
surprise and delight the devil withal ! Give me, quoth the devil, 
these abri<%ers of human liability. O no, sweet mortals, *' ye 
shall not surdy die." Hath God indeed said so amd $9 ? It m«y 
be — but then the meaning hath excellent ** limitaticms." Com- 
mend me, quoth the arcb-gamfoler lor the exposed soul, to theae 
highly taught rabbies — brought up at foot of Gamaliel, who wiH 
ratiocinate the apprehensive mind clear of the tramm^ of re- 
sponsibility. 

It has been a desideratum with human depravity, from the first 
transgression down, to discover that this fatal responsibility had 
limits — some resting place, short of these crucifying require- 
ments. Orthodoxy itself hath at last discovered it, and the for* 
tunate finder is Doctor Francis Wayland. 

** Granting slavery to be in violation of the law. of God," says 
the daring Doctor, '* it still remains to be decided, what is our 
duty respecting iL" In this horrible doctrine we cannot agree, 
but say rather, that granting davcry, or any thing else, to be in vio- 
lation of that law, it is decided, and always has been, that our duty 
is forthwith to labor to our. utmost for its immediate suppressioB. 

The Doctor's essay is to <^ kill the ab-litionisis dead." Cdbnel 
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Mordecai Noah, of the tribe of Issachar, says exultingly, that it 
is doing it. A band of selMe?oted men and women have formed 
themselves together, to deliver, by the power of simple trath, 
their poor, soul-withered brethren from a condition that would 
awaken irrepressible pity in any thing but an under mill-ftone. 
They are succeeding. They have insund success; and this 
northern I>6ttor has volunteered, ais a sort of Swiss guard, to 
protect the slaveholder against them in his '' paramount fights,'' 
and to " kin*' these imoSending and faithful ones ** dead." He 
has woven a wetf of sophistry, which it would waste time, and no 
doubt puzzle onr uhmetaphysical brains to mravel,. in the cun- 
ning order in which it is put together. We shall not worry oui^ 
selves to thread its labjrrinths, or unglue its spider fiistenings. 
In plain housewife style, we take the broomstick of ** self-evi- 
dent truth," and just -pcke down this cobweb-— dead flies and all, 
warp and filling, — with the sly old wearer himself, where he sits 
in his central woof, ** cunning and fierce, mixture abhorred." 
For see.' — Slaveholding is a self^vident crime. We'(Doctor and 
all) are palpably at the bottom of it. It is engendered and fed 
on our own vicious public pentiment We are bound forthwith 
to correct this sentiment, and thereby abolish slavery. There 19 
no *^ limitation" about it, and no " two wofs about it" in the 
expressive parlance. This is better made out, in the statement^ 
than by any help of words with whieh we are acquaint^, — and 
we here dispose of the whole Doct<». 

*'No eat has two taHs," quoth the Doctor. Agreed, ^ys 
Major Noah, and bis gentile brother, the New Hampshire Patriot, 
** But every cat has one tail more than no cat," adds the Doctcff^ 
** Han't she f* eries Major Noah. " I want to know if she han't," 
echoes the New Hampshire Patriot "Thetefoire," concludes 
the Doctor, (and anti-slavery is extinguished)—" therefore every 
cat has three tails." '* Three tails 1" exults the epauletted Is- 
raelite ; '* three tails, by our gddrlaced gabardine, every eat ia a 
thre6-tailed bashaw," and it is *^ perfectly conclusive to the mind^' 
of the New Hampshire Patfiot Now we bold up any bona fide 
pussy in the land by the tail, and all eyes may see thai djie h^ 
but one. The Doctor cannot argue it mUy three. 
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JAUNT TO VERMONT. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Oct 90, 1838.] 

Wb have recently journeyed through a portion of this /rec 
•tate, and it is not all imagination in as, that sees, in its bold 
scenery, — its uninfected^ inland position, its mountainous, bat 
fertile and verdant surface, the secret of the noble and anti- 
slavery predisposition of its people. They are located for free- 
dom. Liberty's home is on their Green Mountains. Their farm- 
er-republic no where touches the ocean — ** the highway of the" 
world's crimes, as wdl as its " nations." It has no seaport for 
the importation of slavery, or the exportation of its own highland 
republicanism. Vermcmt is accordingly the earliest anti-slaverj 
state, and should slavery ever prevail over this nation to its utter 
subjugation, the last, lingering footsteps of retiring liberty will 
be seenr-^-not, as Daniel Webster said, in the proud dd common* 
wealth of Massachusetts, about Bunker hill and Faneuil hall, 
(places long since deserted of freedom) — but wailing, like Jeptk- 
tha's daughter, among the ** hollows," and along the sides of the 
Green Mountains. 

Vermont shows gloriously at this autumn season. Frost has 
gently laid hands on her exuberant vegetation, tinging her rock- 
maple woods, without abating the deep verdure of her herbage. 
Every where along her peopled hollows and her bold hill-dopes 
and summits is alive with green, while her endless hard-wood 
forests are uniformed with all the hues of early fall — richer than 
the regimentals of the kings that glittered in the train of Ni^^ 
leon en the confines of Poland, when he lingered there on the 
last outposts of summer, before plunging into the snow-drifb of 
the North — ^more gorgeous than the " array" of Saladin's life- 
guard in the wars of the Crusaders~-or of '' Solomon in all 
his glory"** decked in all colors and hues, but still the hues of 
life. Vegetation touched, bnt not dead, or if killed, not bereft 
yet of ** signs of life." " Decay's effiicing fingers" had not yet 
'' swept the * hills,' where beauty lingers." All looked fresh as 
growing foliage. Vermont frosts don't seem to be '' killing frosts.' 
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They only change aspects of beauty. The mountain pastures, 
verdant to the peaks, and over the peaks of the high, steep hills, 
were covered with the amplest feed, and clothed with countless 
sheep ; — ^the hay-fields heavy with second crop, in some partly cut 
and abandoned, as if in very weariness and satiety, blooming with 
honey-suckle, contrasting strangely with the colors on the woods-— 
the fat cattle and the long-tailed colts and close-built Morgans wal- 
lowing in it, ix^ to the eyes, or the cattle down to rest, with fujU 
bellies, by ten in the morning. Fine but narrow roads wound along 
among the. hills*— free, almost entirely, of stone, and so smooth as 
to be safe for the most ri^id driving — ^made of their rich, dark, poiw- 
der-looking soil. Beautiful villages or scattered settlements b^eak- 
ing upon the delighted view, on the meandering way, making the 
ride a continued scene of excitement and animation. The ^ 
fresh, free and wholesome, — ^no steaming of the fever and ague of 
the West, or the rank slaveholding of the South, — the road almost 
dead level for miles and miles among mountains that Jay over the 
land like the great swells of the sea, and looking, in the pros- 
pect, as though there could be no passage. On the whole, we 
never, in our limited travel, experienced any thing like it, and 
we commend any one, given to despondency or dumps, to a ride, 
in beginning of October, chaise-top back, fleet horses tandem, 
fresh from the generous fodder and thorough-gcing groomage 
of SteePs tavern, a forenoon ride, from White-river Sharon, 
through Tunbridge, to Chelsea Hollow. There's nothing on 
Salem turnpike like the road, and nothing, any where, a match 
for "the lay of the land" and the ever-varying, animating land- 
scape. 

We can't praise Vermonters for their fences or their barns, 
and it seems to us their out-houses and door-yards hardly corre- 
spond with the well-built dwellings. But they have no stones for 
wall — no red oak or granite for posts, or pine growth for rails 
and boards in their hard-wood forests, and we queried, as we 
observed their " insufficient fences" and lack of pounds, whether 
juch barriers as our side of the Connecticut we have to rear 
about an occasional patch of feed, could be necessary in a coun- 
try where no " creatOres" appeared toxun in the road, and where 
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there was not choice enough in field and pasture, to make it an 
object for any body to be breachy, or to stray — and where every 
Tioof seemed to have its hands full at home. Poor fences there 
itemed to answer all purposes of good ones among us, where 
every blade of grass has to be watched and guarded firom the 
furtive voracity of hungry New Hampshire stock. 

The farmers looked easy and care-free. We saw none that 
seemed back-broken vrith hard work, or brow«^vrinkled with fear 
iSi earning to want. How do your crops come in, sir! "O, 
middlin'." — How much wheat ? *' Well, about three hondr^. 
Wheat han't filled well." — How much hay do you cut ? " W^, 
sir, from eighty to one hundred ton." Com ? ** Over four hun- 
dred ; com is good." How many potatoes t " Well, I don't 
know ; we've dug from eight hundred to one thousand." How 
many cattle do you keep? "Only thirty odd head this yew; 
cattle are scarce." Sheep ? " Three hundred and odd." Horse 
kindt " Five," and so on. And yet the Vermont fanners aie 
leaving for the West. 

The only thing we saw, that looked anti-republican, was thw 
magnificent State House, which gleams among their hills more 
like some ancient Greek temple, than the agency house of a self* 
governed democracy. It is a very imposing object. Of the 
severest and most compact prr{K)rticns, its form and material (the 
solid granite) comporting capitally with the surrounding scenery. 
About one hundred and fifty feet long, and some eighty or Hoe 
hundred wide, we should judge, an oblong square, with it centrid 
projection in front, the roof of it supported on a magnificent row 
of granite pillars — the top a dome without spire. It looks as if 
it had been translated from old Thebes or Athens, and planted 
down among Ethan Allen's Green Mountains. It stands on a 
ledge of rock ; close behind it a hill, somewhat rocky and tug- 
ged foi^ Vermont ; and before it, descends an exceedingly fiiie 
and extensive yard, fenced with granite and iron in good keeping 
with the building, the ground covered with the richest verdure, 
broken into wide vralks, and planted with young trees. It is a 
very costly structure ; but Vermont can afford it, though we hoH 
to cheap and very plain S^nte houses, inasmuch as the seiit '^ 
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government with us is, or should be, at the people's homes. We 
want to see the dwelling-houses of the ** owners of the soil," the 
palaces of the country. There the sovereignty of the country 
should hold its court, and there its wealth should be expended. 
Let despots and slaveholders build their pompous public piles 
and their pyramids of Egypt. 

The apartments and furniture of the State House within are 
very rich, and, we should judge, highly commodious. The 
Representatives* Hall a semicircular, with cushioned seats, a 
luxury hardly suited to the humor of the stout old Aliens and 
Warners of early times, and comporting but slightly with the 
hardy habits of the Green Mountain boys, who now come there, 
and in brief session pass anti-slavery resolutions, to the dismay 
of the haughty South, and the shame of the neighboring dough- 
faced North. 

Their legislature was about to sit — and an anti-slavery friend, 
one of their state officers, informed us that Alvan Stewart was 
expected there, to attend their anti-slavery anniversary. We 
should have rejoiced to stay and hear him handle southern slavery 
in that Vermont State House. — We trust yet to hear George 
Thompson there. It shall be our voice, when he comes again, 
that he go directly into Vermont ; that he land there from Can- 
ada. Let him leave England in some man-of-war, that hoists the 
" meteor flag," and mounts guns only in chase of the slave ship,, 
and enter the continent by way of the gulf of St. Lawrence. 
Let him tarry some months among the farmers of Vermont, and 
tell them the whole mysteries of slavery, and infuse into their 
yeoman-hearts his own burning abhorrence of it, till they shall 
loathe slaveholding as they loathe the most dastardly thievmg, 
and with one stern voice, from tlie Connecticut to Champlain, 
demand its annihilation. We would have him go into the upland 
farminor towns — not to the shores of the lake, where the steam- 
boat touches, to land the plague of pro-slavery — nor to the capi- 
tal, where " property and standing" might turn up the nose at 
the negro's equal humanity, or the vassals of " the northern nian 
with southern principles" veto the anti-slavery meeting with a 
drunken mob — but to Randolph Hill, to Danville Green, the 
4 
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swells of Peacham, and the plains of St. Johnsbury, to Strafford 
Hollow and the vales of Tunbridge and Sharon — William Slade's 
Middlebury, and up among James Bell's Caledonia hills. Let 
the South learn that George Thompson was stirring the Vkb^ 
MONTERs UP AMONG THE Grcen MOUNTAINS. See if Alabama 
would send a requisition for him to anti-slavert Governor Jen- 
nison, or anti-slavery Lieut. Gov. Camp. And what response, 
think ye, she would get back ? — a Gilchrist report— or the thun- 
dering judgment rather cf stout old Justice Harrington to the 
shivering slave-chaser — *' Snow me your bill of bale of this 
MAN FROM THE Almigiity !'' A decisioH," said a judge of the 
present truly upright and learned bench of that state, *' no less hon- 
orable to Judge Harrington's head than his hiart, and good law.'' 

Liet George Thompscm land in Vermont, and stay there, till 
other states shall learn the courage to guaranty him his rights 
within their own borders, if they have not learned it already ibr 
shame. He can do anti-slavery's work, and all of it, in Ver- 
mont. He need go no farther south. They can hear him dis- 
tinctly, everi/ word he says, from Randolph Green clear down to 
Texas. John C. Calhoun would catch every blast of his bugle ; 
and assassin Preston startle at its note, in the rotunda at Charles- 
ton. And by and by, when every Vermont farmer shall have 
heard his voice, and shaken his hand and welcomed him to his 
hearth-stone, let him come down into Montpelier and shake that 
granite State House ; and mayhap to fair Burlington, to that Uni- 
versity — where the colored student can now enjoy, unrestricted, 
all the equal privileges of ^^ field recitation ;" where he may 
come, under cloud of night, to gaze at the stars on tlie very same 
common with the young New-Yorker, and the son of the rich 
merchant of this fair city of the lake, or accompany them, in 
broad day, on an excursion of trigonometry, in the open fields. 
The doors of that college chapel would open wide to George 
Thompson, after the Green Mountain boys had once heard him 
speak. 

But we are lingering too long for our readers or ourselves, 
in this noble state. We hasten back to our own native, sturdy 
quarry of rocks and party politics. 
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[From the Herald of Freedom of Oct 20, 1838 ] 

We wonder if this Jearned divine has ever undertaken to con- 
vince men that their " responsibilities were limited " in regard 
to the removal of any other nuisance than slavery. We have 
not seen any portion of his " limitations," except that relating to 
slavery. Whether he has treated on them as to any other sin, 
we do not know. But what possessed him to think men needed 
reminding of the limitations of their obligations? Are they 
prone to works of supererogation t Are they apt to be rampant 
in the exercise of that " charity," which " seeketh not her own," 
to transcend the bounds of their duty ? Is it necessary, in order 
to a proper husbanding of their sympathies, that they be warned 
and admonished against their too prodigal lavishment upon their 
fellow-men ? Is it to be predicated of fallen, depraved men, that 
they will be likely to overrun their obligations? Need they be 
guarded against an extravagance like this? Need ministers of 
the gospel tax their ingenuity in a behalf like this ? Generally 
this class of men have been engaged, on what they call in court 
" the other side ;" in enforcing human obligations, and in setting 
forth and urging on men's consciences their terrible responsibili- 
ties — ^to remove from their minds and hearts erroneous notions 
of their Kmitations. and of their own freedom from obligation. 

We take it nothing can be clearer and more reasonable than 
the universal obligation to do to others as we would that they 
should do to us — and to do likewise for others. If we were 
slaves, does any doctor doubt we should desire our neighbors, if 
wc had any, to try to rescue us? If our house was a-fire, should 
not we want our neighbors to help put the fire out ? If we were 
in the water, going to the bottom, could we bear it that neighbors 
skould go indiflferently by, and let us sink — that they should 
merely pity us — in the abstract? The slavery case is exceed- 
ingly plain. Slavery is the creature of tolerance — of public 
sufferance. Southern slavery exists in northern sufferance. The 
N^nh is the seat of American sufferance. It is the theatre of 
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moral influence for this nation. There' is no such influence in 
the South — that is, no reforming influence except by negative 
operation. What is the moral influence of New Orleans en the 
nation 1 What of Charleston, or Mobile, or St. Louis, or Rich- 
mond, or any of the states or people of which these are the capi- 
tals? What religious or moral enterprise ever originated, or 
advanced in any of these places or people ? They no more influ- 
ence the country, than gamblers, drunkards, thieves, religiously 
influence the church. The church influences them for good or 
for evil, according to her faithfulness or unfaithfulness in her 
Master's service. The North influences the South in the mattei 
of slavery. Yea, the North acts with the South in slaveboldiug. 
They directly and professedly uphold the system wherever they 
have occasion. They tolerate it in the District of Columbia. 
They directly sustain it in the territories. They allow the slave 
trade between the states. They conspired with the South in the 
constitution, that the foreign trade in slaves should not be inter- 
rupted by Congress for twenty years. They voted that Arkansas 
should come into the Union, with a constitution guarding slavery 
with a two-edged sword, giving the slaveholder a veto upon an 
emancipating legislature, and the legislature a check upon the 
repentant slaveholder. They have voted to admit a system that 
forbids and discourages repentance of the sin of slaveholding, 
and makes it desperate. All this has been done solemnly and 
with deliberation, and in legislative form — and the whole nation 
has tacitly allowed those of its people who chose, to hold slaves. 
It has never been disreputable, but highly the contrary, to hold 
slaves in this country. Is not a nation answerable for the vices 
and crimes which are reputable and popular within its borders? 
If a nation has any moral influence, any moral standard, is it not 
responsible for what that standard does not condemn ? Has not 
this nation cast all its presidential votes for two men, guilty at 
the very moment of the election and all their days before and 
since, of the crime of slaveholding — Andrew Jackson, a slave- 
holder and a slave driver, and voted for twice by a majority of 
the electoral suffrage of this nation, north and south — and Henry 
Clay, a slaveholder and a notorious comprcmiiser in the service 
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of the infernal system, voted for by the rest of the nation. Jack* 
son chosen by northern men againsft Adams a northern man. And 
then a northern man abandoned by northern men, one and the 
same party, in favor of Clay, a southern slaveholder 

We have nothing to do with abolishing slavery, says the Doe* 
tor Wayland, either as. citizens of the United States, or as men. 
Our responsibilities for its removal are all limted away. On 
the very face of our case, it is palpable and grossly evident, we 
say, that the northern people have at least as much to do with its 
abolition as the people of the south. They have at least as much 
to do with its continuation. They are as directly engaged in it. 
They have the control of it in the national councils wherever it 
exists within congressional jurisdiction. It is the North, and not 
the South, that prevents a legislative abolitioft of it in the District 
of Columbia. Slavery in the national district is a northern insti- 
tution, and not a southern. It is the *^ peculiar institution" there 
of the North, and not of the South. Is it not so 1 We declare 
then, that, as citizens and as men, we at the North have some* 
thing to do with the abolition of American slavery — ay, that we 
have everif thing to do with it. We can abolish it, and we alone 
can. We ought to abolish it, and we alone ought to do it, as 
appears at first impartial glance. 

" I think it evident," says Dr. Wayland, " that as citizens of 
the United States, we have no power whatever either to abolish 
slavery in the southern states, or to do any thing of which the 
direct intention is to abolish it." We do not perceive the pro- 
priety of the Doctor's language when he talks of a thing having 
an intention. Slaves have intentions, and the Doctor and his 
friends call them things — but how a thing to he done can have an 
intention—^ " direct intention," as the Doctor says, is beyond 
our slight learning. Perhaps the Doctor meant tendency by in- 
tention — and meant to say that we could not do any thing the 
direct tendency of which is the abolition of southern slavery. 
That is to say, we, as citizens of the United States, may not vote 
in Congress against slaveholding in the District of Columbia, or 
in the territories, or against the slave trade between the states. 
We may not receive petitions in behalf of those objects— we 
4» 
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may not petition Congress— we may not talk against slavehold- 
ing— or write against it— or pray against it— or sympathize with 
our fellow-men in slavery ; because each and every one of these 
acts has a direct tendency to abolish slavery in the southern 8ta|es. 
Slavery in the land is a system, a whole system, a custom; a 
crime, and but one crime wherever committed. It is not war- 
rantable in one place, and not in another. It is not lawful in one 
state, and not in another. It is one entire, individual, undivided 
matter of fact every where in the land, as much as murder is — 
and if it is denounced and condenmed in the District of Colum- 
bia by Congress, it is as fatal to it, in the whole country, as if 
denounced in South Carolina by Congress, or any where else — 
more fatal to it. A blow struck against it, as existing in that 
district, would be a blow at the head of it, and it would be mor* 
tcU, — not one having a direct tendency to kill the system^-or a 
direct intention^ as the Doctor hath it, — but a blow destructive 
in itself. It would fix the brand of infamy on every slaveholder's 
front throughout tlie nation. It would render him infamous even 
in the eyes of Americans. Dr. Wayland could set no limits to 
his infamy. It would seal him a criminal with the broad seal 
-of the nation, the E pluribtis unum. Who would vote for him 
for President then — who would send him ambassador to Lon- 
•don — who put him in Speaker of the House — President of the 
Senate — Chief Justice of the United States ? Who would shake 
hands with him at the capitol ? Now he is first in office, first 
in honor. Slaveholdiiig is passport to every distinction. We 
ask Dr. Wayland and his aid-de-camp Major Mordecai Noachus, 
if a vote by Congress on our petitions, abolishing slavery in 
the district, and making it capital to enslave a man there, as 
they would do if they made it penal at all, would not give the 
system the death blow in the South, even if abolitionists had 
done nothing to kill it elsewliere. Would not that single 
enactment do it? Self-evidently it would. Have we not a right, 
as citizens of the United States, to do this 1 The Doctor says no. 
We say, ay. 

But not to follow this self-immolated man any farther now, we 
will say that we need not get a vote from Congress against slavery 
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in order to its abolition there and ever j where. Congress ! what 
is it ? The mere dregs and precipitations, the settlings and sedi' 
ments of the nation. It is as soulless as a corporation. It has 
no foul, no mind^ no principle, no opinion. It is an echo, and 
that not always a true one. It is a mere catastrophe — an upshot. 
It will only mutter the word abolition , afler it has become an old 
story through the country. We have struck slavery its death 
blow already. We need not contend with the Doctor about the 
power. *' One thing you have done," said an eminent judge to 
us, '* you have driven the South to come out and declare directly 
in favor of slavery. Heretofore they have pretended to lament 
it, as an evil. Now they declare it is a blessing, and a righteous 
institution." Have we not, said we, driven them to join the 
issue, before the world, in favor of slaveholding? " You have," 
said the judge. Must they not maintain it before the world, said 
we, to save the institution from going downl " They must," he 
replied. Can they maintain it ? said we. " No," said he, — and 
yet the judge is not an abolitionist. 

We need not contend with this Wayland and wayward Presi- 
dent for the power, as citizens or as men, to beat down southern 
slaveholding. We have exercised the power already, and the 
South knows it. We have waked the naticm to discuss the de- 
merits of the system and the question of the negro man's hu- 
manity ; and they are discussing it, and amid the flash and fervor 
of the agitation the foul system dies. It can no more endure it, 
than owls can noon, or bats sunshine, or ghosts day-break. While 
Wayland is groping about in his metaphysics to get hold of some 
puzzle to embarrass us about the power, we will have exercised it 
to the full, and cleared the land of slavery. Then where will 
the Doctor find a market for his " limitations ?" Slavery is a 
dead man already, unless Orator Rhett, and Professor Dew, 
and Colonel McDuffie, and General Hamilton, and doctor this, 
that and the other one, can maintain the precious creature in 
the argument, and get the verdict of an enlightened and purged 
Christianity in its favor. To this conclusion it has already come. 
The question is stated — the issue joined-*the pleadings closed — 
all demurring and abating and delaying past by. And now for 
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the trial. Now, Slavery, hold thine own. Tlie Doctor's ques- 
tion of our having the power comes too late. 



COLOR-PHOBIA. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Nov. 10, 1838.] 

OoR pe<^le have got it. They have got it in the blue, col- 
lapse stage. Many of them have got it so bad, they can't gel 
well. They will die of it It will be a mercy, if the nation 
does not. What a dignified, philosophic malady! Dread of 
complexion. They don't know they have got it-— or think, rather, 
they took it the natural way. But they were inoculated. It was 
injected into their veins and incidcd into their systems, by old 
Doctor Slavery, the great doctor that the famous Dr. Waylaad 
studied with. There is a kind of varioloid type, called coUmiza* 
tion. They generally go together, or all that have one are more 
apt to catch the other. Inoculate for one, (no matter which,) 
and they will have both, before they get over it The remedy 
and the preventive, if taken early, is a kine-pock sort of matter, 
by the name of antuslavery. It is a safe preventive and a cer- 
tain cure. None that have it, genuine, ever catch slavery or 
colonization or the color-phobia. You can't inoculate either into 
them. It somehow changes and redeems the constitution, so that 
it is unsusceptible of them. An abolitionist can sleep safely all 
night in a close room, where there has been a colonization meet* 
ing the day before. He might sleep with R. R. Gurley and old 
Dr. Proudfit, three in a bed, and not catch it The remedy was 
discovered by Dr. William Lloyd Jenner-Gar risen. 

This color-phobia is making terrible havoc among our com- 
munities. Anti-slavery drives it out, and after a while cures it 
But it is a base, low, vulgar ailment. It is meaner, in fact, than 
the itch. It is worse to get rid of than the " seven years' itch." 
It is fouler than Old Testament leprosy. It seems to set the 
dragon into a man, and make him treat poor, dark-skinned folks 
like a tiger. It goes hardest with dark-coinphct white people. 
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They have it longer and harder than light-skinned people. It 
makes them sing out " Nigger — nigger," sometimes in their sleep. 
Sometimes they make a noise like this, '* Darkey — darkey — 
darkey." Sometimes, " Wully — wully — wully." They will turn 
up their noses, when they see colored people, especially if they 
are of a pretty rank, savory habit of person, themselves. They 
are generally apt to turn up their noses, as though there was 
some ** bad smell" in the neighborhood, when they have it bad, 
and are naturally pretty odoriferous. It is a tasty disorder — a 
beautiful ailment ; very genteel, and apt to go in " first families." 
We should like to have Hogarth take a sketch of a community 
that had it— of ours, for instance, when the St. Vitus' fit was on. 
We have read somewhere of a painter, who made so droll a pic- 
ture, that he died a-laughing at the sight of it. Hogarth might 
not laugh at this picture. It would be a sight to cry at, rather 
than laugh, especially if he could see the poor objects of our 
firenzy, when the fit is on — which indeed is all the time, for it is 
an unintermittent. Our attitude would be most ridiculous and 
ludicrous, if it were not too mortifying and humiliating and cruel. 
Our Hogarth would be apt to die of something else than laugh- 
ter, at sight of his sketch. 

The courtly malady is the secret of all our anti-aboUtion, and 
all our mobocracy. It shuts up all the consecrated meeting- 
houses — and all the temples of justice^ the court-houses, against 
the friends of negro liberty. It is all alive with fidgets about 
desecrating the Sabbath with anti-slavery lectures. It thinks 
anti-slavery pew-owners can't go into them, or use their pulpit, 
when it is empty, without leave of the minister whom they em- 
ploy to preach in it. It will forcibly shut people out of their 
own houses and off their own land, — not with the respectfiil vio- 
lence of enemies and trespassers, but the contemptuous uncere- 
moniousness of the plantation overseer — mingled moreover with 
the slavish irascibility of the poor negro, when he holds down 
his fellow-slave for a flogging. It sneers at human rights through 
the free press. It handed John B. Mahin over to the alligators 
of Kentucky. It shot Elijah P. Lovejoy at Alton. It dragged 
away the firee school, at Canaan. It set Pennsylvania Hall arfire. 
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It broke Miss CrandaH's school windows, and threw filth into her 
well. It stormed the female prayer meeting in Boston, with a 
*' property and standing'' forlorn hope. It passed the popish 
resolution at Littleton, in Grafton county. It shut up the meet* 
ing-house at Meredith Bridge, against minbter and all, — and the 
homely court-house there, and howled like bedlam around the 
little, remote district school-house, and broke the windows at 
night. It excludes consideration and prayer in regard to the 
forlorn and christian-made heathenism of the American colored 
man, from county conferences and clerical associations. It 
broods over the mousings of the New York Observer, and gives 
keenness to the edge and point of its New Hampshire name-sake. 
It votes anti-slavery lectures out of the New Hampshire state 
house, and gives it public hearing on petitions, in a seven by 
nine committee room. It answers the most insulting mandate 
of southern governors, calling for violations of the state constitu* 
tion and bill of rights, by legislative report and resolves that the 
paramount rights of slavery are safe enough in New Hampshire, 
without these violations. It sneers and scowls at woman's qpeak*^ 
ing tit company f unless to simper, when she is flattered by a fool- of 
the masculine or neuter gender. It won't sign an anti-slavery 
petition, for fear it will put back emancipation half a century. It 
votes in favor of communing with slaveholders, and throwing the 
pulpit wide open to men-stealers, to keep peace in the churches, 
and prevent disunion. It will stifle and strangle sympathy for the 
slave and ** remembrance of those in bonds," to prevent disturb- 
ance of religious revivals. It will sell the American slave to buy 
Bibles, or hire negro-hating and negro-buying missionaries lor 
foreign heathen of all quarters but christian- wasted Africa. It pre- 
fers American lecturers on slavery, to having that foreign emissary, 
George Thompson, come over here, to interfere with American 
rights and prejudices. It abhors " church action" and " med* 
dling with politics." In short, it abhors slavery in the abstract-— 
wishes it might be done away, but denies the right of any body 
or any thing to devise its overthrow, but slavery itself and idave- 
holders. It prays for the poor slave, that he might be elevated, 
while it stands both feet on his breast to keep him down. Il 
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prays God might open a way in his own time for the deliverance 
of the slave, while it stands, with arms akimho, right across the 
way he has already q>ened. Time would fail us to tell of its 
extent and depth in this free country, or the deeds it has done. 
Anti-slavery must cure it, or it must die out like the incurable 
drunkards. 



. t 



THE NEW HAMPSHIRE COURIER. 
[From the Herald of Freedom of November 10, 1836.] 

The New Hampshire Courier has a correspondent, ** Homo," 
out in defence of colonization and against antinslavery. '* Homo" 
is a man every inch of him, for coming out in black and white. 
Welcome, good Homo. And thanks to brother Courier (if nig- 
gers may be allowed the expression) for giving ** Homo" place in 
his columns. It will take a Homo to maintain the ground — not 
against us, but against his own readers. But courage, good 
Homo ! — on with your numbers. We have glanced over No. 1, 
and seen the face of No. 2. Courage ! we say. You have no 
great of a task — not much of a stint — nothing more to encounter 
than humanity and divinity — and heaven and earth. Cheer, man, 
the odds are with you. 

Welcome, Homo, to the tented field. Abolitionists are tired 
of fighting intangible enemies. They glory to see one visible 
and tangible take the plain, and stretch his lines. They rejoice 
at the unfurling of flags and the glitter of the drawn blade. We 
will diligently and respectfully peruse '^ Homo," and if, by and 
by, we shall copy any thing unhomogetieoua in his appeals to his 
countrymen, we will give it such essay as our people may. We 
rejoice that the great rights of humanity are at length being 
esteemed of sufficient dignity to be argued down. 
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COLONIZATION. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of June 23, 1838.] 

There is either a most strange delusion, or an obstinate wick- 
edness in men, in relation to this matter of expatriating our 
colored people — probably both — for delusion — " strong delusion*' 
generally attends a long course of transgression. We believe, 
if there is any one crime in this land, on which the Father of the 
human family looks down with more displeasure than on any 
other, it is on this deliberate and malicious wrong and insult en- 
tertained by a portion of the proud people of this country towards 
their humbler brethren — a deliberate, premeditated, cool-blooded 
plot to banish them from their native land, and to send them to 
the most undesirable spot on earth, God commands us to love 
our neighbor as ourselves. Christ our Lord tells us in the story 
of the good Samai-itan, who is our neighbor, and what loving 
him is, in practice. We ask the reverends and hottorables, who 
compose the official list of New Hampshire Colonization, if the 
good Samaritan would have joined the Colonization Society, The 
question need only be asked. The idea of such a man as he, 
entering into a conspiracy like this, is so absurd, as to be almost 
ludicrous on the very face of it. Colonization is hate of one's 
neighbor, of the very deepest and most far-reaching kind. 

But the organization is getting to be matter of form merely — 
it can't act. It may raise contributions of some amount — but no 
widows' mites — and not from many hands. It is impotent malice 
now — and kept up, probably, as a set-off effort versus anti-slavery. 
We are loath to speak severely of the names who compose this 
benevolent enterprise, but cannot help it. If we feel justly to- 
wards the plot, we feel severely , and must speak as we feel. It is 
not only a wicked plot against our innocent and injured (ah, in- 
jured beyond reparation) brethren, but it is a most mean and 
dishonorable service, done at the bidding of tlie slaveholder of 
the South. He wants to get the free man of color away, so that 
he can the more securely grind down the colored bond man. 
Poor Mr. Observer remarks that *' the colored man must have a 
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0oil of his own, he&xe he can rise.'' Prwf, whal does he nean 
bj9Ltoilei hi$&wmf eoil that he#»ef ; or a sort of &/adt eoil ? 
Can't he tnm foil m thb coontiy? Tridy he can, if these Oi^> 
serrmi wall onljE gel out of the way, and lei iis wfa him hit liber- 
ty, and let him work for wages.' Freeedored people are riainf 
DOW as rapidly and as pa^ahly as water evier loee in a freahel 
They rUe, ae faaC 90 moh philanthropists as theObsenrer fait 
The Observer's fell is their rise^ and his riae their fall. Colored 
Aien eaa eam money aiid bay and own soil, and do now buy and 
&wn itr They need not go ,to Africa ior saiL The land they 
own here is their soil, and the eountry they are horn in is their 
natine e&vniry^ A, man's naim country (this is said for. the 
especial benefit of Obserrers and coleiiiaattODists) is ike emtnirp 
tosuHt tr^sfii tn; He «an't have hnt one. He can't be bom in 
one ooontry, end hate a nolfse laMd soitoewhere else---in some 
Other eottitry.. The land he i»bom en, and no other, isiAis a«- 
five hmd,^mkA k k eqnatly so with colored people, and those who 
have less or no odor. No American, United State»4iom nun 
tan kwfe two native ktnds, or caA Jiave one. without the limits of 
America. He can no more he born here and. have him ^ native 
Umd in Africa, than an Africail, born on the Gold Coast, can 
make him but a natire land here in New BaglaiMl. This is naUy 
s<K— ^here i^ na ikistake — there u no two wajfs about ii. This is 
a cardinal point, and it ought to be settled and made clear to the 
minds of -oor ookmization brethren. They have a stropig noticm 
€si reeiating^ edored people to their native A/ria^-^-'Ui their own 
soil, as th^ Obserrer calls it-^where they can risc> The soil of 
Africa is' supposed to be theirs by a kind of nativity, though they 
were bom kerty and their .fotfaers and grandlatbers before them, 
and their fiithwa not only Am^iean4>oni, in some cases, but *' as 
white," as the African psinee isaid of the Dane — sthe first creature 
t»f that complexion he ever saw — " as white as the very devil," — 
not only i^Aife, but wkite slanekMers, owners of their own chilr 
dren — sellers of their own blood and bones. What foil have 
they in Africa then, on which they can rise t None, unless they 
go and buy it» which they will never dow . And what does the 
Obserfer niean by rising'l He means geoing to be governor, 
5 
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coowciUor, general cowt man, depuQr seereiary^ daftomg nias|E«r« 
cleik in a ^ote, dandy ,-r^r«nj of tiMae eievtitkuia^ : which while^ 
Bdids of 'OUtside and total lack of iaaide^ will ^ve felka hetfe* . , . 
Now -colorei people don't wast thb aort. of ^leyatioii; all thej 
WUB^ IB €onufkm 4ibertjf'''^mmmon kumankyi — apoaunoii fprt o( 
hwm4m chance for tkdr k9esi Tkey doi^'t carci.abcHU rising very 
kigll. Ab tO'timg out of the dust and duoghiUy into w^ich thii 
ialHunato pec^le have trodden them thai they! .«riU4o9 4»9ooii.f|B 
oolonisatkmists wiU take their feet off o£ their fU^lniJndl^eaata^ 
1!i^re th^y are now phidted They ataad on the maty breasta oi 
the- toiored pedpie, and* look down aiid Aannt them with in^i^acity 
to ' ri5« ; attd wickedly aay to tiiem^ I'll a(bepr off o£ yon, if yiMi 
will er^€!p away to Africa' btifort, you W«r^ ¥o||. maytga &0ely->— 
u^tk*^ur 0tim cmkcnt-^m^d that; .yon 4tfe not vtA^'he. %(^ 
ftWay ; but «biesft yon do mM liobattatdlff amd /«f«e(y .c^^fMi^it^i X 
shtJl^'kand he^, with i>oCfa my 'i^glo-SaJi6ii»Aliu/;/«fi plun^. 
yothr lireast bone, wh^re th^ night^nare ikwoSa hei hpef^xabod ^ 
rii^d with palsy ^ and you nBver cam rist 1^ jfqu. riae . to thf 
judgttiefirt. It is a pity yon can't rise ih thia CQuntijr; Imt you 
se^ hbW it is. God 'has placed yoK in. an inferior position ; ^gqs^ 
aire ciridetitiy benenih me, < ahd I db^vei yovL I am y^.iufriei^fiL 
I htVSng to afn '' American tJnioB fba y<mr racers relief," apd abo 
to a '^ Liberian assooiattcm, auxiliary to said Vaion-;" <«|d 1:^ 
sides,' your people,' when they stand np straight here, and w« ar/^ 
tidt stiindmg oM ^eiB, jiave an unpleaeantiragrance which )diM>^(]£f 
OUT noises exceedingly ; bat ai» yoii lay aow, right mmk^ 'mi^mMfi^ 
soi]^ehowi^otih^ we daBOt8eein>4e8meil you. And tii^»$|fiiif 
we are iw4he ':Way cif cfvohge^xing the world ; we're got Uial-H^iA 
on«^r hands,' ta^ are in. a^nrry .about itr-*-attd we 4^iifi|»ttike,i« 
Afriea,-and w^ don't wam ^togo ther^ The climate; w dloadiy, 
the people blaclr and inferior^ and we ai]|e not edcaotly on temoe 
with them, and^wtf want f (W io do what is to. be done th»{^ in 
the way of evan^Ksvng. Ybuean do itwell ctipn^ SpT.hlibdli: 
people, th^Kughr'you ean't rise to human level here« W0 wa^t. j|» 
cd^nrse you/irr the-^akm of Afnea^ihie miiliona qC Affic^ 
Oh, how our<heiut» bleed (now we think oK't) ftr ppor» h^High^ 
Aft4cer { :. And itb^tliat' OGCfirsodi blb<^ .idafd 
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Ihat stopped. Wiiy, our Congress declares it pirKj^ We wont 
have the market stopped. We'Jl keep up slavery here» iff an 
improved state. We'll ameliorate, and have it done ** kindly; 
but that traffio da salt water most be stopped, aad yoa nfiuH 
to Africa aad put it down thera Q. £. I>; 



,M 



THE NEW HAMPSHIRE PATRIOT. 

[From the HoraU of fWdom of NoTCMbw 17,1839.] 

A FRf EifD has shown us this week's namber, and we see by it 
that poor Mr. Barton is yei ai h9mt. We wonder people shodld 
be so insensible to the pleasures of joameying. To be siire, *the 
season is getting to beinaaspicioas— the trees are naked, and the 
landscape maddy, aad the winds chilled, and the ittxxM of the birds 
hnsbed — all, all very-uncongenial to such a meiiffiwms spirit as the 
pcArwts of New^ Hampshire. But still we somehow feel disap- 
pointed that he don't travel more. We wodd respectfully suggest 
to Mr. Barton the interesting objects with which this free country 
abounds — all parts of which he cannot yet have visited. Has be 
ever been to the White Sulphur springs ? He need be under no 
apprehension in going there. To be sure, complexion is attended 
with inconvenience there, and blood has its hazards. But we 
think Judge Larrimer and Colonel Singleton and General Carter 
and Major Thornton would stand the friend of a Colonel from 
the North, and prevent him any disagreeable consequences of an 
indiscriminate op^ation of the domestic slave trade. They are 
keen observers. They know the invasions the peculiar institu- 
tion has made upon the Anglo-Saxon cc^or, and they 'know how 
the pure Americo-Anglo-Saxon has verged towards the servile 
shadows without coming within. the lawfril scope of the institution, 
and then the symptomatic cry of " nigger," ev«r and anon breaking 
out asleep and awake, would-reveal to them at once that the Colo- 
nel had the genuine negro-phobia, which a nominal slave never 
has, and which goes so hard with dambtful white people. They 
would protect' any d<Mthern gentleman against being Hnprisohed 
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«id scdd for feei, prorided they could be satisfied that his pro- 
jlaTerj merita overbalanced his cold^ liiabilities — which we 
thiak might easily be Touched. The Cdonel has a rein . of 
:'' chivalrj^' about him, which would go a 'good way in elTset to 
mere color of liability^ which afler all i^butptrima/Metaerideii^ 
of senrility. — ^We warrant him a journey to the White Sulphur 
against the lawful claims of any person or persons whomsoever. 

Then there is Texas — the Colonel has not, peradventure, been 
to Texas. It is a place of reac»t for peofde of enterprise, and 
where patriotism is a ready passport to ccmsideration, although 
it has been alanderou^y styled a ralley of TiDains, field of felons, 
sink of scoundrels, sewer of scan^, ^c, 4irC. Yet it is a most 
republican clime, *' where patriqit most do cmngregaJtel* 

There is Arkansas too — all glorious in' new-bcni liba'ty<** 
fresh and unsullied, like Venus out of the ooean-^hal newly- 
disoevered star ip the fiimament-baniier of this repiibiie. Staler 
Arkansas,, with her bowie knife graceful at her side, like the 
huntress Diana with her silver bow — her knifb dripping with the 
heart's blood of her senators and councillors, shed in. legislative 
debate, — O, it would be refreshing and recruiting to an esdiiast? 
ed patriot to go and replenish his soul at her fountains. The 
newly-evacuated lands of the Cherokee, too— ^ sweet place now 
for a lover of his country to visit, to renew his sel^^somplaceaej 
by wandering among the quenched hearths of the expatriated 
Indians, a land all smoking with the red man's departing curpe— 
a malediction that went to the centre. Yes, and Florida — bkMK 
soming and leafy Florida, yet warm with the lifo*l^ood of Osreolft 
and his warriors, shed gloriously under flag of truce. Why 
should a patriot of such a fancy for nature immure himself in the 
cells of the city, aod forego such an inviting and so broad a land- 
scape T Ite viator. Go forth, traveller^ and leave this mouldy 
editing to leas elastic fancies. We would respectfully incite x>iir 
Colonel to travel. What signifies ? Journey — ^wander-^o forth 
•—itinerate-— exercise— perambulate-^^oam. ■ ' 

We cannot sustain ourselves or our waning cause against the 
reasonings of this military ehiefUin if he stays at b<mie and coiw 
oentrates his powers. Nigger nigger nigger^ and miggar^ and 
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besides that nigger, and moreover nigger, md therefore nigger^ 
and hence nigger, and wherefore nigger, and more than all tbat, 
and yielding efeiy thing dae, " bobalition I" urged with the pee» 
liar force and genius of this deadly writer — with his grace, point 
and delicacy— with his " nihil Utigit, quod non, omamL" We 
crave a trace. We appeal to the magnaoimity of the Patriot, — 
to his nightkood — to go abroad, and leave us in a{^rentice hands 
or some journeyman's ; or if he wim't travel in courtesy, we be- 
seech him to turn his editorship upon other enemies than us. Let 
him point his guns at the Statesman, or the Courier. 

Bat if we must meet him, we protest against encennteriBg the 
arguments aibresaid. That we are a nigger we can't deny, and 
we can't help it That our little paper is a '' Nigger Herald," 
we can't deny, and we can't help it. What signifies arguing 
that against us, all the time ? We don't deny it — ^we never did 
deny it — we never shall. And what can we do 1 We can't wash 
off our color. We cannot change our Ethiopian skin, any more 
than the Patriot can its '^ spittsJ' Thd sun has looked upon us, 

and burnt upon us a complexion incompatible with freedom t 

Is it so? Will the democratic Patriot aver this! Are we to 
be denied the right of a hearing because we are a " nigger f ' 
Are we to be deprived in New Hampshire of human considerait 
ticn because we are black, and shall Cyrus Barton dispose ef us 
thus, because he is white 1 We lay before the yeomanry of 
New Hampshire the appalling troth, that slavery has rooted itaeHf 
deep into the heart of American liberty ; — ** Nigger Herald," 
argues this snow-drop Colonel ; " Bobalition !" and our vppedl is 
silenced. We warn the country that slavery is overshadowing 
the North, and that ranting and rampant professing democrats 
will give their very backs to the southern cart-whip. ** Nigger P* 
replies the Honorable Cyrus Barton ; ** eh, old nigger i" *' did 
black nigger !" Is it an answer, we ask the country ? 

But poor Mister Barton is jealous we are after votes for James 
Wilson. If he is really so, we pity him. He is non compos if he 
suspects it. He ought to be sent right up to tiie town farm. 
Votes for James Wilson ! Is thb the purpose and aim of the 
great anti-slavery enterprise that now shakes Europe and America 
6* 
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to the centre t Is West India emancipalicm a plot to defeat the 
Patriot's democracy here in uniyersal New Hampshire? Are 
George Thompson and Daniel CComieU and Henry Brougham 
thmidefing for baman liberty in Exeter Hall, (henceforth and 
forever the cradle of liberty — not the cradle of the bastard Infant, 
rocked in Fanenil Hall of Boston, now formally dedicated to the 
Genius of Slavey,) are these champions of liberty plotting with 
the fifteen bnndred anti-sfarery societies of America to defeat 
the election of Gorentor John Page ? 

We give onr poor jaundice»¥inoned neighbor no other answer 
than this to his paltry accusations about plotting against his par- 
tisans. We have other and bigger objects altogether. 



REVEREND RALPH RANDOLPH GURLEY. 

[From th« Herald of Freedom of Dee. 8, 1838.] 

We must give the whole of this euphonic line, so hannonious 
to the colored ear. This silver-spoken expatriationist has ap- 
peared.again, we understand, in our New England horizon^ with 
his northern aspect on, having defied his slaveholder phases, as 
he crossed his equinoctial-^the Mason and Dixon line. He 
ranges from tropic to trcpic along his crooked ecliptic — Troc^ 
New Orleans on the south, to — the old town hall in Concord 
(hb northmost declination) on the north — shifting fiis disk, like 
the changing moon. 

Hail to thee, in the " clear cold sky'* of the North, thou star 
of evil promise to liberty 1 Welcome, caterer of slavery, to the 
regions of paid labor ! Thou reverend advocate of a double 
origin of the human family, and denier that " God hath made of 
one blood all nations of men," &c. Thou promoter of human 
banishment, and sunderer of the strong ties of native country, 
hail to thy dubious aspect— thy Janus focus ! Come, stir, with 
thy magician's rod, among the hushed and abashed mobocracy 
of your native New Engknd. Kindle afresh the slumberipg fir^ 
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of prejudice. Crj haToc, and let slip the dogs of persecution ! 
Mount the consecrated pulpit, imder the osfaering of the skepkerdt 
of the jiock, who core for the sheep, and ** poiir" thence " jonr 
leprous distilment into" the common ear, till ** public sentiment" 
shall "posset and curd" under your infusion, and the Uotch an^ 
-letter of colonization shall " bark out over all" the surface of 
the body pditic. 

Thou angler for consent to exile ! thou fisher for funds in the 
pockets of prejudice ! thou recruiting sergeant for the ranks of 
banishment 1 Thou art earning the deep and indelible displea- 
sure of thy colored brother. He must forgive thee unpardonable 
enmity, and '' serenty times seven," and God help him to charity 
unbounded — for he needs it in this emergency. 

Elliot Cressox, too, a satellite of the Secretary, is up here, 
on a winter campaign. Why does not Elliot cast the shadow of 
his broad brim on the snows of Canada, this winter, in the ser- 
vice of the Patriots, and help them become a Jree republic, and 
so break up that nest of self-emancipated niggers? For if tfaSs 
province of Canada were only a free, democratic state, it would 
not afford a refuge to those insolent fugitives, but they would have 
to be " given up on claim of those to whom" their souls and 
bodies, their time and eternity, " might be due." Bethink thee, 
Friend! Elliot," thou mightest strike a capital stroke for thy 
master (who can enlarge his brim till it is as broad as William 
Penn's, to suit his turn) in the extinction of this tyrant mon- 
archy, this refuge of runaway democrats. Thou mightest fioKcit 
the fugitives, with good prospect of colonizing thiem. If thou 
shouldest succeed in abolishing monarchy in said province, and 
open a way for the restoration of the lost property to be found 
there, thou mightest then solicit it for consent to great advantage. 
Thou mightest offer the candidates, either a sudden, and, as it 
were, a reluctant return to the patriarchs from whom they strayed, 
(with fetter on heel and hand-cuff on wrist,) or the glorious alter- 
native of voluntary emigration, " with their own consent," to the 
steepled paradise of Liberia. And would they not be free to go 
or stay t Yea, verily. The€ would say to them, " Friend, I do 
thee no injustice. Go to Liberia ; but go freely, t abate not a 
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tithe of thy frtty thy wfluntari^j thy spontamous choice. Go if 
thee ckooe^ If not, aUy and return south with me^.whence, in 
an evil hour, thou came out" Peradventuie fiome of then would 
*' oonaent/' for tbst bavb bsbn »outh. Yes, reader^ they hav^ 
been south. 



ICHABOD BARTLETT.— OSCEOLA. 
[From the Henld of Freed«n of JuMiuy 17, 1839.] 

Anti-slatert engagements prevented our earlier noticing to 
our readers the opening lecture before the Concord Lyceum, by 
Ichabod Bartlett. It was on the very important subject of our 
country's treatment of the aboriginal inhabitants of this land. 
A subject, on which we should think it very difficult for any 
American to be eloquent — but an American Indian. Our white 
men have acted a part towards their red countrymen, which we 
should think would embarrass their flights of fancy. 

From the landing of the fathers, up to the last Indian ouster 
civilization and Christianity (such as they were) have been crowds 
ing upon the Indian, and hunting him as a beast of the forest 
Every advantage has been taken of his un acquaintance with the 
roguery of refined life. He has been circumvented, overreached, 
cheated, and called meantime a savage, all the way from the 
pilgrinv-landing to the '* father of waters," across which his 
mournful canoe now bears the remnants of the mighty forest 
nations. He has been all the way and all the time hunched by 
our republicanism,, while that has been blustering about our jus- 
tice and magnanimity, and his cruelty and perfidy — because his 
tomahawk did not always outbear the patience of Job. We have 
thrust him over the Mississippi. Civilization and Christianity 
are building steamboats to follow on, and rout him from his wil- 
derness there. And although he is promised a permanent home 
and hunting ground, the smoke will scarce have curled above his 
new-built wigwam, before our enterprise. will hunch him farther, 
till he disappears, or is driven to turn his despairing canoe out 
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ioh llie dioreless Pacific. The chnreh wiH see that he has a 
scattered naadcmmry after him, meaanvhiiev and the monthlj c<nh 
eeit wifl be e rte r taiued trith the geogr aphy ai haa wanderingik 
Satnoi an eilbft will be made (juaie has. been) Ya re/mm tk€ 
wkiUnum of tkai ekaratier wUck -wuJub ii trnpossUde fmr ihi 
Mmdimn fa hwe wkk kmu The cheapest mode of repentance fiar 
the American chnrdi with legard to the Indian and the Negfo 
seems to be to "^ rawsie" ooe ** by treatj^ toward the iiiimitahle 
soBset, and to **€oiomkB^* the oth^, (as iast as ihey become /ree) 
'' wiik tkdr own emuaU;' on the oblivions shores of Western 
Africa! 

- But to the lecture. Theorator^Mike of'' Osceola, or rather 
<^ his Goontrynwn." He dcficted^ with great power, and wn 
presume historical' accaracy, the wf'ongs of- the Indijan8-'-*«sMft 
i$ the history of the Itidiwu^ wkh the ezceptidn of those who 
chanced to fall into the hands of the ^^fanatiea^' Quaker, Penn. 
Witk the keen sarcann and eloquent denunciation^ which distitf- 
goiflh the leduker in his pleadings for his more fortunate ctienli 
than die " Indian chief,? lie eapoeed the tteacha^, the baseness; 
the duplicity, the tyranny, the sayage cruelty, the more than mw- 
^^"e-^-^he repubUcmt- and efm'/Ktssci— barbarity of this country. He 
paid some merited compliments to the learned law-^efficers of this 
great republic, for their' official qfumons, as oounad, adriaing this 
mighty naUon on. the leg^ effect of some of their processes to 
'^ extinguish Indian titles" to country and to home and hearth^ 
stone. We wiA these ^abineir officers had been present But 
their ckemts were, and it may not well become partus to abuse 
their imgenioUM umnseL 

We do not attempt a conqdimentary notice of this lecture. 
We felt mortified and humbled through the whole of its delivery, 
eloquent, powerfiil, gracefpi and forcible as it was» We felt that 
a few such finely drawn laments was all the relief the country 
promised the wretched Indian. The goieroua and indignant 
orator himself would say, we presume, if asked what could be 
done for the Indian, that nothing could be done; that he must 
retire ; that he -could not be civilized ; that he was irrecoverably 
a savage, aad-that he must retire before, or be trodden beneath. 



58 ICHABOD BARTLETT.-^OSCBOLA. 



the inevitable westwaid movement, of wilisaliett. • He i«o«M 
not say the wMte man mmt recognize the bBotberhood of the 
MTige, aBd resi>eet his faaraan rigfate asA- endure. hia n^origiMU 
cttatenm and hahits of Hfe, here cm t^ kauL He wouid'tieMt 
htn honorably, to be sure, and keep futh li^tk him, and he ff»> 
iK^cta and akknires the heraim, the iinbaaring indepeiideiioe^' tile 
MTage and forest poetry of his character. He i^ke with elith»> 
aiasBi ^. the htwefj of their chiefk, aad the wild native doquenoe 
pf their orators. He 4|iioted largely from thehr htl^irilised 
writers, efoi. ^ But would he -say that the policy of William Penn 
should be observed towards them — the principles of non«reBisb> 
lag, nnarmed peice, of primitive Christianity, which w«iikirtsi- 
flfsc/lfltfe/y abolish our iVuAfia»^JMuK, and give them place in the 
Amertean humaii faanily 1 We tMnk not. He does not hold to 
the immediate abolitton of negve slavery-^thal mighty national 
iniquity and. shame, before' which the wrongs of the Indian 
dwindle into iasigfiifieanoy. We hate trespassed on the fadlan. 
We have msktotd the Negro. We hate defrmuUd the Indian. 
We have exiirigmisked the Kegvo. But wie canMfpacHieflhe 
theme here. 

The lectm^ w<» *' d^inmciatofy.** The lectorer used " hank 
language.'* He called the while people ** mtecreants and csa>- 
tiife/' and other iiwaieU of homely, old-fashioned severity. He 
did not style them southern hrethpen, or northern brethren. He 
did not call the Indians savUges and Indian dogs, inferior face, 
that could not live or rise among white men, that nnst be sent tfo 
their own appropriate country, the ^oods. He did' hot paHfaile 
our conduct in the least, but denounced it worse than evw Gat<* 
rison did the conduct of slaveholders. We refiir the dsnomiders 
of aboHtionists to this authority for calling things by their right 
names. And we call upon the learned and elo()uent lectiirer, to 
demand of bis white countrymen justice and humanity for tlie 
remaining Indians-^hat they invite and help thein back to the^ 
native soil and their homes, and that the national treasnf^ he 
expended in reforming, in this behalf, the wicked scorn atid 
haughtiness of the white tnan, amid which an Indian can^tliv^ 
in safety erpeaee — instead of spendmg it ih miserable fMite^, 
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<a moi^ jBUBerable pfeparatioiw feif civiliaed: qottreUing with 
other naticMis by land or sea. -We ci^ €n bim to adToetto a ni^ 
iional Igire of the lLadiwm.4u 4| man, to gather asBoctaticiia in bis 
bebal^lik^ cNirs for the mo^ d8^l>*wroD^ed and insulted negra, 
«nd we call on him. Aurtber to enlist in the eauee of bis -cokwed 
Goontrymen and brethren, spamg mfh himself irom one stock, 
of (me kindred, of one brotherhood, of one destiny. We Uk 
bim in the name of biunaaity^ why* be^ 9fk eloquent advocate, 
stands coldly and sisre than ^Itmtfy ky^ vMie those of feeklef 
powers are hreas^g the storm of a jsiost savage fud brutepublic 
sentiment, which is arus)ungtO;tli| dust and <nire the coioced 
man o£ this country and bis uiiceloreit Itiends, 
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MA8SA(9iUSBrr& 

[From .the Herald of Fieedon of Jan. 96> 1839.J . ^ 

Wb have beea surprised at die^strangB pn^xi^ in the »8(di»- 
4iicn paflsed at Worcester, for the -estsUishmeBt of anewrsAflte 
BMtiHdavery paper in the old commonwi^alth. We ■ doo^ t know bat 
it^riUbe rc^^stfded by onrisrethren jn tbatstate^ as^outof oife' 
sphered' to meddle with that proposaL . Bntiwe-cannot cefraio^— 
though too tee to sfect^ sa fer-as bur saialli iafloence might, te 
movement contemplated there, wfasdi is psobaldy eon^immated 
this week. There are three objects to be aflfeeted by it-*-utging 
fMdad action ittdq»ndeDt of party ; «xt/«#tWdeTotioo to anti- 
slavery ^ and tontroi by the &kate«oci0^.' 

As to the first, who can urge polkicid eetioD, and all other, 
with the force and the single-eyed censtaney of the Liberator^ 
As to this exchiiive devotion, thdre seems to us some indefinite- 
ness. For how- broad is anti-slavery t Wheib^ Che Liberator 
be or not exclusively devoted io antMavevy, ^^^ds on the ques- 
tion how broad is anti-slatery proper, and ^dn how wide and dsep 
foundations it must be based. The anti-slavery of Aany abc^ll- 
tionists is eaceedingly nanriHr, and of very iriight depth. Bona- 
parte and MnraA were'antkipatingf a petty bat^ in' Egypt. — 
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Hm^dk^ok, whti leioiMd inoR deeply ifltcy thin^ than tiie kSag 
t»f Nicies, stid B^tiiiily/lhfil ^'on-itB result htm^ the fat«^«f 
'Burdpe.'' '' The fate «f 'Mti' bank, «f ' letisCs/' st id M^nrair-u-ftilr 
he-MiiM see bo farther. ^e4ofK>t p»rfeitd, ibr c wfld¥eg> ^ 
4imH, Terf defiBkeiy,^he antnifolrei^^MeqiiiBe. * We hold Rs 
.^frti6»«Ad Mope/' f6 b^ tiie ascre abdtifkm of AfnM'ieon ittpb 

' As to-tbe^ mmer ef trnttid, we eifation hrethteii^ with rl) d^ 
1hK»<^/ not to covet vMirW^f iht Lib^re^^n The etotron^^ 
^ihtt eheel «iid Re coBKhietdIr wouhl -imd llMaselfes etofhed 
^i4th en imokiomd fincit. ' That ptper started tlie' ant i-slaiyor y 
enterprise. It pioneered it.' h Queers k tpthts day,' aindti^ 
and must, God willing, pioneer it to the end of it. Whoever 
undertakes its control, w ill fi n d the y Imre mistaken their strength. 
The continental Congress would have acted unwisely, had they 
assumed special control OfflieilirMilBSiM'Of the continental arm) 
and its grave chieftain. Those of us, who came into the senrice 
late, — after societies \?rerc (brihi^d, ^id* Who' are' the creatures of 
iMiMtteo*^may "beqpvopiarly nndsr aodietjr fnperwion. Boli^the 
orifaniter of theeaa teiplri sg" 4 he :bol(i pro^ectolr iof !tho.cpcpedi> 
4idii««44fae OohiailAis .oftkis eiqiknratiba fcr^the new; woHd^ittf 
Liberty,-^--to.eonttDl andiinutits eoDS'ae, wabld the too nulQli like 
subjugating .the canpaSi to.tiift;i;eg9latknir'ctf^'thc(.rarii iiiaHiMfi<7»- 
or the ncfftbatar Hoelf^totheinaiafiiicoB of d««Tihraiiftg.ni6^dl8lt 
i The liherator UBdertaioas. nq'^guidanee !of, abi^ionialBL -.Ji 
seeks »oi]^.« It would kecept nohe ifrprc^redi jIt cooM-eMlv 
cise nonet.^ It wants no /a/insf ri; It has too jnooh ^ftswiij 
freedom to want followm. It wenkt iplAct oo^depondenoogda 
tbeooft. 'It has no respeot laD them. But itr jti//,pidiietfe vs. > /We 
oanlthdpil. The Lthee^or iican't help it . Ithasaimenbiliabd 
mwal. calibre 4iflerfu(^::froni^ that of.the teat of na It has ^a 
clearer iiskai, :a jwofatnder sagacity Uiao M&y.and all of us. - in 
.aftorra, All haa^JbMtroiidd e«U the I^ilberalor, tip the Min. s* Ev^ry 
departm^ijb.of 'por «K>w.e^te94i^:eiiteiprifiQ;fi^s.its4[%bly iin^ 
pulses^. .4J1. would at once miss its ^gewsy^ if. witMrawik:^ If 
God shpii)4 ivilbdrftw. it, oor ^ause.iroiild ^oH^ and other hso^ 
he enhoId^neiiLSfid :StiNsi|gtbmw(. i&i.gr^^ owr Atg M^Stumi^ 
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dieer us onward. If we strike down the Liberator, God will 
carry on oar caufle, bat noi by omr imstrttmaUaUiy. 

To hoist a smpersedimg flag (and that is the secret of this mcrfe- 
ment) in Massachoaetts, seems to as woold be the height of foU j. 
It would be a saperflaitj — a sort of rosMight illumination in aid 
of day-light It is grossly nnnecessary there ; and it conld not 
be maintained. Wo to the ttah hand that shoald undertake to 
bold that flag in the wind. The rude breezes and rough weather, 
that float the strong sheet of the Liberator, and unfurl its solemn 
folds, would shiver the rash ensign, 

** Tin its rent canvass flattering strowed the gale.^ 

The storms that are the breath and element of the Liberator, 
that flag could not live in. And why hoist it f where is the need, 
and where the occasion ? Did France want new banners in Italy, 
when her eagles had stooped from the high Alps upon the Po? 
Did she want other leading, after Marengo and Lodi ? Did she 
lack champions while Napoleon was trampling the '' vineyards of 
Europe V* This may sound extravagantly, to speak of Na^leon 
and Washington along with your mobbed printer, whom you know 
and see, — ^but mark us, brethren, the day comes, when a little 
antiquity, ay, a very little, will invest the name of that printer 
with a magnitude and a dignity, which will cast forever into for- 
getfulness, these swordsmen and statesmen. We hazard the ex- 
travagant prediction. 

A state anti-slavery paper in Massachusetts while the Libera- 
tor lives! An anti-slavery editor there, while Garrison is in 
the field ! Preposterous — suicidal — ^vulgarly ungrateful ! Why, 
strike down every flag of us, fi*om Maine to the Ohio, — from the 
gorgeous streamer that floats in firmament beauty over the tower- 
less city of Penn to our own little rag that wrestles here with 
the breath of the White Mountains, — strike us aU down at a blow, 
and we should not be missed like the mighty Liberator. There 
hangs, and should forever hang, the broad pendant of the anti- 
slavery fleet ! On the deck of the Massachusetts rides Nelson — 
Nelson of the Nile. God grant we hasten no Trafalgar— none 
at least without its being purchased of the enemy. 
6 
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Brethren of MaasachusettSy we solemnly warn you« lay no rash 
hand on the Liberator. Do not embarrass it Do not call off 
its ttiergies from the enemy upon yours^ves. You need all it^ 
power. You never needed it more. Has it errors 1 Put then 
down — ^put them down in its own columns. Those are now open 
to you— -close them not up. Don't charge it with errors which 
you dare not refute. Pour your antidote alongside its bane, in its 
own columns. That is your only safety and honor. We hint no 
opinions on the subjects of your con^aint. But we declare this* 
No man should embarrass or limit at all the right of discussion. 
Don't overawe that right. Give it free scope. It is the life and 
salvation of your enterprise. It is the very breath of anti-slavery. 
Encourage the freest — ^the very freest expression of honest opin- 
ion. Above all, cherish the man who pays no homage to human 
authority. The age should cherish him as the apple of its eye. 



ANTI-SLAVEEY DIVISIONa 
[From the Herald of Freedom of March 16, 1889.] 

Discord, alienation, and open feud, breaking out in the anti- 
slavery camp ! Not differences of opinion, — not mental disa- 
greements-discussion — debate, — but hostility, distrust and mu- 
tual crimination ! — and among such men — Stanton, Garrison, 
Phelps, — and such bodies — the executive committees of the 
National Society and of the pioneer society of the old common- 
wealth. We lament it — are grieved — mortified — alarmed at it 
Brethren concerned, — is this toarrantahle 7 Is this a time for in- 
ternal divisions ? When the eyes of the disquieted, agitated, awa- 
kened world are just evened upon us, — when, by the help of God, 
we have just arrested to our doings and our cause, the unheeding 
current of mankind, — shall we now amuse them with a gladiator- 
jBhip of our champions ? And is it time of truce, that we may 
indulge in private encounters upon the wall ! Now, when our 
despairing adversary^ terribly enraged, is gathering himself^ amid 
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Bortal wounds, for the fiaaJ struggle, and Clay hods am the far* 
hrm AojM,— Napoleon him83lf cli rging with the Old Gnxrd, 
which never eharged but when the field was an Ansterlitz or ft 
Waterloo ! Is this the time for our champinis to tarn their steel 
on each oChtf, in sight of both hosts? It mual not — ^nf^, it 
sflALL not be. We demmnd of our brethren, that it cease. We 
call on the Voice of Freedom and the Advocate of Freedom^ our 
strong northmost brothers in arms, on Maine and Vermont, 
to join OS in this remonstrance. We who stand a£ir back here 
to watch the frontier — idong these Canadian borders — our bre- 
thren will allow OS this license of posUien. These coofljcts must 
cease. We in<)uire not the cause. We demand cessation of the 
effects. We had heard of anticipated troobles before the Massa- 
chusetts annaal meeting — bat dreamed of nothing like this. We 
apprehended nothing bat some rqwtitioB of clerical appellancy. 
We knew nothing of names. But, alas I it is deeper than that. 
How deep and how wide, we know not We admire and love 
these Tangaardrabolitionists— every man of theoL Our admir»» 
tion has been thoaght, bj some apprehensiTe brethren, to saror 
of homage. Perhaps it was over-ardently expressed. But we 
aver to our bold and umoarshipping brethren, that we feel not the 
slightest inclination to do homage to any body, — to any man or 
number of men, individnals, mqfmiiies, or the oAtire anti-elarery 
** brotherhood ;" — m divinity, this last — much more likely to be 
worshipped, in oar iqpprehension, than any individual in such an 
enterprise as oors. 

We have admired oar ** mighty men." Our heart has swelled 
within OS, as we have seen th^m strike for the slave. Though 
never aspiring to the frmU fight among them, these sons of Je- 
hoiada,— the ** Three"' or the ** Thirty Chief,"— yet we have par- 
taken in the ** stormy joy," as one and another of them has done 
deathless deeds ; as ** one has lifted up his spear against eight 
hundred ;" another '' smitten the Philistines, till his hand was 
weary, and clave to the sword ;" others broken " through the 
host to the well of Bethlehem;" " slain lion-like Moabites— or 
lions themselves, in pits, in time of snow ;" — the Abishais — ^the 
Benaiahs — the Tachmonites. We have seen their deeds from 
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our watch iu the moimtains, and with joy have skirmished along 
their distant outskirts. Now we behold them at each others' 
breast, and the enemy rejoicing like the Uiona at the feuds of 
Agamemnon and Achilles. 

We assume not the compromise or the paeificator. We 
■hould not incline to these ofilces, if we were- entitled to their 
exercise. But we have a word to speak, €% poaiiione. Will not 
our gallant brethren of Maine and the Green. Mountains back «« 
up, in it ? We i^>eak impulsively — ^we trust not '* unadvisedly." 
This division among our anti-slavery brethren, — Ut it cease — Ut 
it not be. Let every dissentient brother— each ibr himself — at 
once divest his spirit of every spark of feeling that lies wrong* 
fuUy in the way of an immediate re-cooperation of tiie whole 
band. Let each heart be sten^y and in secret, self^xamined, 
before God, and prayerfully purified of all error in this behalf, 
in the impartial and charitable spirit of the disc^iles of ChriaL 
Whatever this may cost. Christian abolitionists are a6/e<— they 
can afford it. Whatever difficulties lie in the way — abolitionists 
have been nurtured on difficulties, — whatever obstacles, — ^these, 
for years, have been their daily bread. The word " impossible/' 
however good English or even " good French" it may be, can 
never be good anti-slavery. As our position authorizes or tole- 
rates us in making this demand, — the important, the vital position 
of our contending brethren demands of them compliance with 
our entreaty. It is but to be willed, and it is done. We s^^eak 
to Abolitionists and to Christians, and we epenk "for the 
suffering and the dumb." Our prayer answered, let thick dlriiv- 
ion rest upon the past — ^the recent past only — for \m these latter 
years of our time shall himian remembrance settle and abide in 
the illimitable future. Let not these " vapws," brethren, " foul, 
pestilent" and congregating, deq>en into clouds to obscure the 
glorious retrospection* 
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WAR WITH GREAT BRITAIN. 
(Fram Om Hef&ld of FraadoB of March 23, 1839.] 

Thers is prospect o€ this country and Great Britain going $0 
war. Oar Congress has roted, with unexampled unanimity, im- 
mense appropriations to carry it on, although we believe none of 
them Toted to take any personal share in the danger. They have 
voted enough money probably to Iwiy the disputed territory over and 
over and over. But this would not be getting the land honor e^ly 
to our Eagle, Where will be the honcnr of getting it, or keeping 
it, or losing if, by a '' rough and tumble — blood and dirt — tkrot' 
tie and stab conflict; like that herd of wild horses, let loose ftom 
their tro(^>ers a while since. They did kick and slam and bite 
like '' all possessed " those horsefl ; and they left hardly a mane or 
a tide of the whole herd, so thorougUy had they learnt the trade 
of their elegant riders. So highly had they been educated. 

Mr. Webster and Mr. Adams, they say, were very animated 
and heroic. What must have been their emotions aC contem- 
plating the waste of human substance— 4he wreck and havoc of 
industry — the disorder and disarrangement of the peaceful busi- 
ness of the world — ^the ghastly waste of life— the maimings — the 
slaughters — the devastation of the outraged earth and the incar- 
nadining of the violated seas — ^the widows made — ^the fatherless — 
the bereaved — the heart-breakings and the wailing that shall go 
up to God like " the voice of the blood of Abel crying from the 
ground." O, the extent of mischief and misery ! and yet these 
grave scholars and professors of the religion of Christ, ramp at 
the coming of it, like old war horses when they hear the trumpet. 

Meantime the land trembles with passion and excitement, and 
seems ready with one accord to rush mto the bloody strife. The 
press feeds the flame and carries the war cry from hill to hiU, 
and the pulpit is dumb. 

And all for what ! Why, a paltry quantum of " eastern lands,*' 
such as our flmatical people (we ask pardon, our enterprising 
people, — it is the anti-slavery folks that wear the other name) 
wcr€ speculating about, a year en two since— a strip of timber 
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land, containing lots of clear stuff- — to say nothing of the /Kr- 
pentine. For this patch of land we will waste dpllars enough to 
coTer it — shed blood enough to inundate it — tall men enough 
we'll immolate and lay low, to rie with all the pines felled by the 
trespassers, for that timber will break human timbers innumerai- 
Ue, — will make occasicm for the whole ground as a gra¥e<-yard^^ 
will pour out red blood siore than aU the pines of M«4awaska 
can pour turpentine. The debatable land we'll shroqd in a 
smoke, dunner and pitchier than a fttir^of the whole forest would 
send up, in a time of drought, — we'll raise war on the Canadian 
North — ^war in the Soutb~*-not with the hunted SeBuoolc, but 
with xhe resuscitated negro— for the thunders of it would wake 
him from the dead. His dull ear will catch the universal cry,— 
war on the ocean — ^war along the shore — war on the frontiers. 
O, what an adequate consideration for all this, the domain con* 
trc^ of this strip of land! the fixing of a disputed line^— matter 
of a petty land-lawsuit« 

Away with your national honor ; it is a foul dishonor. Avay 
with your pride ; it is shame. Away with your eagle ; he is a foul 
bird of prey, a hunter of carcasses^ a devourer of carrion* He 
is an unfit emblem of civilized man. - 

We enter our solemn, indignant, unheeded and despised ^ote^t 
against this savage, barbarian contest. 



UNPARALLELED OUTRAGE! 

[From the Herald of Freedom of May &, 1839.] 
^OUTRAGE AND IMPOSITION." 

The Boston Courier of the IGth inst ccmtains an article, which 
the veteran editor tacitly endorses, detailing one of the most 
flagrant violations of American sentiment on record. Such an 
instance of abolition insolence and fraud and of colored impu- 
dence, we scarcely remember since the morbid eqicitement begun 
against our southern- institutions. The particulars are detailed 
with frightful fidelity by the Courier's accomplished correspond- 
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eiit, whose indignation seems to have been kindled to the utmost 
pitch of gentlemanly endurance. And really if the christian puli^ 
Ac passes this wrer, the worst apprehensions of the country, from 
^aa abolition excitement, will hnwe hem realized. Popular for- 
bearance should' have limits. It is already ceasing to be a virtiie. 
The outrage was on bo^ the steamer Massachufietta. A paa* 
senger of the name of Buffiim^ says the article, '' had with hiniy 
beside hii tDife, colored womxv, for whom bb procured tick- 
ets, WITHOUT GIVING ANT INTIMATION OF THR FACT, AND FUT 
THEM IN THE LADIES' CARIN, WHERE THET SLEPT ALL NIGHT 
WITHOUT THE KNOWLEDGE OF ANY ONE." 

What a concatenation of peipetrations have we here ! peipe* 
tration upon perpetration I Tickets procured if^- colored w<«ne4« 
without forewarning the captain I Women thrust into the ladie^ 
cabin — not only ¥bomen among ladies — but colored women among 
white ladies; for though the correspondent does not eifnresaly 
arow it, we have to infer they were white—* and the ugly crea- 
tures had the deliberate insc^ence to sleep there. The height of 
impudence this abolition has already led them Uk They could 
sleep in a huMe^ cabin, and^the Imdies themsehes did not know 
it ** Without the knowledge of oajf. one" says the cocresfxmd- 
ent. O, thenr perilous condition, and they not know it ! And 
but for the vigilance of a cc^red chambermaid, the ladies might 
hare slept all night — a chambermaid, " excellent in her place," 
says the correspondent. She was in the same cabin, to be sure^ 
but then not for the impudent purpose of sleep ; she was there 
for vigilance — *^ in her place," to serve the ladies. Had these 
creatures been in there for service instead of rest^ they would 
have been in their places ; but they were in for rest, which was 
an " outrcige" and they slept and concealed their color, which 
was an " imposition." 

And what if the ladies had found it out in the night — *' in the 
dead waste and middle of the night" — what would have been the 
consequence t What fits they might have had, and what high' 
sierricks gone into, had they waked in the dark, and seen a 
colored something, right there in the berths ! Or what if one 
of them had stack out her lily hand or her alabaster foot, and 
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touched naked color — O^ she might haye run *' crazy and ravm' 
distracted !" 

X)n what pretext were these ugly monsters thrust in there T 
Why, forsooth, they had purchased tickets of admission, and had 
paid for them ! But then they cmnceidtd their color. It was a 
fraud upon the cq>tain. He thought all was tohiU and fair. 
They were ugly colored women, and he tiiought they were ladies 
as pale as a diaper. It was an imposition. We are imposed to 
mobs. We would go far to ^ prerent" them, in the abstract. 
Biit there mmy be cases. We appeal to a candid public— are 
there no limitations ? Is the law an adequate remedy in aU caseat 
Our wives and daughters, they may want to travel*— and to what 
are they to be exposed t The Purest and most delicate of them 
moty sleep in the same apartment, ail night, with odored women > 

But the imposition was detected. The c^ain traced it to 
this Bufium. He was a real " gentleman,*' said the Cburter*^ 
correspomdemi. ** No boat or captain stood, in his estimation, 
higher.^ He told Buffum, '* he had no objection to his being 
with the colored women ; and had he asked the favor, he wouki 
have put them in a room by themselves, where they might hav^ 
slept together.'* Was he not a gemtUman f And the ladies, im 
whose approving presence he uttered this piece of gentleman* 
ship — were they n<Jt real ladies f O, they were real — primo. 

And they had a mob too, a salt-water mob. " At this mo- 
ment," says the Courier's friend^ " the crowd began to get large 
('property and standing* doubtless) and the excitement to in- 
crease," (** tremendous public excitement," Buckingham's friend 
Patriot would call it) and many began to fear the result — ^that ia, 
fear they should lay hold of Mr. Buffum and the cdored women, 
and throw them overboard ! The mob always ''fears the result J* 
It always tries to prevent itself, and if it can't, it ^' fears the 
ttmltP 

Mr. Garrison was there. He tried to speak ; but they would 
not allow it. Some sea Atherton or Cushman put the previous 
question into his mouth, and stopped him. They put it to voite 
right away, and voted that the whole crew was ''disgusted." 
The disgust was very general — Tl to 98. *' They li^wed ool^ 
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clBnvelj" says the beautiibl corresponcleBt of the magnanimoos 
Coarier, '' by their rote and wdiiooa, for they would not aJloir 
Mr. Garrison to speak a word, that they held him and his party 
in tiiis transaction in utter detestation." Mr. Buckingham is all 
for freedom of debate, a detests <^ Atfaertonism and Cushman- 
ity ; but that is in Congress, and in a case of party. As a whig, 
he is for it when a Van Boren partisan applies the gag. There 
he is for free discnssion, right of petition, &c. d&c. ^ Circum- 
stances alter cases." He ^idc^ses folly this instance of gaggery. 
Let him nerer open his month against it in Congress again. Me 
would gag free discossicm there, if he had occasion. He would 
outrherod Cushman in forestalling debate. 

But they put it to tote — this beautifol boafs crew — without a 
moment's debate or consideration, and they stood disgusted, 77 
to 23 — just about the true Congress majority. And at what were 
they disgusted 1 Why, that three defencriess women, were shel* 
tered by that boat's ribs, instead of shiyering on deck, amid the 
tarred cordage, eiqposed to the mercies of the night searwinda, 
and peradventnre a tempest They were in comfort and at rest, 
—haying, no doubt, thanked God, with tears of gratitude, for so 
unexpected a shdter. Their gentle^iearted sistars were " dis- 
gusted" at this. O, the beautiful ladies I — the gentle and sym- 
pathetic fine ladies 1 O, tiie gentlemanly gentl«nen, that ^ould 
thrust woman out of doors, at night, upon the sea 1 O, the fair 
sex, that would nestle and snore away in their snug cabins, while 
their unhappy sisters had to fiice the scowl of night, and the sea's 
rude breath on the naked deck ! O, the beautiful sweethearts, 
that could deep amid scenes like this I O, the magnanimous 
captain ! to deny to woman the shelter which humanity, in its 
barbarian state, would not deny a dog. ^Shelter for the night — a 
night at sea ; when cut <of[ from mankind and on the perilous 
deep, a pirate might dream of kindness — with an amj^e cabin 
for all — ^with his mercenary pay in his pocket. Why did the un- 
feeling brute want those woihen to shiver on deck; that night? 
Why ! but to gratify those eiegant-sonled ladies 1 They could 
not sleep if their colored sisters slept ; they could not enjoy their 
cabin, milesa the nnha|^y colored onea were expoaed on deck. 
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They mast cokmize dK eolored woman, and send her by herself 
to the cold <fock, — the boat's Africa — where she might nrpoM 
finee of the ckrisHaM prejudice bdow. 

A real America:n scene. A demonstration of the barbarity, 
the injustice, the meanness^ the cnieltj of the American people. 
We call their attention to their portrait — their pictnre. We h<^d 
op this boat scene as a mirror. Let than see in it theb reflected 
character and likeness by sea and land. We illostrate cdoni* 
zation by this spirit, that would driye oat those eolored women 
from their sheltered berths, to t^eep en the planked deck, covered 
by the night sky,— only it lacks the mcxskery of getting their 
** consent." A ship's deck, for a warm berth, and a keen, sleep* 
less sea-night, for the rocked rqpose of the cabin, is the proffer 
of colonization to the eolored people. If the ilittstrstion is de* 
ficieht, it is in this — that colonization does not stop at the deck. 
It throwi^ them overboard into the deep of retnmless Africa. It 
banishes them beyond its own walks and limits, where they can 
never again cross its path. The narrow ship affords no siK^ 
" bourne'*— -floch ** undiscovered country" as this. 

Those may argue gravely <m scenes and transactions like tUs, 
who can. We have not the argument, the spirit, or the time to 
do it. We q>eak of it as it strikes us. We feel at it, in some 
measure, we trust, as uncalloused humanity ought to feel. We 
wish we could express oar feelings in words fitted to the oocasioiL 



LETTER TO ALBE CADY— EXTRACT. 
[Fion the Herald of Freedom of Jane 1,^ 1839.} 

Durham, May'XI, 1890. 
A.Cady,E«i. 

My dear ^r, — My editorial chair seems to have taken upon k 

the habit of the leeoraotive, and I have agasn to pay tribute 

through your hand, to our little irfieet, voltmte pede, aa well as 

ci«rrei^-««lasio-— with flying foot, as well as runaway pen. But 

tfvery position and eondt^en furnish good oceasion for aasiiiik 
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apon-the grand enemy. We majr attack it to accoonty with flj« 
ii^ artiil^y, and shoot at it OTer the croap, like the Parthian-— 
though he rode, I helieve, without saddle, and we ahall not, I 
apprehend, be called mi to fight on the retreat. 

I write firora the ancient town of Durham, mice the home and 
now the mortal resting-place of names known in the stirring 
times of the rey<dution. It was formerly a place of ieadh^ im- 
portance among the towns in New Hampshire off the immediate 
sea shore ; but its supremacy was stoieo away by the American 
sjTStem, which set up its water<^wfae^ on the falb of the Owheco 
and the Lamprey. Durium fell into dilapidation by a transfer 
of its trade. Its Uwe^j streets, houses clustering together with 
all the sociable proximity of the city, were forsaken by the lum- 
bermen of Barrington and Bamstead and Pittsfield and Nortb- 
weod — and its flagged and worn udewalks sprung to grass. It 
now seems to be reviving again ; not under the returning in- 
fluences of trade, but the more lasting and substantial thrift €^ 
agriculture. The land around it b of exceeding fertility and 
beauty, and under the fostering influences of temperance and 
anti-slavery (and of resulting religion) could these be brought to 
bear upon it, it would soon regain an ascendancy, of wluch no rival 
Dovers at Tl^&m Markets could deprive it. Its proq[>erity would 
then be based on the imperishable foundati<ms of good principles 
and good husbandry. Its verdant soil would maintain the papi>> 
lation of a city. The ocean flows \js^ into its little credu, and 
its quiet river is visited by small crafl from the sea, distant scmie 
ten miles. I repeat that anti-slavery, temperance and religion, 
and the enlightened and indusUrious tilling of the rich ground 
with which a bounteous God has blessed them, would, in a brief 
period, make Durham the pride of the state. Total abstinence 
must make its pec^e temperate. You would not then, as you 
rode into town from the eastward, meet the farmers of the neighr 
IxMring region, returning towards the sunset, with faces as red as 
that luminary's in harvest time, and with a light borrowed, not 
where the moon borrows hers, but at the inflammatory fountains of 
the unconscionable village grocer. To bring about this total abst»- 
■enee, the {Hralessoni of rdigion must press the whole power of the 
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Bible upon the sin of this spirit excitement. Thej must establish 
and enforce the principle, that the slightest indulgence in ardent 
spirit on any <^ its auxiliaries, is a crime against God, who de- 
mands of man a wcnrship and a service, which he cannot render, 
when touched, ever so lightly, by this unhallowed inspiration. 
To touch it to the taste, is sin. 

The soul should be left to the utmost use of all its faculties 
and powers. Under its care and culture, the landscape would 
then revive and smile like the garden of Eden. The cry of the 
American bondman, for his liberty at the hand of the nation, 
would then reach the ear and the heart of a clear-minded and 
magnanimous community. Every man and every household 
would be abolitionists. The Spirit of God, always striving with 
man till grieved and driven finally away, would be resisted no 
long^, among a people who had crucified their prejudices and 
denied their appetites the strange delights of intoxication. Reli- 
gion would cover the face of the land with the verdure of salva- 
tion. 

On my way I crossed the bold and beautiful Northwood hill. 
A clear pond mirrored at the foot of its western slope. The 
smooth path ascended gently over it, bordered with green. The 
road-side was sowed thick with dandeli(ms, yellow as gold, and 
** rich as the crown of a king ;'* and above, as the sun brc^e out, 
the termagant bobolink hovered, scolding at the delinquent plant- 
ers, and uttering his season cry, *' Plant your com ! plant your 
corn !'' From the top of the hill you behold the levei-ocean 
region stretching to the sky, and extending the whole semi-cii cle 
of the horizon. You feel at once that you are in the neighbor- 
hood of the great sea. To the west the rude and rugged inland 
of New Hampshire. A glorious swell of land to inhabit and 
inhale the breezes of liberty, I wondered, as I contemplated it, 
how editorial genius could be born and bred there, without catcb- 
ing the love of fireedom and emancipation. It is the early home, 
I believe, of the accomplished editor of the News-Letter. 

This morning I took stage for the metrc^lis — passed the 
beautiful New Market factories and flourishing village — the dull 
village of Exeter, which with all its remaining splendor looked 
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to me like a " decayed gentleman," a dUapidated aristocrat. I 
thought it would be one of the last places that would hear of the 
anti-slavery rerolution, or any of the great reforms of the day. 
This was a mere passing apprehension, and may be whdly a 
mistaken one. The respectable and high-born old town may be, 
at this hour, full of ultra temperance men and ** technical abo- 
litionists." I could perceive, in my rapid ride through it, no 
signs of this, however, except the sign of the office of the " News- 
Letter" — indeed I did not discover that, though. I respectfully 
looked for it. 

At Haverhill we took passage in the cars for the city, at half 
past one, and were scarcely seated, when the mighty prapuisar, 
aggravated by the interesting conversation of some antinslavery 
ladies, hurried us at once from the green and glowing country 
into the confused city. 



EMANCIPATION IN THE WEST INDIES. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Aug. 31, 1839.] 

Complaints are frequently made that it does not work welL 
The great proof is, that the sugar crop is lessened. And why 
should not it be lessened, if emancipation works well or works at 
all ? Before emancipation, the sugar crop was all in all. It was 
the whole crop and fruit of slavery. All was raised and made 
that could be, and as much exported and as little consumed at 
home, as could be. It was the slave's business to produce — ^not 
consume. Now he is emancipated ; and what follows? Why, there 
IS something else to be done in the islands, beside the sweet work 
of making sugar to sell and nourish the idle masters. The col- 
ored man is no longer doomed and devoted and sacrificed to sugar 
making. It is not now " the chief end of man" there. 

The man has something else to do. He has houses to build, 

to live in. His land to carry on, to raise provision on. He etxis 

some of the sugar he makes, and does not leave it all to swell the 

crop for the market. He has to help build the schod-hoose and 

7 
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the chapel, ay, the chapel. There is great call for chapeb in 
the West Indies. Chapels are looking up there. Chapels are 
risivg. There is fencing to make, we take it, and premises to 
rig up and repair and make comfortable. The women too are 
leaving the Jicld, and turning their hands to kouse-ipork. They 
are quitting' ^Aeir sphere in the cane-field, and betaking themselves 
to domestic institutions. And the children— they are going to 
school, and instead of making sugar, making progress in the a b 
ab business. This draws off a good share of the effective force 
from the sweet business of the plantation. And after all, only one 
twentieth of the crop is diminished, from the utmost result of the 
whole slave force of the islands, — driven at the top of their speed, 
at high-pressure whip-power. Only ^^j — such is the superior 
vigor and productiveness of free, over slave labor. The crop 
will by and by increase twenty-fold. Not all for exportation, to 
be sure — for consumption, portion of it — Aowc-consumption ; for 
there is getting to be homes in the West Indies. " Sunrise" no 
longer " brings sorrow" there. " Childhood is" no more " win- 
try" in the sunny isles of the Carribean, . Other things will be 
raised there, beside sugar, which, sweet as it is, is but a poor and 
bitter staff of life. Man cannot live by sugar alone. How un- 
natural and gloomy, to have those glorious gardens doomed to 
that solitary production ! To have the patient and generous earth 
enslaved and prostituted to the unsightly and unsocial production 
of a single article only, and that not tlie staff of life — not bread 
— not grown to live on, but to sell, to enrich those who did not 
sweat in its production, only as they toiled with the whip, to drive 
unrequited (or thus requited) labor out of the wretched slave. 

The earth never would spontaneously give her strength to such 
an unnatural production. She wants to yield food for man and 
beast, and not mere merchandise. She wants to yield it, too, to 
free labor. She joys to have her bosom vexed with the free 
ploughshare, and shaven with the scythe and the sickle of the 
shouting husbandman, who owns her fee simple. She likes to be 
ploughed and dressed by her own lords paramount — *' them and 
their heirs forever." She likes to be freehold in the hands of 
those who cuUivate her acquaintance and her surface. Yes, eman- 
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cipation works gloriously in the West Indies. A friend told as 
this morning that a gentleman in New York, recently from Ja- 
maica, complained to him that he had to leave, in consequence 
of emancipation. He was an ootrseer. He had to quit for want 
of employ y poor gentleman. Others had to do the same. There 
^was nobody left in the island to oversee, or ovtrlook. He brought 
an immense lot of gold and silver from the West Indies with him 
that he had earned there. The Wall street sharpers got hold of 
him, and eased him of the whole of it. It reminded us of the 
eagle plundering the fish-hawk. We are glad the money has got 
into comparatively honest hands. 



THE AFRICAN STRANGERS. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Sept. 21, 1839.] 

We are inclined to treat their case as an abolitionist, rather than 
as an inquirer into their liabilities under the rules and regulations 
of this slaveholding country, called laws. As an abolitionist we 
say, defying contradiction, that they ought not for a moment to 
be kept under duress. The whole procedure against them, from 
king Sharka down through the dignitaries of Cuba to Andrew 
Sharlca Judson, is all of a piece. It is pro-slavery vidence all of 
it. This is what we take notice of We shall not trouble our- 
selves or our readers to go through the legal authorities or argu- 
ments bearing on the case of these imprisoned men. If they 
would treat them as they do white men, we don't so much care as 
to the result. Their lives are as important and no more so, than 
any other equal number of human beings of the great multi-col- 
ored and dispersed family. We look to see what hand slavery has 
in disposing of them, and to make what use we can of the whole 
occurrence against the infernal institution of slaveholding. And 
though we feel no small interest in the heroic Cingues, we don't 
claim that he have his life and his rights merely because he is a 
hero or a master spirit, but because he is a man. Had he been 
ever so cowardly or ever so imbecile in mind or spirit, we should 
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be equally strenuous, and more so, in his behalf; for it is the 
poor and feeble brethren of our race of whose rights we ought 
to be most tender. We are aware that a good deal of enthusiasm 
dii^ayed by the pro-slavery press is based upon any thing rather 
than justice and a lore of the right. It forgets Cingues' color, in 
admiration of his valor and his talent and personal prowess. But 
all this will evaporate by and by, when we call cm it to carry out 
the feeling in behalf of three millions of Cingues' brethren and 
sisters, who are now weltering in the slough of slavery in this 
country. Why don't this sympathy rise for them ? Who shall 
kindle at the wrongs of Cingues, and sneer at the infinitely greater 
sufferings of the plantation ? If they hang Cingues, they won't 
defeat him of the chief object of his rising. He rose for liberty. 
He has got that, and if he dies, he dies a freeman. Liberty 
will be cheaply purchased by death. Death is infinitely lighter 
than slavery. He loses his country, his sweet home, his dear wife 
and children. His heart will be with them — 

" There where his rude hut by the" J^Tiger " lay, 
There were his young barbarians, all at play. 
And there their" jifrk "mother, — he their wre 
Butchered to make a" Yankes ** holiday." 

But they won't hang him. We are fearful they won't try him. 
The umereignty of Cuba is making application to Van Buren to 
deliver up this stray property. See if he will incur the frown of 
the South, and hazard the bauble of the presidency by refusing. 
Try them and acquit them and treat them as innocent men, or as 
MEN, the country won't dare do, unless in this moment of excite- 
ment, and conquered for the hour by Cingues' William Tell 
prowess. How could we look the South in the face after it ; as 
Abner said to Asahel, " How then shall I hold up my face to Joab 
thy brother ?" What will become of the Union ? The South 
would get together in the Rotunda at Charleston, and with flam* 
ing speeches from Calhoun and Preston, dissolve it into non* 
entity. They would stare at the North so fiercely, that it would 
go into dough-faced hysterics. They won't dare acquit. And to 
condemn will be a de-licate matter. Counsel are engaged wbo 
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will be compelled by their oaths to unfold the whole law, and to 
show forth their right of acquittal by our own Venetian justice, 
and the full reasons of acquittal will be recorded, and the nation 
will read it,, and the blood of the murdered Cingues wiU cry in ears 
that were deaf as the adder to the roice of LoFejoy's. They will 
hardly dare hang. Cuba will reiiere the republic. She will ask 
her imperial sister for her slaves. She will get them. The brave 
Cingues crosses the Gulf stream once more, and should God not 
open to his mighty genius some second way to victory and liberty, 
or his unwary t3^ants slacken his chain, so that he might bound 
indignantly over the vessel's side, and escape them in the depths 
of the ocean, they will revenge upon him the daring eflS^ontery 
that raised hand against the divine prerogative of mastery. They 
won't attempt to get him to the plantation. They have no fancy 
to undertake reducing him, breaking him, making his Hannibal 
form handy in the reptile harness. No overseer would covet the 
management of him. He would as soon harness the " unicorn" 
to " harrow the valleys after*' him. He would gladly swap Cingues 
for almost any pro-slavery editor in the New England states, and 
pay that boot which is due to the servility of spirit that would 
mike a slave. No, they would save his more docile and submis- 
sive companions for the plantation, but they would make of the 
gallant hero a signal example of slaveholder's vengeance, which 
knows no bounds. Those laughing Afric girls would be reared 
to adorn, by and by, Don Jose Ruez's harem, that young gentle- 
man, who so interested the New London editor, and the United 
States naval officer. He would undoubtedly requite these repub- 
lican sympathisers, should they hereafter visit his Cuba plantation, 
with all sorts of hospitality, 
7* 
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CINGUEa 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Sept. 28, 1839.] 

We are inclined to call the noble African by this name, al- 
though he is called by as many different titles as our republican- 
ism offers reasons for enslaving his people. We have seen a wood- 
cut representation of the royal fellow. It looks as we should 
think it would. It answers well to his lion-like character. The 
head has the towering front of Webster, and though some 
shades darker than our great countryman, we are struck, at first 
sight, with his resemblance to him. He has Webster's lion- 
aspect — his majestic, quiet, uninterested cast of expression, look- 
ing, when at rest, as if there was nobody and nothing about him 
to care about or look at. His eye is deep, heavy — ^the cloudy iris 
extending up behind the brow almost inexpressive, and yet as if 
volcanoes of action might be asleep behind it. It looks like the 
black sea or the ocean in a calm — an unenlightened eye, as 
Webster's would have looked, had he been bred in the desert, 
among the lions, as Cingues was, and if, instead of poring upon 
Homer and Shakspeare and Coke and the Bible, (for Webster 
read the Bible when he was young, and got his regal style there) 
it had rested, from savage boyhood, on the sands and sky of 
Africa. It looks like a wilderness — a grand, but uninhabited 
land, or, if peopled, the abode of aboriginal man. Webster's 
eye like a civilized and cultivated country — country rather than 
city — ^more on the whole like woods and wilderness than fields oi 
villages. For, afler all, nature predominates greatly in the eye 
of our majestic countryman. 

The nose and mouth of Cingues are African. We discovei 
the expanded and powerful nostril mentioned in the description, 
and can fancy readily its jcontr actions and dilations, as he made 
those addresses to his countrymen, and called upon them to rush, 
with a greater than Spartan spirit. Upon the countless white peo- 
ple, who, be apprehended, would doom them to a life of slavery. 
He has none of the look of an Indian — nothi»g of the savage. 
It is a gentle, magnanimous, generous look, not so much of the 
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warrior as the sage ; a sparing and not a destructive look, like 
the lion's, when unaroused by hunger or the spear of the hunts- 
man. It must have flashed terribly upon that midnight deck, 
when he was dealing with the wretched Ramonflues. 

We bid pro-slavery look upon Cingues, and behold in him the 
race we are enslaving. He is a sample. Every Congolese and 
Mandingan is not, be sure, a Cingues. Nor was every Corsican 
a Napoleon, or every Yankee a Webster. " Giants are rare," 
sud Ames, '* and it is forbidden that there should be races of 
them." But call not the race inferior ^ which in now and then 
an age produces such men. 

Our shameless people hive made merchandise of the likeness 
of Cingues, as they have of the originals of his (and their own) 
countrymen. They had the effrontery to look him in the face long 
enough to delineate it, and at his eye long enough to copy its 
wonderful expression. 

By the way, Webster ought to come home to defend Cingues. 
He ought to have no counsel short of his twin-spirit. His de- 
fence were a nobler subject for Webster's giant intellect, than 
the Foote resolutions or Calhoun's nullification. There is, in- 
deed, no defence to make. It would give Webster occasion to 
strike at the slave trade and at our people for imprisoning and 
trying a man admitted to have risen only against the worst of 
pirates, and for more than life — for liberty, for country, and for 
home. 

Webster should vindicate him, if he must be tried. Old Mar- 
shall would be the man to try him. And after his most honorable 
acquittal and triumph, a ship should be sent to convey him to his 
country — not an American ship. They are all too near akin to 
" the low, long, black schooner" A British ship — old Nelson's 
line-of-battle, if it is yet afloat, the one he had at Trafalgar ; and 
Hardy, Nelson's captain, were a worthy sailor to command it to 
Africa. He would steer more honestly than the treacherous old 
Spaniard. He would steer them toward the sunrise, by night as 
well as by day. An old British sea captain would have scorned 
to betray the noble Cingues. He would have been as faithful as 
the compass. 
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We wait to see the late of the African hero.* We feel no anx- 
iety for him. The country can't reach him. He is above their 
reach and above death. « He has conquered death. But his wife 
and his children — they who 

" Weep beside the cocoa- tree" 



And we wait to see the bearings of this providential event upon 
American slavery. 



PIERPONT EJECTED FROM THE PULPIT. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Oct. 12, 1839.] 

We bid the servile co:mtry look at it as a sign of the times. 
It will be marked by the future historian, as he tells of the re- 
formation of the country or its downfall, whichever event may be 
in the designs of Providence, an alternative puzzling to our con- 
jecture. Much is doing to save it. Pierpont has done much. 
Hollis Street pews mistake, in supposing their ejection will prevent 
his doing much more. He was before a pent moral volcano — 
ribbed in by these pew and pulpit obstructions ; — for after all his 
burning freedom, he has been impeded and embarrassed by those 
nightmares, that from their sixty-three perches, stared their tor- 
porific eyes at his dedicated station. Cast out from that house, 
he will prove an .^tna in full eruption. 

It is a threatening token, when the New England capital ban- 
ishes her Unitarian ministers from the pulpit, for being bold and 
faithful to speak of the mammoth vices of the city and the crimes 
of the day; Boston's favorite denomination banished unblush- 
ingly for preaching the truth, even in the graceful phrase and 
scholar periods of Pierpont ! See how her other steeples will 
bear it. But it is again an encouraging token, that a preacher 
of this popular persuasion there should have the boldness and 
fidelity to incur ejection in such a behalf It shows one tenth at 
least, in the haughty city, of the salt, that may be required to 
save it. 
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We do not sympathize in the distinguishing doctrines of this 
ingenuous and most estimable minister. We have lamented that 
his fine eye should, as it has seemed to us, overlook the myste- 
rious and wondrous humiliation of the eternal God, condescend- 
ing to the death of the cross, that man, ctktrwise incapable of 
reconciliation to him, might have everlasting life, while his rec- 
titude of principle, c<mscientiousness of life and disinterested 
boldness for humanity, have put to shame the multitudes of the 
northern pulpit, who, with a better profession, as we deem it, 
have rested on that profession — ^hung upon it, or skulked behind 
it, to avoid obedience to him they professed to believe. Pro- 
fessing a better Savior, they have followed him — ^if at all — afar 
off, like Peter at the betrayal ; and if they have not betrayed, 
have at least denied him, in the persons of " the least of these 
his brethren." We would affectionately hope that our persecuted 
brother may take occasion from this instance of suffering for 
truth and duty, solemnly and prayerfully to review his faith, and 
to lay his heart q[>en, deeper and deeper, to the influences of the 
HcAj Spirit — ^that He would reveal to him, in the light He will 
be seen in hereafter and forever — that Savior, in whose cause ht 
so honorably suffers, amid his faithless and forsaking disciples. 
We speak this in no sectarian mood or spirit . 

We ask the friends of religious liberty to read the manly letter 
of the banished Hollis street minister. We would commend it 
to the pondering attention of the pulpit, especially of that portion 
of it, which does not deem it expedient to run counter to the hu- 
mors and caprices of parish wealth and influence. " It will never 

do," says the faithful Rev. Mr. Blank, " for ministers to go 

faster than the wishes of their people." Their people they are 
rightly called — and they are kept theirs, by humoring their un» 
godly prejudices and winking at their respectable iniquities. Thus 
are very many ministers the slaves and panders of their parishes, 
while they are at the same time (and by this means) their tyrants. 
They lord it over the superstition of their congregations, and 
trample on whatever of spiritual independence they descry amid 
the general vassalage, — all the while watching the current of 
popular caprice, with the assiduity of that tmcompromring watchp 
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man, which obseryes the wind at the top pf their steeples. Not 
•o John Pierpont And for this, " property and standing" has 
ejected him from the pulpit We wait to see what community 
says to it, on whose bosom he is cast The press — will it depr^ 
cate proscription — in the abstract — and then regret Mr. Pierpont's 
imprudence in thus awakening it? And the Winslow pulpits — 
we are curious to hear their response to this summons of the 
Hollis street '* brotherhood." The independeKct and the fidel- 
ity of the pulpit aie here signally struck down ! Let us see if it 
will be answered by a general quivering and succumbing — by fresh 
servility to the mob and heightened insolence to the abolitionists. 
• We congratulate Mr. Pierpont on his distinguished victory. He 
has come off with signal honc^. We expect henceforth double 
portion of the outpouring of his flaming genius for humanity 
and for God. Let the pro-slavery, wine-bibbing, grognstimula* 
ting, time-serving, mob-instigating, man-crushing and God-defying 
world, have now no quarter at the hands of his lightning muse^* 
now is the hour. " Felix opportumtate" — not ^'mortis^^ — for it 
is victor y'^happy in this occasion of deliverance from a base- 
spirited and jrofiigate pew-tyranny. 



THE NORTH STAR. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Dec. 7, 1839.] 

John Pierpont has turned all free eyes to this glorious little 
arctic luminary, which is henceforward to be the queen of the 
night firmament. His " Fugitive's Slave's Apostrophe" to it^ — 
published in our week before last — (in our absence, or we should 
have attempted an apostrophe to thaty) seems to us a star in the 
sky of poetry, that shall be gazed at as long as the language it is 
clothed in endures, and while that cold and steadfast orb shall 
twinkle in the polar heavens to guide the sailor on the untracked 
deep ; and long, long after it shall have ceased to be the magnet 
of the fugitive from southern bondage, to attract and direct him 
through these free states to the land of liberty. 



THE NORTH STAR. S3 

'' Star of the North" — O, it warms the true antinslavery heart 
lo look at it, now, of a clear December's night ** Sun of the 
sUepUss'* it is — and as it is followed by the pilgrim for liberty, 
so it will be watched by the lovers of the mnse, with a dearer 
interest than ever Chaldean shepherd gazed at the spangled fir- 
mament. 

We cannot read this glorious '' Apostrophe" without team of 
admiration and wonder, — no more at the beauty <^ the thought 
and the starry magnificence of the numbers, than at the sublime 
appreciation it di^lays of the " fugitive's" manhood — hunted by 
the man-robber of the South and his fellow-hounds ; — while his 
mouth is thus filled with deathless poetry. We mark him hence- 
forth as a poet, as well as " a man and a brother." It is no Jio 
tian, though it be poetry, that the bard here sets forth. Our 
fugitive brother feels it all as he flies. His manhood awakens 
as he speeds his way, and tbe star he follows fills his soul with 
hope and inspiration. How keenly his dark vision scans the 
northern firmament for its evening appearance ! How impatiently 
be watches till God lights his blessed lamp, and hangs it in his 
northward way ! With what anxiety he witnesses the interven- 
ing float of the " fleecy drapery of the sky !" He scrutinizes 
the shrouded pole till it shines again. — There it is yet ! He 
blesses God and " presses on ;" his eagerness and his aspirations 
scarcely surpassed, in holy sublimity, by those of the men who 
followed the star of Bethlehem. He goes for liberty — ^human 
LIBERTY, a boon of inestimable preciousness. Men have learned 
here to .undervalue it. He flees like Pilgrim — firom the city of 
Destruction. 

How inexpressibly tender the fugitive's benediction fer the 
gentle star-beam, that rests upon the spring where he stoq;>s to 
drink, and where he reposes at approach of day ; — and who can 
hear, without shrinking and thrilling with cold fear, 

*' In the dark top of sonthem pines 
I nestled when the dr'iTer's horn,'* &c. 

But we can't review. It is above our province. We can't ztay 
lor it, any more than can our panting brother. We and he are 
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on the way to liberty. We thank the noble bard in behalf of our 
flying brother and of our cause. We trust the time will come 
he need not fly. The Apostrophe is a star to guide men to our 
cause. It sheds lustre upon it in the eyes of all lovers of genius. 
Men cannot scorn the enterprise that enlists such talent. It will 
attract eyes not to be attracted by the flame of liberty. 

But, O ! shame to New England, that the fugitive cannot rest 
amid all her hills ! that he must be fugitive still — along her bold 
streams ! There is no rest for his tire^l foot in all her borders. 
The star of liberty rests not over the Pilgrim States. The " wist 
men" who follow it, do not find it " coming and standing over us." 
Our mountain region, the very home and haunt for freedom — it 
is only the highway to liberty — and the indignant spirit, as it 
traverses it in quest of disenthralment, must say of it, as the 
surly Johnson did, wlien he said of Scottish prospects, that '' the 
cmly fine one was the high road that led to England." Our only 
natural fine prospect is that of the high road to Canada and liberty. 



THE MONTHLY MISCELLANY. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Dec. 14^1839.] 

The following article we take from " The Monthly Miscel- 
lany," &c. — a highly respectable periodical, published at Boston. 
Its contributors are among the most accomplished writers of the 
country. 'We publish the article and mention the source of it, 
as a mark of great change in public opinion in the community ; 
such periodicals not having deigned, until recently, to admit such 
vulgar and fanatical topics to their graceful pages. The able 
reviewer is shocked at the atrocities developed by "Slavery as it 
is." But why shocked t Was he not aware of the existence of 
SLAVERY in the land, and is he surprised that it should bring forth 
such fruits ? To be sure the details, in this terrible book, are 
shocking. They are enough to chill humanity's blood and stop 
its pulse — ^to make its 'eyes start from their spheres, and its comr 
bined locks to rear themselves on end — separate and rigid with 
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horror. Bui is k sarpnsing t Was k noc to be cxpeeted of such 
a nslation, betweeti mem, as that of master and sianre,— H>wiier and 
ehattel 1 Is any one so utteriy unaware 'of human nature, as tm 
think kumtm treatment — not to soy kumane^—axM be bestowed 
upon a brute !— ^Terrible deveiopmeals, focsooth. Well, the aboli* 
tiohists have been holding up to community, these eight years^ thk 
creature itself-^in its essential, vital monstirosity. They dragged 
it forth onto the public arena, and stretched it out under gaze of 
the nation in all its scaly deformity, its hydra hideousness. The 
nation were excited — but it was at the abolitionists, not at the 
dragon. They were mad at the sight— but not mad at slavery. 
They were mad with the abolitionists, and fell upou them with 
mobocratic fury. And the genteel writers of the day were among 
those who mstigated the mob. They were annoyed, offended, 
disgusted. They tossed €heir scholastic noses on high, and gave 
▼ent, in the ears of ** popular sentiment," to their dainty and 
lettered indignation. Well, such is' human nature, and such has- 
been human history. Let it all pass for the present If repented 
of, all is pardonable— and '' late" repentance is " bett^ than 
never." 

But Mr. Weld's book, terrible and faithful though it be, 19 
wrongly titled. It is net slavery as it is. Slavery as it is, 
cannot be written in an earthly book. The <femon relation is 
indescribable, unutterable, inconceivable. There are no words 
formed for it. Words are for human occasion, and for the use 
of human nature ; and nature hath no occasion for a slavery 
vocabulary. The delineator of slavekt must consult the lexi- 
cography of hell. He must learn the dialect of the bottomless 
pit. Weld can talk the strcmgest human langnage. But he has- 
attempted a work that transcends his and human power. He 
has examined a " thousand witnesses.^ They tell all they know 
relative to the cause for which Uiey are summoned. But inter- 
rogate them as to sLAVEnv* as rris, and they must utter only 
their nan mi ricardo, or stand mute. They amy tell of some of* 
its external incidents. They can testify of the whippings and 
starvings — the driving and the laoeratioBs-^be maimmgs, and 
the '' deaths by moderate tmreeiim^'^'-^iht hmtings with dog and 
8 
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gixa — ^the 4iep8ratM»s — ihe anapiung tsunder of Uie strong heartr* 
Mringft and all the gende et celeras of the domestic instituticm. 
ftut are these uLATEKYt Do these begin to disclose ilf Do 
tiiej give a kimi at it? Do thej disclose its title-page, or even 
its outside lettering! No— no — ^no. They don't. Thejr can't 
Milton was a bold man. He Tentured on things ^* mwaittwipted 
fai prot€ 9r rkymA," He descended in imaginatioBto the nether 
helK Bat he did not essay the more dwing conoeption io bring 
hen up, and translate it to the earth and the air. Hell above 
ground is slarery as it is. This is our descriptton of slavery. 
We leave it at tins. No sUre, escaped fitxn it, will say we have 
exaggerated^ or will ask us to attempt details. 
- Weld^s testinK»iy may scare away some from their anti»aboli- 
tionism ; but it makes no gehnine aBti-«lav«7 men. It makes 
ao such abolitionists as the mighty author. He became one he* 
fort he saw hit book. So did all aboliticmists. What made Gar- 
riebn an anti-slavery man ? Slatbbt. The word-^the idea, the 
relation — the abetr action. Not ** slavery in the abstract" — had 
it continued abstract Had slavery existed only in the abstract, 
he had remained an abclitionist in the abstract. But slavery 
existed in the appUcoiiim, and heihtrrfort became an abolition- 
ist in the application. He shouted his war cry at first idea of 
the dreadful wrong. Weld beard it and answered amid the depths 
<^ Ohio. The Liba'ator uttered his voice on the wild margin 
of the Atlantic They heard him en the western rivers and the 
utmost lakes. 

" The testimony of a thousand witnesses'* is important to our 
cause. It wiH affect minds that higher considerations cannot 
reach. It helps overthrow davery-^hou^ it may make no genu- 
ine abolitionists. It is that sort of testimony that men seek to 
help them in their unbelief! It is ihe kind of evidence the rich 
man in hell wanted Abraham to send td the eartb to convince his 
fif>e brethren, and keq) them from that |^aoe of torment It is 
the preaching of unbelief. It is not Moses and the prophets. 
Those the land has heand «nd ^sregarded. Neither wiU they 
btlieve, though a thousand vntnesaes come up and teU theii 
ghastly Btcnry from tfafr-iSaMvch-y^rd of. the 8outk 
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That our brother man was enslared, wts fenough forus to hear. 
We 4td not care whether be wbm (Mrersrarked or under-- full fed 
va flcanlilj-— clad or naked*— vhipped or unwhipped. He was a 
siaYx. fie waa imkmted^ and we cared not whether he was a 
hungrjr dog* or a surfeited on&^aa.an ox, whether his neck was 
worn with the yoke or hia hide perforated with the goad,— -or 
whether, as a horse or an ass, his sides were waled with the cart 
whip or cut up with the spur. Finding him a brutCyVfe took it 
for granted he had brutt treatment, -aggrai^ated by the circuBo- 
stance that he oonld prm»ke and be hated^ as quadruped br utalily 
<x>uld not 

The remarks of the reviewer on public opinion are able and 
just. Will he join the anti-slarery ranks, and help revolutionize 
that opinion ? or will he content himself with writing a handsome 
article on our enterprise, and leave it to struggle on as it has 
done! We like his opinion that ** excision'' is the only remedy 
for slavery ; but we marvel that he could have snpposed h a tol^' 
rable evil, before he read of the lightest of its inflictions, in 
^^ Slavey as it is.** 



*f» 



THE PIFTEEN-GAUX>N LAW. 

tProiiii the Herald of Freedom of Dec. 21, 1839.] 

Ws are glad that Massachusetts peopte are ^getting satisfied 
that legislation is no prcf>er meamre for the promotion of a moral 
enterprise. The aUti^lavery measure is moral agitation — by free 
discussion. The pro-slavery measure is the legislature. It is as 
good a measure, in one spiritual enterprise as another— <is good 
to regulate the heUef^ as the conduct of men. Mankind were 
not made to imprmie under its discipline. 

They complain of the fifteen-gallon law in Massachusetts, be- 
cause it has revoluticni^od tl e parties. Mr. Buckingham is in a 
rage with it, because of its impolicy, and because it has shaken 
Governor Everett in his gubernatorial riioes* We detest l^^ar 
lative interference, because it promotes drunkenness. We think 
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the dection of Got. ETerett of far minor importance to the intox- 
ieation of one man^^he most abandoned wretch in the by-places 
of the capital. For one man to get drunk, whoever he be, is of 
more misdbierous impcMrtance than a political revokition that 
abould not only defeat the Reverend Mr. Ererett of. one year's 
occupancy of " HerotPs judgment-seat," bat should leaye the 
ietrarthy of Massachusetts unoccupied fi>r twenty years to come. 
Indeed, we think it would be a great benefit to the self^governed 
people of the Commonweaith to go ungovemed — except by them- 
selves — for that term of time to come. We could get ak>ng 
pretty well so in New Hampshire, were it not that the cr^tm and 
militia laws need continual modification; and they are of no 
force over crows or militia officers, without approval 6f a gov- 
ernor. 

Some of our temperance firiends are in love with legislative 
reform in this state, in this behalf. We are decidedly opposed 
to it. It is an illegitimate mode (^ reform, and is, we believe, 
res<Mted to fay those clergymen and politicians, and other great 
men, who are afraid of the effect of moral agitation upon their 
influential positions in community. We say, let every man seU 
as much rum and drink as much rum as he chooses, ybr all legis' 
lation. If we can't stop drunkenness without the paltry aid of 
our state house, let it go on. It is a less evil than sumptuary 
legislation, — ^and a legislative reformation would be good for 
nothing, if it could be effected. It would be a totally unprinci- 
pled ref(»*mation. And as much as we loathe drunkenness, we 
had as Hef witness any 1>ar-room scene we ever saw, a9 some 
scenes enacted at our stone state house. Why, we have to keep 
the legislature itself, sober, in the very session time, by influence 
of the Temperance society. Stop that influence, and the legis- 
lative session would be a time of general dnmkenness, gambling 
and debauchery, wherever the legislature should hold its nttings. 
And-is the country to look to hgislatUn for the preservation of 
its morals ! We would as soon look to the general muster,, as 
th& genial court. We say this with all deference to our puklxc 
servants^ as they call themselves when they want our votes. 
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ANTI-AAYERY. 

P*roni the HeiaJd of Fnedon of ^ao. 18, UMi) 

This is our nagnifioent enterprise — our grand and gloriooB 
purpose of philantlirc^jr. We labor to effect it by the power of 
truth, by admsniiion, by warning, by solemn appeal to the heart 
and conscience of this nation. 

We have nodnng to say, in this enterprise, to the slave. He 
is no party to his own enslarement — he is to be none to his disen- 
thralment We hare noUiing to say to the South. The real 
helder of the sisre is not there. He is in the North — the fret 
Ninrth, the amti-'sliwery North ! The Sooth have not Ae power to 
hold the slave. It is the character of the nation, that binds and 
hokls him down in bondage. If nothing bnt the puny force of 
the Sooth lay npon Mm, he woold heave it off from his breast with 
swift and bloody - msorrection. It is not the drives whip that 
rules the hundred sturdy md sullen riaves of the cotton field, and 
humbles them to his single contr^. It is not the mastery, at 
whose beck that whip is wielded, ibr that is feeMe, enervated and 
impotent It is not the indolent and vicious population of the 
South, who claim to own these people, that has strength of power 
to keep them in their chains. But it is the whole country. It is 
the republic, at whose behest the enchained millions of the land 
lie fettered. And the efficient force of that republic is north of 
slavery's Dixon line. Slavery is then a northern institution, and 
not a southern. The North continues to titrate it at the national 
capital. The North refuses to interdict the inter-state home trade 
in slaves. The North, by its representative majority, cherishes 
the system in -the territory of Florida. The South could neither 
maintain nor suppress slavery, or the trade in either of these. 
She has not the power, and the North has not the will. We re- 
mind the anti'Slavery North that by a northern majority does 
slavery live at the District of Columbia — a majority oT votes, and 
by a majority of northern hearts and voices, does it live through*^ 
out the Sooth. 

It is not a ^oHUe^ revdotioB, that we haye to work out. This 

8» 
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is not the revolutioa needed. No such would abolish slavery. 
The country would not be prepared by it for the slave's liberty. 
The best and utmost that political movement — that constitutions, 
enactments and decisions could efibct for the slave, is to transmute 
him into that anomaly in a christian repubiic, called a '' free 
nigger." New Hampshire has thus transmuted him by the magic 
force of its politics. What is the liberty of a New Hampshire 
emancipated colored man ? It barely qualifies bim to pass muster 
^ a candidate for the mercy of the Ck)lonisaiion society. All 
that constitution and law have done for him is to fit him for exam- 
ination for the high school at Liberia, They have fitted him for 
re-tratisportatum — as representative of his kidnapped ancestry, — 
by a sort of return slave-trade, and back-track *' middle passage," 
to the forlorn aqd melancholy coast of Afirica. 

Law and constitution have elevated him to the ■ ' impossibility 
ef ever rising in this country** to the water level of humanity^ 

to such a high pitch of infinite debeuement, that Christianity 

(so says colonization) can never reach him— only to fish him up 
for market on the desolate Slave coast. 

Ohio has abolished slavery by law and ccmstitution. Yet Ohio 
is the land. of the black law, and her antihslavery executive casts 
ber Mahan bound hand and foot into the fiery fiimace of Ken- 
tucky. Connecticut has undergone a legal abolition — for proof, 
behold her black act and her demolished Canterbury academy. 
New York has abolished slavery by law ; yet it is as much as a 
colored man's life is worth to live in her cities, and an abolitionist 
has fared there little better than he. Philadelphia is the capital city 
of a constitutional anti-slavery state. The skeleton of Pennsyl- 
vania hall, '' fire-stained" and mob-scathed, looms up in its might, 
a monument of the omnipotency of her idol slavery. Illinois is 
a legally firee state. But slavery boldly ^ot down, befwre her 
face and eyes, freedom of speech and liberty of the press. 
Slavery murdered both with wanton impunity and exultation in 
the streets of Alton. New Hampshire is- a tremendously free 
state. Slavery has beei» abolished by the very g^ius and spirit 
of our institutions. Yet they burnt liberty of spjbecb in efli- 
gy, in her state-house yard, on a September night, in OC/^1835 ! 
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md a schod, erected to liberty^ ia the north^ni oountj of Gral^ 
toDy was brataily hauled off from its foundatioiis by the puUie 
sen^imeiit of the county. But we will not enlurge. Slavery Jias 
been legaUy dbolisbed in half the states, of the Union, and the 
best they can do for the fugitiTe slave vi to give him race ground 
to Canada befiire the southern bloodhound, and for the freed man 
of color is to let in upon him -the gray hounds of Colonization. 
Surely, if '' slavery he the creature of law," that emancipation 
which is its creature, is but a sorry conscdatioQ to the subject 
of it 



THE WORLDS CONVENTION, 

[('ram the Henl4 of Freedom of April 4, 1840.] 

It is impossible for us to tell-— or conceive — the immeasurable 
importance of this contemplated meeting at London. We fear 
American abolitionists are not sufficiently interested in our couti- 
try's being represented there. The philanthropists of England 
are expecting us in great force. John Scoble said the other day, 
at Glasgow, there would He one hundred delegates from the Uni- 
ted States. There ought to be five hundred I We fear there 
will not be fifty. We are apprehensive New Hampshire will not 
be represented there at all. We have not heard from all the 
appointed delegates; but those whose pecuniary means would 
enable them to go, will have concerns at home, we fear, that will 
render their going inconvenient. Money is scarce, and some 
of us cannot obtain it or afford to i^are it from the support of 
numerous and helpless families. But that would not hinder the 
republic of the world being fully represented there. There b 
money enough, but not interest enough felt by the christian pro- 
fession of the land. Missionaries can be fitted out and sustained, 
to carry religion's rush-light to make pagan " darkness visible" 
on the other side of the globe. But the World's Convention, 
which if fi^owed up, (as it will be,) will soon open the way to 
evangeltging the remotest ocfners of the earth, md superseding 
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fdl neoesskj of missionary eO^rt, sach as now is made, scarbelj 
attrsets the sneering noliee of ekurch or state anttmg as. 

The meeting will be the most important the earth has kneann. 
The world never before thought of holding a meeting for suth 
am shfect. It has never before entertained the idea of a.friendfy 
meeting. There was a Hdy Alliance once marched through Lon- 
don afier fifo and drum, under 4n escort of Cossacks from the 
banks df the Den. They met then not to abolish human slavery, 
hat to crash mankind under the iron hoof of military de^>otism — 
to fix, as Daniel Webster said, a horizontal line between the 
upper and under strata of human society. The World's Conven- 
tion is not like that. It meets together, under flag of truce 
preliminary to universal and everlasting peace and brotherhood. 
It is the meeting of the World's committee of arrangements, — 
preparatory to the congregation of the whole human family — to 
be gathered again before long, it is hoped, under the old family 
f oof, afler thousands of years of estrang^noit and wide-di^petsed 
lefiaration. How sublime will be the greeting of these brethren ! 
The ends of the earth meet and shake hands with each other—' 
yea, embrace and kiss each other. It will not be a national meet- 
ing — nationality will not -be represented or recognized. It will 
he a meeting of mankind, and they will discover in each otlier 
convincing tokens of their long4ost fraternity and kindred. It 
will be Humanity's first conference. All the members of the 
human family will be inquired after and hunted up, — however 
remote, — and measures instituted for their relief and salvation. 
None will be forgotten, in whatever longitude or wherever strayed 
or lost between the utmost poles and " earth's central line" — of 
whatever language, complexion or clime. It will be a landmark, 
this " World's Convention," for the admiring retrospection of all 
foture history, — ^the earth's^rs* meeting — but not its last. Man- 
kind will again meet — and again. Ere long they will hold their 
anmu€d meetings — and when some swifter agency than the steam 
— »(for God will smile on human invention and multiply it infi- 
nitely, when it shall labor to ends like this) — i^all circumambulate 
<he globe, in briefer space than the ocean's steams iio«f per- 
forms the semi-monthly trips of the Atlantie-^idio kaovs Jbat 
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^iiey wiO come together from its atmost partB, many times oftener 
4hm the shadowy little planet itself can measore its circuit about 
the son ! H may be ao. It>iai be sa — Stranger things happen 
•Tcry year* 

Shall New England be rqNresented from all her states ? Do the 
people appreciate the mighty importtmce of the meeting 1 It will 
teach men that there is no such thing -as foreigner on the oarth, 
and that there need be no snch thing as ekemt or stranger. 
" The World's Anti-Slavwy Society" will be formedr— at *' The 
World's Convention." Not "The British and Foreign"— not 
'"^The Am^ican"— «ot the Old World or the New — the Easteni 
Hemisphere or the Western — but the World. And the eradic^ 
tioB of war from the earth — the restoration of universal peac^^- 
the abdition of human alaverjF — are events no more improbable 
as its results, than West India emancipation was seven years 
ago, or two thousand jmti-slavery societies in the United States 
were eight years ago, wh^i twelve anti-slavery disciples consti- 
tuted the entire abolidonism of America, h, may be our phan- 
tasy-^but to our vision wondrous results are to flow directly 
wddenly from this anostentatious meeting. 



LETTER FROM EDINBURGH. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Aug. 13, 1840.] 

Edinlmrgh, July 22, 1640. 
Dbar Brother Pillsbury, — ^I snatch a pen and a moment 
to send a flying line to you and the beloved abolitionists of New 
Hampshire from this glorious capital of Northern Britain. I write 
amid stirring objects—at the foot of ^* Arthur's Seat" and the 
famous " Salisbury Crags,"— -in this queen of cities, in the land 
of Bruce and of Wallace and of Bums ; and it is no falling off 
of circumstance to say further, that I am writing with GEOR<te 
Thompsom's pen, in his anti-slavery study, — ^the scene <^ his 
mighty preparations, which have shaken this island with an ek> 
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qneiice unsurpaased by any in the days of it« SAieridans^r-HiiB 
ChBthnmii itfl Broughams — or CyCkumdlt. i wisli our pro- 
ikmry mobocrats eotiid see the '^ Frngituftjirom jusUct'* here at 
home, and above all, witness the tempest of applauding: that grads 
lam fe he enters the ^eat meetings in EIhgland and Scbtland. 

But I must be brief. I oongratolate you and Liberty, im 
your glorious victory of the 3d 0/ Jime. I was in ^ battle 
with you in spirit, though in body beoabned on the glassy ocean. 
It was a vietory more giorions than the '* seventeendi of June," 
of our bloody old revolution ,-*^or than Bannockbum even, when 
Bruce sent King Edward home again to England, wlien he tame 
down to these glens and mountains, to ^' new organize'' Scottish 
independence. I knew it must so turn out, if the abolitioadsm 
of the Granite commonwealth rallied to the rescue. You have 
conquered, and the cause is safe. I have no fears ibr the cause 
since New Hampshire has gone right As gees New HampsJdrt, 
so goes the land ! Our iittle momitain state is the Scotland of 
Uie Union-^-«nd among her hill-tops gush in thousand springs 
the fountains of oar national spirit and opinion. Thank Heaven, 
they gush free. You hare unmasked -^ New Organization," and 
it has seceded. It is well it has, since it must be so. Let it set 
up a press now, and then we will have the pro-slavery of the North 
openly against us in the field. I hope our brother Curtis will 
hoist his sheet to the wind. See how it will stand a gale from 
the White hills. Free discussion is all that truth wants. A free 
and fair field — and let the right prevail. 

New Organization is not confined to the other side of the wa- 
ter. It is rife and in full elperiment here. It has a snug abode 
in London. We found it under way in the substitute meeting 
for our glorious anticipated *^ World's Gonventian.^' That con- 
vention we did not find, — ^but instead thereof a rtspectabk Uttk 
conference of invited guests of a London committee^ I was sent 
to no such, and did not present my credentials or go within its 
endosures. I told the managers of it Uiat American abolitionists 
did not send delegates across the ocean to wait on London com- 
mittees, or any other assemblages short of the whole human bro- 
therhood, in convention gathered, withoui ^distinction of se<t or 
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sex €fr color or clime. They said, as I understood, that they had 
not apj idea of a World's CoDveiitioB, — tkat it was but '^ arpoetical 
flourbh of Friend Whittier." They said, in relation to one fea- 
ture of the meeting, that women were not admissible because of 
the delicacy of her sex. Yet we saw women all the way through 
England, toiling in the hay-field aod the iloe-fieldy and even lunH 
meriag stone fiir macadamizing the road aleiig the great high- 
ways. She was not " o«tt of her delieale sphere", in any of tkeM 
*' domestic amcations," — noi — nor in . iq^eading manure to teti* 
lize the soil of merry England, 

More of this» shoold I reach home. The conference, thoa|^ 
bj no means what h ought to have been, or at all like a ** WoM^9 
ConYention^" was still an important meeting, and passed some 
Yduable resohitioos — and good wiH loUow it. *' The Worlds 
Convention," however, most be holded in a freer land than <d4 
England — it must be holden in ^ete S^nglamd. 

I see my name at the head of the " Anti-Slavery Standard.'' 
I would just say that I am not req)onsible ibr that, beyond what 
was said in your presence. All will be right, I think, when we 
reach our beloved native 8h<»res. I only wish to say, meanwhile, 
to you and the beloved abc^tionisCs of New Hampshire, that my 
heart is with them, and there I desire my lot to be. New Hamp- 
shire — my dear native, mountain land-«- 

^ Where'er I roam, whatever realms I see. 
My heart ontrsTelled fcmdlj tvirns to thee." 

I have only time to say that our faithful brother Garrison is 
received with enthusiasm wherever we go; and that Georgs 
Thompson b as true to Old Organization as he was when he 
sounded his bugle amid the blasts of New England and New 
York mobocracy, in the memoraUe year of '35. 

Your brother, N. P. ROGERS. 
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TO THE ABOLITIONIBTS OF NEW HAMPSHIRE. 

[From the Herald of Fxeedofi* of Aug» 28^ 184a} . 

BeUwed Friends mnd Felhw^Lahorers in tfk strnggKng — 
iriumpking-^^ause 0/ Hwnanity. 

= WifH joyous, heart-felt eindtioii9, I find ihyself once more 
amoiig you. Heart and ^rit expand within me as I stand again 
CO the free and favored soil of New Hampshire. With gr^ttitude 
to our Father in heaven, I would humbly acknoifledge hi» mer- 
csfbl preservations on my long and dahgerous journey, and his 
restoration of me to friends, home, and the anti-slavery fieW,'firom 
die tedium and perils of the o^an and from \\it subject regions 
that^ lie beyond it. I thttik his tender merey that, returning 
fipom beyond the sea, which cut me off from them for a period, 
which, however swiftly it may have lapsed to you, amid the joys 
of HOME, seemed long to me, — I find no face misising from the 
dear circle I had left behind me. And I would be especially 
grateful that God has enabled me to do something in my absence 
for the great and glorious cause on which yon sent me-^some- 
thing beyond my most sanguine expectations. Although disap- 
pointed of the form under which I expected to labor and to wit- 
ness the labors of others who should be mighty for bleeding 
humanity, I believe I have been instrumental of doing more, 
and that more has been done for truth and liberty, than could 
have been achieved by the grandest convention that could have 
been tolerated in ths British islands. ** Man deviseth his way, 
but the Lord directeth his steps." Th^ great cause of God and 
humanity has been signally advanced in England by a blind at- 
tempt of his enemies to baffle and defeat it. 

I rejoice in the wondrous prosperity God has vouchsafed the 
cause here. I find it standing high on the vantage ground of 
victorious truth. New Hampshire abolitionism has, under God, 
signally triumphed, and triumphed for the whole land. The eyes 
of the country were on you — anxiously watching your struggle. 
The hopes and fears of friend and enemy were every where widely 
awaked. You were faithful, and have triumphed. Thanks to him 
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alone who was on our side, when men roie up agauist us. Let 
OS humble ourselres in view of tfab interposition — and while we 
esteem our own efforts as nothing, and our own righteousness as 
filthy rags, let us now and henceforth put unwayering trust in 
God, that he will always sustain ua in erery ccmflict for his truth, 
and give us (he victory over all its enemies. 

The foes of our enterprise are at length embodied in the open 
field. At this I rejoice. I exult to find them coming out and 
mustering openly, and in our neighborhood. They are gathering 
about our encampment as if they regarded it the post of import 
ance on the mtindavery field. They regard it rightly. I thank 
them for the estimate they put upon our labors and our success. 
Let them come — more and more of them. It is what we hare all 
ardently desired. We will meet them under God, and they will 
perish, though they were .of Goliath stature and their spear 8taYe» 
like the weaver's beam aiid their Philistine finreheads of triple 
brass. No fi^ont is thick enough to stand {nroof against the sling- 
stones of the truth of God. 

I can breathe fireely again in the atmosphere of liberty — ^for, my 
brethren and fi-iends, with all our pro-slavery it is an atmosphere 
of liberty. Here is fireedom, compared to the restrictive and 
suffocating subjection, that broods upon the beauteous face of 
*' merry England," and haunts even the glens and mountains of 
gallant Scotland. For Scotland herself is not fi'ee. She doetr 
not dream of New England liberty. Remote as she stands fircMn 
tyrant London, up among the northern mists, and prompted per- 
petually as she is to freedom by her glorious scenery and her 
stirring associations, old Caledonia is not fi'ee. She is subject. 
Her gallant people stand aloof firom the head-quarters of royalty 
and regal aristocracy, and firom that sterner, kindred despotism, 
the hierarchy of England ;— firom the Windsor Castles and the 
Westminster Abbeys — the St Paul's Cathedrals and the old Tow-- 
ers of London, the ccnnmon ally and guardian of them all — those 
palaces, where kings tread by divine right on the necks of their 
subject brethren, and thepriesthood cloaks the despotism with the 
gorgeous mantle of old superstition — vnd where the mounted 
cannon gapes hdkyw firom their high battlements down upon the. 
9 
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defenceless peopU as the gr9Md sanction of tbem all,-^fot instead 
of love to God or man, the gunpowder Jm4 the bayonet are the 
grand sanction of British church and state. The ^* etay and 
ataff" of both is aibewed away in that ugly oW Tower, in the 
ahiipfe of a hundred ihousand glittering muskets and a cpiarter of 
a million sabres. O, the beautiiul array of tbeix uistruments of 
death I-^'* L^et us write f^aob o^ eabth and cm>od will to 
|tf KN on * the outer wall I' ^' cried Garrison, as we gAiEcd on tlie 
gloomy old receptacle,, as we left it. O, the heavenly panoply 
there, arrayed by thi9 religion aud governm^t of England, to 
u^dptain their wholescmie supremacy over a prostrate people ! 
One can't doubt, as he beholds their countless multitude and hor« 
rent display, that church and state are safe in ilngland. 

Scotland, though remote from all these, is not free. She is kt 
sulked unioi^4 The Scottish lion sleeps on Arthur^s seat, and 
Wave Qld Scotland is part and parcel of Great Britain, and her 
gallf^it peq)|e are British subjects. They will not be subjects 
always. Great and free spirits are tkete ; men and women fit 
this bour lor freedom'^ peaceful martyrdom. The Muiraya — 
the Smeales — the Hcmdersons — the Brewsters, and the Thomp* 
aoNS — for Geokois Tbovpsom dwells in Scotland. He could not 
breatlie in London. But Thompson, even in JEMmbitrgh, is by 
position a subject. Daring as Uie lion, when he ranged our free 
^lores and braved our rouse d mobocracy to the beard, his spirit is 
raitigated and subdued on the subject island, like the forest king 
iiv the Tower. O, that he were here among us again !•— He longs 
to be here. His heart droops in Britain. He sighs for the free 
conflict for liberty here. But for hia young family, he would 
have accompanied us baolc Church and state both could not 
now drive him out from us again, as a *' felon," or a** frigitive 
from justice." He is waging a conflict for Britbh India. *' New 
Organii2»tion" scowls upon him from haughty Iiondoii, in the 
form of " Tbe British and Foreign Anti-Slavery Committee." 
Limdon is the fit headH)uarters for that committee. It is the 
o^itd of the World's Despotism. These is not such a tyranny 
on earth as England's. Doi^potism siews darker and grosser per- 
haps on the continent and in the &f EMft--f-bttt in accomplished^* 
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jeegubnt/ed aad cbriBteDdom4ike tyrauuiy— -in settled, premeditated 
iKMtility to human liberty^ England no doubt stands pre-eminent 
.among the nations^ — and London is its capital. Her anti-aUvety, 
in ihe great bma of it, partakes of this character. It is more 
despotic as. ireJJ as more senrile than ear repabliean pro^iavery. 
I had greatlj misapprehended its character. Its genuineness maj 
be judged of bj the fact, that pohiic statesmen afect to be. in- 
terested in it, and his royal highness the Duke of Sussex, and 
bis serene and mighty highness Prince Albert preside at its great 
meetings— while its mam^ers look upon George Thompson with 
Jealousy and displeasure. What would Prince Albert say to 
Amtritan anti-elavery ? I would sooner trust our -enterprise in 
the hands of our |Nro-slavery mob, than with the committee of the 
British and Foreign Anti-Slarery. Society. They don't brgin to 
:be abolitionists. ^ They would not think of joining our new or- 
ganization eren. They would be more likely to join the ColoiiN 
ization sooi^y-— although- they hare no fMrejmlice against color. 
And their exemption from this is accidental with them. They 
despkie low condition as much as we do color. They have had 
no occasion to despise color. British slavery has been carried 
on in the remote West Indies, and no emancipated colored peo^ 
pie hare strayed up. to the British islands from the JSauth. Com- 
mon British aboliiio^usm can thrust woman out of the anti-slavery 
conference. Even their duakers did this, in defiance of their 
own principles and usages. They can deny the competency of 
woman tt> think and act among men on the great subject of hu- 
manity, while they foist an inexperienced girl on to the throne 
of England, suhrouhded there by a crowd of old war bruisers by 
(and and sea, and old hackneyed, heartless statMrnen ; give her 
command of the ship of state and the steering of the church, 
archtnshope and all'— and to crown her delicate and becoming 
station, make her commander-in-chief of their standing army, 
and grfmd adsairal of the British navy-^aU this British anti- 
slavery can do gravely and in earnest: They are great sticklers 
for female delicacy- They won't allow an opinion or a vote to 
come between the wind and woman's nobility. But h wiU load 
\m shoulder with Uie brick-layer's bed— make her hammer stone 
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by the road side to mend 4he highways— ^oe potatoes, pitch hay, 
and <^read manure among the subject male laborers in the field 
of the DobiHty — ail this with prcfpet regard to female deUcmcf, 
and without violatiMi of " British msageJ* I witnessed h^ in 
these and many other positions equally lady4ike. They have no 
freedom in Britain — and how can they have emti^koMry there 1 
I speak it with glorious exceptions. The very fiice of the ground 
there, with all its beauty and fertility, looks tuhfttt and shackled. 
It looks as if serfs had tilled it with involuntary labor. The 
Briton will talk vehemently ibr liberty and rights, and he can 
afford to, — for he means nothing by it, and power knows that lie 
means nothing. He connects no action with his talk. If he -is 
rash enough to talk si^ijicantly , he goes into the Tower, or York 
Castle, to repent of his temerity at his leisure. He is very ve- 
hement in his invective— but his impetuosity, like^his own watch 
dog's, has a chain to limit it. He will pour out copicus and vio- 
lent epithets, so long as he will take it out in epithets. He may 
go where he pleases, but a uniformed police man constantly 
dogs his footsteps, or one of their bear-skin heeded, — ftorc-kiieed, 
hateful military. The whole citizenship— or rather snhjectship^^ 
of the country is besprinkled with red coats, whom hungry labor 
has to maintain in setting limits to its own freedom. Over all 
the sweet hedge-rmvs peep the ugly bayonets, and British liberty 
walks perpetually under guard, subject and subjugated ; and it 
was most mortifying to me that some of our new-organized re- 
publicanism crept over the water the other day, and did it hoiii- 
age. It went over there and conspired with it to razee down 
'' the World's Convention" to a sev«i-by-nine London confer- 
ence. Posterity will remember New Organization for that, if for 
nothing else. But they were defeated. They were completely 
hafEed of their purpose by Garrison's masterly- movement into 
the gallery of Free Masons' Hall. His position there was a per- 
fect discomfiture of their plot. Tliey <lid hot dream of that move- 
ment. They oould not meet it. Why stands William Lloyd 
Garrison in the gallery, without that professed anti-slavery con- 
ference, — Garris<m, the nery iucamtttion of American tUwlHiou* 
ism ? — queries at once tlie philanthropy of Europe. That ccmi- 
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,Mttee ctti't aaswer in Ukui canfinpioiL Bat an answer comes 
frsm CCooneUy that it was the ** cowardly, unworthj, unjust and 
impcditie" exciusiveiieaBy that, ataidDg other things, trampled 
-American abolilioiiiflni under ioot in the rejection of its dele- 
gates ! An answer conies from Geoige Thompson, too, con- 
demning their sonUeas orgaaixation, and himself for not more 
promptly denonncing it in the meetings. Dr. Bowring, and Wil- 
liam Ashurst, and William Howitt, and other names,- the pride 
of En^ish and Scotti^ mtellect and philanthropy, join in the 
condemnatory response. And the colored people of Boston too- 
let their resolves and their gallant reception of their own beloved 
champion, last Thursday night, at the Marlborough Chapel, ut- 
ter their answer to the- question, why Garrison did not go into 
that covferenee. • 

That quiet pbsitioii in the gallery defeated the cunnin^y de- 
vised conspiracy of ** British and Foreign** " New Organization." 
It set all England a thinking. It did more to agitate the grand 
questions of human rights and human duties, essential to the 
abolition of slavery, than any convention that could have been 
tolerated in Britain. A hundred lectures could not have done 
so much in a twelvermonth. It hit the nail on the head. I am 
happy to have taken part in it But I did not think of giving 
you my reasons ibr it here. This will be done in due season. 
The reasons are palpable to the sound anti-slavery mind, as soon 
as it learns the facts. 

I will only say I ^ould have greatly delighted to mingle in 
** The World's Convention." I was willing to leave home and 
encounter the ocean for it. I was impatient 4o reach it as our 
wind-bound, vessel lingered on the outward passage. But I did 
not find it. I had no credential^f to its lifeless substitute. You 
would nol have sent me to that substitute, and I would not have 
gone. I had nothing with which to purchase the committee's ticket 
of entrance. They laughed at X\\e idea of a Wo:la'.-i Convention. 

I ought to acknowledge that the highest respect was paid you 

every where I went, in my own personal treatment. Even the 

committee did not wish to hazard their popularity by lying under 

the impotatioii of incivility to New Hampshire abolitionism. 

9» 
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Thej urged me to go into the conference bf erery inducement, 
and by appeals to all my capacities. When I declined entering 
on my dishonored credentials, they iuTited me in as an individnai. 
-I was sensible of the civility — ^but they had dishonored your cre- 
dentials, and I could not compromise the indignity. 

Great spirits are at work in Britain for freedom. They are as 
expansive as humanity. But I see little that they can do for 
liberty there. They must come here and labor, and they are 
eager to come. The WcM'ld's Convention must sit in New Eng- 
land instead of Old, And when it does, they will come over 
and join in it. 

I will not extend this long letter further. I could say some* 
thing of the scenes — ^the wonders — ^themen and women I saw on 
my journey through those famous old countries. And something 
I intended to say of the character of my beloved friend Garrison, 
which I had the happiness to witness intimately. But I will 
defer these to future opportunity, and close by subscribing my- 
self your brother and fellow-laborer in the precious cause of 
humanity, N. P ROGERS. 



RIDE OVER "THE BORDER." 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Sept. 18, 1840.] 

July 20th, early in the morning we took coach at the '* Turf 
Hotel," in New Castle upon Tyne, for Scotland. It was one of 
the few fair mornings we saw in htdery England. Circumstances 
were such as might stir one to a lofty flow of spirits. We were 
in the neighborhood of the "Percies of Northumberland" — 
and but a day's ride from the Scottish bord^, and Edinborough. 
We were in famous old New Castle, the native place of " coals," 
— with its narrow and steep streets, as old as English history — 
their ancient walls, stained and blackened by the smoke of by- 
gone centuries, and the breath of the dark ages. The grim old 
castle and St. Nicholas' gloomy church — its huge tower propped, 
long ago, by buttresses to keep it from falling under the warfare 
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of time— -its turreted Steele, as graeefal as the interweaving 
Iwaghs of an ancient elm, amokj old New Casde — and its magw 
Hificent modem town, of sqnares, and streets, and maricets, and 
terraces, reared by the New Castle boose-joiner— the sel^aogfat, 
the wonderful Granger — the Napoleon of business. With no 
resources or means but his own exhaostless geniu»»— an obscore 
mechanic, without aid or patronage,- he started up and built a 
city in his natiye town, rivalling the " Regent Streets" of London, 
in beauty and magnificence, With the proudest marketplace in 
Europe. 

Before us stretched out old England, far and wide — ^the cham- 
paign, heaved into hill — ^heaped op from the bowels of the earth by 
the coal miner. We were mounted a-top of the coach — a heaoti- 
ful road, smooth as pounded and pulverised stone could make it-* 
and fleet and finely-trained horses. There we were-Mm the road 
to old Scotland — ^through the wild wastes of Northumberland— 
in the old world-^three thousand miles from the banks of th^ 
Pemigewassett I 

The country soon began to lose its level, and pot on an uneven 
aspect, as we entered among the Northumbrian swells. George 
Thompson had gone from New Castle to Edinboroogh, the Satur- 
day before — and the coachman, who was a North-the-Tweed man, 
said that a gentleman had told him we were going with him, and 
wished him to point us out the objects on the road, — and accord- 
ingly, soon after, he stretched his hand towards a line of moun- 
tains, that broke on the view from ii high point of the road, and 
cried, " Them's the Cheviots !" A cry to send colder blood than 
ours from the surface. There they towered — the famous Che- 
viots ! We were beholding their peaks at last. By and by, a 
lonely hill-side stretched away on our right, with a single stone 
monument standing in the waste — without a tree or shrub. — 
** That," cried the coachman, " is the Chevy Chase, and the stone 
ye see yonder, is at the spot where the battle was fought, and 
where the Dooglas died." 

The stately hunters were not there. The " fifteen hundred 
bowmen bold" — nor the " twenty hundred Scottish spears." 

We kept rising higher and higher, and the country grew more 
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«nd more desdate and waste. Over it the English arnues had 
marehed after the Edwards, to attack Scotland, among her mista 
Bnd glenik We saw none of their foot-prints, nor their flying ba&H 
nerB-*-their archer unifcMrm of Lincoln gteea — nor heard the neigh 
of their charges* All was silent s«vethe moan cff the autunuii- 
soonding wind, — and nothing of human workmanship was to be 
seen, but our white, macadamized road, gleami^kgamid the green 
fern, and winding over the distant swells ; and nothing of life, but 
the heath fowl, that ever and anon started into the air, from the 
fern and the deep moss— and the sheep every where sprinkling the 
green wastes, watched by here and there a plaided shepherd and 
hb dog. Little stone t^eep-folds, hung about on the dreary hillr 
•sides, added to the desolations of the landscape. The view was 
grand and impressive, of those wide-spread barrens. They looked 
Jike immense swells of the ocean — green but bare, and scarcely 
less desolate, than if they had been deserts of sand. We came at 
Jast to a sharp ridge, that lay across our wajn — and that, the coach- 
man exclaimed, was ** the Border." — ^A small bluish stone, about 
Inge enough for the bound of a farmer's lot, peq>ed out of the 
faroom, on the right of the road, which he pointed out as the boun- 
•dary between these ancient kingdoms. We crossed '^the Border/' 
and pitching over the hill, descended rapidly into Scotland. 

We entered, at once, an entirely new country. It was level, 
cultivated, and exceedingly soft and beautiful. Instead of Dr. 
Johnson's nakedness of trees, the country seemed quite well 
wooded, with a young, but not very thrifty growth. It did not 
look like the woodlands of England. In the distance loomed 
-the Scottish mountains, enrobed in mist. The roads continued 
perfectly fine, and in finished repair — with a heap of hard stone, 
every few miles, piled nicely by the way side, which men and 
women, by virtue of *' British usage," had hammered and pack- 
ed away, for repair of the roads. These . repairs, by the way, 
are made by trustees, and the expense raised at toll-gates, which 
every now and then obstruct the traveller on the road. They 
mfdie better r^ds than our highway tax does ; but free labor will 
make our firee roads, by and by, better even than theirs, which 
already seem to be ]»erfo€L 
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• We wfll try to ^ye <Nir leaders, the int vfportxmiiyj some 
dcetch c^ the road and route thioi^h the vaiesof Jedborough, and 
the Tweed — by Melrose — Drybnrgh and Abbotslbfd, en to the 
peerless capital of North Britaiii. It is one stream of poetry 
romance, all the way to Edinburghy from the border. 



DANIEL WEBSTER. 
[From the Herald of Freedom of Oct. 2, 1840.] 

Just before our great anti-^layery meeting in Glasgow, news 
xeached us, that *' the Defender of the Constitution" had gone 
into one of the slave states, and absolved himself and his party 
from the reproach of antinslavery. He there, as we heard by 
American papers, made his pro-slavery confession to Priest Pres- 
ton, of Carolina, who had threatened, in his sacerdotal displeasure 
in the United States senate, to hang Mr. Webster's anti-slavery 
constituents. 

George Thompson told the people of Glasgow of it, assembled 
in thousands at that mighty meeting. He told them of the intel- 
lectual power of the American statesman— of his northern birth 
and early education, — how he went to school to Liberty up 
amiong New Hampshire's rocks, — and how, having learned pf 
another teacher in the schools of the South, he had now betrayed 
his native principles, and done homage to the slave system, in 
consideration of the suffrage of the South in the coming tug for 
the presidency. We wish the dark-eyed orator could have been 
within hearing, when Scotland uttered the indignant cry of 
' Shame, shame !" 

John Dunlop, of Edinburgh, was there and heard it. He left 
the meeting, and hastened home to his seat at Randolph cliff*, 
where a princely picture of Webster hung, painted by King, at 
Mr. Dunlop's order, in WashingUm, when he travelled in this 
country. He took down the recreant orator, reversed the paint* 
ing, and hung it up in the rear of the apartment, face to the waU, 
and placed a splendid painting of the chief Red Jacket over the 
fire-place in its room. 
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• So posterity will hmng up ,to everisotiiig reversal and reproba- 
tioii, all memory of these haughty great ones, who despise' the 
infant anti-«laverj enterprise in these the days of its straggles 
sacrifices. Verily they have nme theif reward. 



WINCOBANK HALL. 
[From the Herald of Freedom of Oct. 16, 1840.] 

WiNCOBANK Hall is one of those romantic homes in proud 
old England, which iil rank and grandeur stand mid way between 
the comfortable commoner's dwelling-house and the castles and 
palaces of royalty or the peerage. It is at a picturesque place 
near Sheffield^ called Wincobank, and is the seat of a highly esti- 
mable English lady, Mrs. Rawson. We met with her at Lon- 
don, and when we left th^t overgrown city for the Norths had the 
good fortune of her society as a fellow-passenger on the railroad. 
With her we had John Dunlcp, of Edinburgh, an elegant scholar, 
a warm-hearted Scotsman and a christian, (we fell in with him 
on OUT journey up St. Paul's cathedral,) Charles Lenox Remond, 
the young cdldred orator from Rhode Island, co-delegate with 
us from the American Society to ** (he World's Convention/' 
{which neither of u$ could Jindy) anct then George Thompson 
and William Lloyd Garrison. With such a company— on 
such a jaunt — who could have failed of the loftiest enjoyment 
incident to this earth's excursions ? 

We took our departure from the magnificent " Victoria Hotel," 
close by the entrance to the great Northern Rail-way— an en- 
trance that looked like a Grecian temple, and which alone was 
said to have cost ten thousand pounds sterling. It is a sample 
of the splendors of England, where the people are perishing for 
want of food. We shot out of London at the lightning speed 
of the British locomotive, and were, in a twinkling, deep in the 
country. O, the country — ^the glorious country — of old Eng- 
land ! A church spire on the left towered as we sped, high into 
the sky above a forest of British oaks, whose immense^ thick 
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tops lay piled aloBf^ the Yerdaat height, in shape like a nasa of 
eloods^^as thick and as fleecy. It was the charch of *' Harrow 
on tbe Hill " — tfie scene of Byron's school4x>y days. The mem^ 
ory of the dark-^^ited bard flashed across us as evanescently as 
lUs glimpse of Harrow. On we glanced tfaroogh field and wood- 
land, with the- green, sweet hedge, row lined,— r^dong oanai— *• 
teoogh deep cat and tonnd — tnnnd darker than any midnight 
this side the pole — the dia of whose thundering passage realized 
to oar stanned ears all the noise of a battle, the rattle of mns- 
ketry, and the roar of a cannonade — through lofty banks purpled 
o^er and scarleted to their tops with old Ekigland's flowers— orer 
BMMS and moorland — along the fat pasture, where J€>faQ Bull's 
Iterds wantoned, as his pe^pie de not wmtt^n^ up to their eyes io 
Ibed — the anq)le4x)died, deek-hided, mall-headed, slender-neck- 
ed, no-homed, honied cattle of England. On we raced, in sight 
cif distant rains and haughty halls— 6f crumbling old towers and 
kingly casdes-— on — through the uplands of beauteous Derby- 
shire, and by the Derwent Water-^araid all that the strong hand 
of tyranny could achieve in a thousand years to cultivate, ad^nn 
imd beautify, a region moistened perpetually by that verdure-giving 
idimate, — ^till sunset brought us to the neighborhood of old She^ 
fleld, the great cutlery shop of Britain and of the world. There 
we parted with our fellow-traveller Mrs. Rawson'and her beautiful 
Ktde daughter — ^they to Wincobank Hall, and we to Ae Tontine 
inn in toaous Sheffield, under pledge to Mrs. R. that we would 
meet *' some of her neighbors to breakfast next morning at the 

HaH." 

' At eight next morning, accordingly, we took the railroad for 
a three or four mile trip, and as we dismonnted, at the fi)ot of 
Wincobank ridge, to take the foot-path ofer it to the HaB,.a 
keen-eyed, active gentleman of sixty — undermzed and dressed 
m Mack, accosted George Thompson, and was introduced to us 
is — Jambs Montgowbrt. He was one <rf Mrs. Rawsoo's 
" neighbors," and was on his way to breakfest with us at Winco^ 
bttik Hall,— from his home '* The Mount near Sheffield." We 
had the pleasure of climbing with hini, side by side, over that 
iMntotic ridge, and of beholding the Itadi^cape that lay at its 
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foot, — a more glorious one, when we got lo the sunmiit, cannot 
be oft^n seen from the tops of this worlcUs ridges. There stretched 
out, under a bright morning, the vale of the Rother, atod that 
winding stream, the olden home of " Cedric tl^ Saxon," in Ivan- 
hoe, — the *' Boar of Rotherwood." Smoky old Sheffield gloomed 
at the extremity of the valley on the right, and. in the distance 
OQ the lefl the turrets .of the ancient cathedral of Rotherham. 
As we looked upon ii with our cdebraled companion, we threat- 
ened him we would assuredly tell of it — ^if ever we lived to reach 
the other side of the Atlantic — ^how we gazed on such a scene 
as that, along with ** The Wanderer of Switzerland." He said 
we might, in welcome. And we have more than once made 
good our menace. Pitching over the ridge, with a p^tespect on 
the other side of unutterable beauty and wide extent, and thought 
to be finer, said George Thompson, than the vale of the Rother, 
we descended some thirty or fifty rods to Wincobank.Hall. It 
was a fair spot— one at which a " way-faring man would pause 
and linger, forgetful of his onward road." The old hall was of 
rough stone, with slated roof, and built and arranged, with its 
outphouses and appurtenances, seemingly with all the taste and 
beauty that architecture and wealth could accomplish. It looked 
equal to the descriptions of the halb of ^* merry England," in tlie 
odd romances. We were welcomed by a crowd of elegant visit- 
ants and inhabitants, and ushered into the library, which seemed 
to be the principal apartment, so far as we had the means of see- 
ing, and where, among the stately furniture, were displayed some 
ten thousand ..volumes of the choicest British editions, with their 
rich, plain backs, and heavy binding. At the farther end of the 
spacious room you looked out through a whole wall of windows 
that reached the floor, into a garden of Eden behind the hall. 
There stretched the lawn of velvet-^" shaven with the scythe" — 
under the dark beeches and the glittering hollies — here and there 
the rustic chairs made of Hhe crooked limbs of trees, and the 
elassic vases and urns. 

Poet MoDtg(»nery and our own travelling company were sam 
pie of the numerous party pres^it We breakfasted intellectu 
ally, and sat at the taUe until near twelve. About one, having 
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parted with Montgomery^ who promised us a call in the eyening 
at the Tontine in Sheffidd, two canities prorided by our kind 
hostess took our company to ride some half dozen miles, to sec 

WENTWORTH ^USE AND PARK, 

the celebrated seat of Earl Fitzwilliam. We rode io it al<»g 
those exquisite English roads, bordered 4II the way with haw- 
thorn hedge row. As we approached the park, the road turned 
off from the public way, and we went through one of those en- 
trances that lead to the haughty retreats of titled England. It 
had cost undoubtedly more than many a better man's " house and 
home.'' An extensiye outer park opened upon us with a most bean- 
tiful, unfenced road. To the right, overlooking the ibrest, stood 
a temple, called by the coachman the Mausoleum. It was a lofty 
stome structure, and in the top of it, he said, the former Fitz- 
william was entombed. Men and women were at work in a hay- 
field on the left of the open grounds ; a beautiful pond lay beyond 
them, and away by the farther side we saw a company of the 
grooms of his lordship (or His Grace,) each leading one of His 
Grace's racers traininsr for the tarf at Doncaster or at Ascot. As 
we drove by a clump of <)aks, we started up a stag with a pretty 
clerer set of antlers on his head. He saw we were no hunters 
or nobility, and went to his feeding again. We met a strolling^ 
minstrel. He had been up to Wwitwoi th House to play for a 
guerdon. 

After riding a mile or two, we came to the entrance of the 
inner park, and passing it; the lordly mansion itself broke upon 
our view a mile distant, standing its back to a thick, dark woods^ 
and fronting an immense open green, where a thousand deer 
were grazing, interminglcfd with the white buffaloes and other 
animals of the old world — wild beasts from far countries. The 
" House" was a dark brown stone, with a six hundred feet front, 
most exquisitely built. The centre was a projection, with the 
gable supported on fair pillars, standing on an elevated base ; and 
in the centre of each ample wing a similar projection, of similar 
dimensions, — the whole of most beautiftil proportions and forms. 
A row of superb statuary ranged along the roof. The softened 
10 
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sunlight of England fell faintly on the green lawn that stretched 
out almost boundlessly before it The hand of agriculture might 
not touch that proud greensward. It was guarded as the carpet 
of nobility, and of nobility's deer and hounds and race horses. 
The plough might not profane it. l^he hungry, •<* bread-taxed 
Englishman" might not vex its face to draw out frofu its fertile 
mould the staff of |ifc. Its Qountless ^res lay doomed to per- 
petual sterility. It was still wondrously fair and beautiful, and 
it hath a charm even to the eye of the depressed peasant, who 
regards it as part and parcel of the nobility of his own native 
England. No one hugs nobility like the hungry subject, whom 
it grinds to powder and crushes to the earth- He would esteem 
it sacrilege to mar that Wentworth Park with the plough, or cut 
up its now useless surface into farms, to gladden the hearts of a 
hundred of the iamilies of desti^tlQn.. Why, what would be- 
come of the poor of England, he tliinks, if it . were not. for the 
munificent nubility I He could no more live without them, than 
republicans could without their standing army of politicians and 
office-holders. 

We were admitted to the recesses of Wentworth House, and 
\«ere conducted by a serving woman throughout its princely apart- 
ments. The noble Earl and his family were absent They were 
abroad, travelling in Germany — wandering "up and down in dry 
places," we suppose, . " see'king" the " rest" they could net find 
in that regal abode. The interior of the mansion was as impos- 
ing as its exterior, and there seemed no end to. the statues and 
paintings that adorned it. There was a room one hundred and 
forty feet in length, hung tluoiighout with paintings of the great 
masters. Among the statues was an exquisite one of the Trojan 
shepherd Paris, taken from among the xuins of Herculaneum. 
No wonder, we thought as we beheld it, that Venus and Juno 
submitted to his umpirage their rival claims to beauty, A hea- 
thenish idea. — Fitzwilliam's rooms looked like the interior of a 
heathen temple. We remember among the paintings, the earl's 
favorite horse Whistlejacket, which at fuU length hung opposite 
his own — whose pedigree and exploits on the turf our conductress 
eloquently proclaimed to us. The famous earl of Straflbrd, and 
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his secretary reading him the warrant for his e. 
model of Solomon|s tem^e, of the size of a small chu. 
of transparent tortoise shell mounted in gold. We can't^ 
to describe the gorgeous secrets of that prison house. Tnb^ 
of them would d^fer^ for a twelve-month, the starvation ot\^ 
]iritain and Ireland. We beheld, with our otan unassisted eye/ 
the very identical bed, on which she that was afterwards Vict(h 
ria, queen of England^ slept — and her dfessing-room, while she 
^journed, in queenly expectation, at this stately mansion. Her 
bed was of purple and gold, and the linen thereof (if it had linen) 
irtust have been the " fine linen of Egypt." It was every way a 
couch worthy the slumbers of Cleopatra, 'to show the rank of 
Wentworth House, it is one of the two or three spots, spoken 
of at court, where her majesty would probably pause during the 
anticipated birth of an heir apparent to tbe thrcne of Britain. 
And what an inheritance for a worm of mortality to wanton in 
for a season 1 Perilous inheritance by and by, when crushed and 
starved hiimanity will heavfe up under it like a volcano. That day 
is at hand. The idea of " rights of man" will cross the Atlantic 
in some of these steamers, and stir the soul of the English yeo- 
man to throw off the load, that crushes him, into the sea. 

We saw a chapel in the secret recesses of Wentworth House. 
A secluded apartment, where those haughty inmates retired to do 
their modern penance. There lay the golden prayer books oh 
the crimson cushions- The gallery above it was hung with mag- 
nificent paintings. 

Among other things we saw his Grace*s library. And amid 
the noble volumes we discovered an American book, labeled 
with the name of Webster. Within was written " Fitzwilliam,** 
(by the noble earl, no doubt,) ** a gift from George Ticknor, 
Esq." It was Webster's Speeches. A full-length portrait of Fox 
hung hard by, in the utmost attitude of oratory ; — a position he 
was thrown into, perhaps, when on the abolition of the slave 
trade — or ranting for the American revolution. His great riv^, 
who reposed among Fitzwilliam's volumes, would be ashamed to 
look him in the face now, since his homage to the slave system 
at Alexandria. 
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not touch that proud greensward. It was guarded as the carped 
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The plough might not profane it. I^he hungry, •<* bread-taxed 
Ifjjjglishman" might not vex its face to draw out ftofp. its fertile 
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tlienish idea. — Fitzwilliam's rooma looked like the interior of a 
heathen temple. We remember among the paintings, the earl's 
favorite horse Whistlejacket, which at full length hung q[>posite 
his own — whose pedigree and exploits on the turf our conductress 
eloquently proclaimed to us. The famous earl of Strafibrd, and 
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his secretary reading him the warrant for his e. 
model of iSolomon's temj^e, of the size of a small chu. 
of transparent tortoise shell mounted in gold. We can't ^ 
to describe the gorgeous secrets of that prison bouse. Tnk 
of them would defer, for a twelve-month, the starvation of\^ 
Britain and Ireland. We beheld with our otan unassisted eye, 
the very identical bed, on which she that teas afterwards VictO" 
ria, queen of England, slept — and her dressing-room, while she 
sojourned, in queenly expectation, at this stately mansion. Her 
bed was of purple and gold, and the linen thereof (if it had linen) 
must have been the " fine linen of Egypt." It was every way a 
couch worthy tlie slumbers of Cleopatra. To show the rank of 
Wentworth House, it is one of the two or three spots, spoken 
of at court, where her majesty would probably pause during the 
anticipated birth of an heir apparent to the thrcne of Britain. 
And what an inheritance for a worm of mortality to wanton in 
for a season 1 Perilous mheritance by and by, when crushed and 
starved humanity will heave up under it like a volcano. That day 
is at hand. The idea of " rights of man" will cross the Atlantic 
in some of these steamers, and stir the soul of the English yeo- 
man to throw off the load, that crushes him, into the sea. 

We saw a chapel in the secret recesses of Wentworth House. 
A secluded apartment, where those haughty inmates retired to do 
their modern penance. There lay the golden prayer books on 
the crimson cushions. The gallery above it was hung with mag- 
nificent paintings. 

Among other things we saw his Grace's library. And amid 
the noble volumes we discovered an American book, labeled 
with the name of Webster. Within was written " Fitzwilliam," 
(by the noble earl, no doubt,) ** a gift from George Ticknor, 
Esq." It was Webster's Speeches. A full-length portrait of Fox 
hung hard by, in the utmost attitude of oratory ; — a position he 
was thrown into, perhaps, when on the abolition of the slave 
trade — or ranting for the American revolution. His great rival, 
who reposed among Fitzwilliam's volumes, would be ashamed to 
look him in the face now, since his homage to the slave system 
at Alexandria. 
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,,«•., -^ -^^„.,, _^, .46 acquittal of Admiral Keppel. 

We remembered Admiral Keppel, sometime in the last century, 
and his celebrated trial by court martial. It seems Fitzwilliam 
was his friend, and to show his nobh exultation at the acquittal, 
reared that structure, at a cost which would maintain scores of 
suflering families among the laborers of England. It was a su- 
perb-l(>oking object. Keppel was a sturdy old sea-fighter, and he 
was accused, we believe, of a lack of brute courage, or some 
such admiral (and admirable) quality, in tixe guardians of Eng- 
land's naval glory. 

We at length came to the verge of the tremendous estate, and 
issued from it iiito the smaller parcels of ground into which this 
subject island remains cut uj), since the great carving by the 
Norman conqueror. A beautiful road led us by a new route to 
Wincobank, where we arrived a little before night. A hospitable 
and elegant refreshment at the hall, and we returned by coach 
to Shefheld. James Montgomery had been there, and kindly left 
for us a beautiful little work he had recently wTitten for the 
benefit of Bristol Hospital, the healing miracles of our Savior, 
in verse, — with an autograph memento on the blank leaf of our 
meeting at Wincobank. We prized it higher than we should a 
race horse from the proprietor of Wentworth House. Next morn- 
ing we took the railroad for the ancient city of York — and, sun 
about two hours high, came in sight of the famous Minster ; \yhich 
was sonic time in sight before toe reached it, although we went at 
the rate o^ forty miles an hour. 
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RIDE INTO EDINBURGH. 
[From the Herald of Freedom of Oct. 30, 18 10.] 

We should love to give our beloved readers some sketch of the 
things we witnessed abroad upon their anti-slavery errand. We 
did not find " the World's Convention," — the more shame to 
those, who from this and the other side of the water, hindered 
its sitting. The day is at hand when it will sit. England will 
not have the honor, however, as she might have had, of its first 
sitting. We found the materials of it, scattered up and down in 
England and Scotland and Ireland, — and we did our utmost to 
urge their great ^irits to onward and decisive action for humanr 
it J. We met and mingled with the champions of mankind, al- 
though they were not gathered in Freemasons' Hall, in free 
" convention." 

But we set out to tell of the inanimate scenery of the did lands. 
We tried to lay up what we saw of it for the Herald entertain- 
ment of our New Hampshire friends. But it was so varied — so 
much — so rapidly successive, as well as impressive, — each suc- 
ceeding impression bedinmied the first, as waves efiace the in- 
scribed beach ! We " remember a mass of things — but nothing 
distinctly." It was a continued panorama — or a long gallery of 
paintings. We wish the reader could have rode with us into 
Edinburgh fi-om Melrose on the morning of the 21st of July. It 
is forty or fifty miles. We took coach in the neighborhood of 
the famous Melrose Abbey. It was a f lir Scottish morning. The 
mist went up lightly from the Tweed, and brooded over the vale 
of the Teviot. It was a famous place we were going to, — 
" Auld Reekie !" and a famous spot we were starting firom. We 
were in Scotland — ^" world-famous Scotland," as Garrison finely 
called it at our grand Glasgow meeting. We were 

•* All in the pleasant Tevi'dale,— &st by the river Tweed,'* 

where the Bruces, the Wallaces and the Douglasses had tramped 
in the days of Scottish story. Where Ettrick and Teviot dale 
ha^txmrched their " blue bonnets" to the " moonlight leap over 
10* 
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the Border," and where Walter Scott had " lived and had his 
home." The wide world has not a spot, to us, where the raven 
imagination would likelier light down, and rest her wing and the 
sole of her foot. It seems a dream as we remember it, here hy 
the side of the Merrimack. But we were there, the 2\st day of 
July, and awake. The night before we had explored old Melrose 
Abbey, along with our beloved fellow-traveller, William Lloyd 
Garrison. The true-hearted ahtlitionist can understand us when 
we remember him enthusiastically as parcel of the scene. His 
presence enhanced the interest of old Melrose. It caused u^, as 
we mused there, to look future, as that old ruin caused us to 
look past. We clambered together over the crumbled grave- 
stones of the storied dead of Scotland. We got up by the north- 
em twilight, and groped along the galleries and under the " lan- 
cet arches]* of the old monastery, where the monks traversed in 
the deeper twilight of the middle ages, or the dim periods that 
preceded them. We climbed the ruined stair, to the top of one 
of the old towers, and sat there among the ivy, and heard the 
prt7iie2;a/ ticking of the abbey clock, that had seemed to outlast 
the massive walls in which it hung. Time's keeper, surviving 
/tine's ravages upon the chiseled stone. We had a night view 
from this dbservatary of the Eildon hills, with their triform tops, 
famous in the legends of Scotland, as cleft by the iiand of Mi- 
chael Scott, the wizard, whose bones had long ago mouldered to 
dust in the abbey vault below us. We went down and stood 
upon his grave-stone. The " heart of Bruce" lay buried by its 
side. The dark, rank grass grew all along where once stretched 
the tesselated marble floors. The quiet sheep fed there by day, 
and at night lay down to rest in the bed-chambers, perchance, 
of the haughty abbots. We heard cne bleat, as we stood pon- 
dering at an old monument in the abbey burying-grouud hard by. 
It sounded strangely from out the hollow ruins. 

But we have started for Edinburgh. We took the top of the 
coach — as well for prospect as for economy. An " inside" were 
on odd position on the road from Melrose to JEdinhnrgh. We 
bade good by, forever, to the graceful old abbey — its wondrou3 
carving showing more distinctly in the day-light. Off aa^hc 
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right, in our rear, a» we started, Drtburgh Abbbt, Bome four 
miles distant down the Tweed, a hoary rain, looked out upon us 
from a wood o£^ oaks. An impressive sight It is the tomb of 
Walter Scott. Up the Tweed a little way, towered the cc^oesal 
statue of Sir William Wallace. It stood on a wooded hill-side, 
overhanging the stream, and looking down upon it as the guard- 
ian of Scotland's fevorite river. — A few miles onwu^,. and we 
crossed the Tweedy audio! AbbotsfordI the last vRng" abode 
of the Great Magician, with its multi-turreted top, shooting above 
a wood of iiis own hand's planting. It stands in a low valley, with- 
in a few rods of the bank of the Tweed. A forest, planted by the 
same hand, overspread, for miles around it, the hills, which were 
naked and bare when he became proprietor of the charming 
Reighborhood. Tweed is a modest stream to one who has learned 
his definition of river, this side the Atlantic. It looked the 
" Tweed's yJwr river;" but the ^* broad and deep" must have 
been seen nearer down to the German ocean. The road was of 
white, macadamized dust, and as smooth as a floor all the way. 
Not a root, nor a scollop, nor mud, nor stone. The coach wheels 
roiled over it as over plank — when we came to down hills, the 
patent drag was instantly slipped under the hind wheel, and the 
fine-trained team descended without slacking their trot. The 
land was cultivated like the fairest of England — ^tlie " aits" and 
the barley, and the wheat. Fine crops of hay too, and the lads 
and lassies of Scotland were out among it on hill-side and lea, on 
bank and brae. The country, bare and sightless in the days of 
Dr. Johnson, is now adorned with a growth of respectable sized 
forest, — planted with the love of beauty and the taste natural to 
Scotland. Now and then a parti-colored magpie flew up from 
the hedge as we drove along. We saw but few birds, however ; 
the hedge row does not teem with them, like our hedge fence. 
We coursed along a high hill-side, and below us to the left, shone 
the slated roofs of the litde town of Galashiels, a manufacturing 
place of aome considerable importance on the Gala-water. A 
range of green summits loomed out of the mist on our left. They 
were the Pentland hiHs. We passed a low, winding vale, with a 
smdl stream numiiig along it — and down on our right, a mile 
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distant, on a knoll by the side of » little water, stood Bothwell 
Qgstle— ^a grim old fortress, where a fellow-passenger told us 
duem Mary retreated after her escape from Loch Leven, but was 
ioon compelled to flee from- it. We will not be too certain that 
it was this castle. By and by, a mountain away B4iead, half hid 
ttk mist — green — insulated, rising like a tower on a plain, and the 
outline on. the top of it, like a lion asleep. ** That/' ofied a young 
£dinbufgfli|^assenger, as enthusiastic^ as we Were^ ** is Arthur's 
Seat, and soon ye'll see Ed'nborough." The toantry was level 
and beautiful. The day was fine for Scotland. It had rained, 
ai it kctd every day since we landed in England on the \7th of 
June — and the Scottish mist was on the hilk; still it was fail 
weather. 

We saw another cadde-— Crdgmillar— on a hill crowiied with 
ttoble oaks. It was a giant of a eastle, and the favorite summer 
residence of Mary Qiieen of Scots. It 6tood abdul a mile off 
an our right, and seemed a ruin. We saw the ** hills of Braid." 
Arthur's Seat grew more and more distinct. We could see the 
Salisbury craigs — the rocky battlement that girdled its side to- 
ward the city ; and at last the Edinbiirgli castle and the " city 
of palaces" herself — and a more glorious looking object we can 
scarcely conceive of It was piled up like the clifis of a moun- 
tain, and the towers of the old castle were clouded in the mist 
The princely streets and rows oi palaces — ^the s6mi-circles of 
sttme architecture, kept developing from the vapor as we drew 
nearer, till the coachman whirled us into the city, and almost at 
the threshold of it, in a high, airy, cleanly region, we found our- 
selves in George Thompson's " Duncan street, Newiogton" — at 
"Na 8" of which — (every abolitionist wdnts to know) — the 
** fugitive from justice*^ has his home. We of course were 
dropped down at the nearest spot to No. 8. The stage-coach, 
by the way, don't go out of the straight road to dr6p or take up 
passengers in Britain. Thompson ]iad expected us. We had 
parted with him the Saturday mornidg before, at New Castle upoti 
Tyne. He was out at the street jeorner promptly to receive U8« 
and asking a broad-shouldered porter, with a eoiil of rope on his 
back, to take charge of our higgage, took us at once tp his homew 
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We were joiiied there by Charles Lenox Remond and John Dun- 
lop, which made good our group- that started tc^ether that daj 
week, from London for the North; It waff two o'cloek, after 
noon. We found a beautiful family at George Thompson's — one 
little <»'ator about a week old — the little one bom in New Eng^ 
land, now a bright-eyed, sweet-yoiced, distinct-spoken lad, — little 
Garrison, a younger boy than he," bom after the **fugitiv^s^ 
return to "justice" and to Scotland, — and two fair-fitdred, older 
daughters. These are childish facts; but the children are 
George Thompson's, and that gives them a place in the Herald 
of Freedom, and in the interest and hearts of abolitionists. We 
fbund our beloved friend neatly and abundant^ situated. The 
work cut out for the delesrates to " The World's Convention" for 
the afternoon was to undergo a splendid dinner at Dr. Beilby's, 
one of the leading physicians of Edinburgh ; and for the even- 
ing, to speak at the Rechabite festival, a great tee-total meeting 
at Dun Edin hall ; for which, of course, we all felt ahttndantly 
prepared. 

We will wind up the day with our hurried narrative, and say 
that our first specimeh of Edinburgh hospitality was of the most 
elegant and friendly character. Dr. Beilby was, for our host, all 
that the Abernethies, or the Rushes of the literary capital of the 
world could be, and his wife, an Irish woman, was his equal, and 
his Scottish guests were such men as George Thotapson and 
John Dunlop, Adam Black of the Edinburgh Review, and the 
celebrated Dr. Abercrombie. From the dinner table we weht to 
Dun Edin hall, where were gathered two thousand of the moral 
flower of Ediiiburgh ; and when that tee-total meeting broke up, 
it was after two o* clock in the morning. We never met a gather- 
ing of such spirited people. We were not inclined to sleep here, 
weary as we must have been. We realized where we were. That 
kept us from drowsiness ; but there was nothing calculated to 
stupify in the speeches of Thompson, Garrison and Remond, or 
the stirring strains of an instrumental band of music, that played 
at intervals from the orchestra of that splendid hall, or the finer 
strains of a band of vocalists — a dozen or fifteen of the amateur 
singers unbng the young gentlemen of Edinburgh. We never 
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hMotd the like of their singing. When Remond Eoe^^introdu- 
ced by Garrison as the representative to Seotland of the colored 
people of New England, they cheered him, that mtltitade, with 
clapping, and waving of hats, caps, and kerchiefs, and with Scot- 
tish hurrahs, till the rafters of Dun Edin hail fhirly trembled. 
Bach is prejudice against color among this polished pecfile of thfe 
" modem Athens." We wish- our democratic republican negro- 
liaters had been there to be thunderstruck at it. 



LETTER TO EDITORIAL CHAIR. 
[From the Herald of Fitiedon of November 6, 1840.] 

Plymouthy Nov, 4, 1840. 

TO THS EDITORIAL CHATtl OF THE HERALD OT FREEDOM. 

RRi.nvF.n OLD Chair, — ^You are not old, as my Chair^ or as 
the Chair of the Herald, but ia yooT private capacity of mere 
seat. What your capacity held, or whom, before you became 
Chair of the Herald, I do not know ; but you are by many years, 
ai^arently, the senior of the paper, in whose service you now 
faithfully stand ; and so are an old Chair. If you were old as 
the editory seat of the little anti-slavery paper, whose servant you 
are, I should respectfully style you, and not familiarly, as I now 
do. I take it, you and I both shall be more respected some years 
hence, than we are now, — at least, treated with more respect. 
You are now sat upon, while I am trodden upon — ^you by your 
friends, and the friends of liberty — ^I by its enemies. But we 
both bear it patiently. I said we should be respected hereafter, 
for I expect myself to be remembered in countction with the first 
paper ever printed in New Hampshire in the service of bumai^ 
ity. Although I shall not, as I expect, add any thing to the 
memorability of the paper, yet I shall get remembered among 
the other incidents .of it, and as one who did his beet faithfully 
to keep it in effectual operation for the great cause. 

I believe Jossph Horace K'^ny^i-r uged to b« your occupant 
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Tkis will be an honorable circum^aDce to yoii, and give yoQ an 
honorable perpetuity. 

B«t lei futuritj, aa to these ibii»gfl> tnke care of it8el£ Nei^ 
ther chair nor ihose^ who set in theoi^ are much benefited bj 
being le^ecied or remembered^ especially the occupants — foi^ 
they die. The chairs scMnetinies go down to posterity, to be.seeoi 
or respected while they aie y^ alivc^ I saw aome very respecUH 
ble old-chairs^ on my recent anti-slaTery journey across the w«4er« 
They were not editorial chairs, but *' chairs of state/' I did not 
respect tbem much Hat this, though oth^s do. I saw a very i^ 
spectable old chair of state in I^ondon. It stood in Westminster 
Abbey — in a little dd mouldy loft, among the dark nooks of that 
iAd monastic pile. Queen Elizabeth sat in it, when they put the 
crown on her head, (which a hair comb would have much befeter 
become, in my opinion-— or her native bead of hair ; and so I 
wodld say of James, who was crowned in it after her.) It wa» 
an old chair, and little like what modern suhjectiQm would buiUh 
Ibr its queen. Bat they reverence it Cor its eUness, Victoria 
was crowned in it, — althongh it was the homeiiest chair I s&w in 
Britain, except one, and that I saw in York Minster, and it was- 
the dishonored one in which hunch-backed Richard the Third 
was crowned, in the fiunoiifl old Roman city of York. I said ii 
was a homely chair. Yon will take no c^ence, when I say it 
very much resembles yourself. It had an ornamental stone in it, 
not such as kings and queens would wear, but quite as becoming, 
I think, and adding fiill as much to its beauty. It was a iamou9 
stone. It was brought from Scone in Scotland. There was. a 
wizard saying about it, that wherever that stone should be, tliere 
should be' the crown of Britain <x the crown of Scotland. When 
Scottii^ king James became king of Great Britain, he carried it 
with him to London, and it has remained ther^ ever since. It is 
a homdy, clumsy stone, not one oF-'^ the precious," but a {»ece 
of blue, commcm, field stoa«9— some two feet and a half long, and 
ten inches broad, if I remember right, and is deposited in the 
frame-work of the old rickety chair, directly up under the seat, 
across the fore part of it. I sat down in the chair with my hat 
on, in token of iireverence for crowns and the baubles of state. 
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[ felt no such deference for seats as I do when I sit on your 
honored flag-bottom, and make the local in^iration to help me 
say' something for him, who has no seat among the human family. 
But there were many old associations hovering about that indent 
chtdr/ It- was in tlie depths of that' monkish old pile — above it 
was the surpassing beauty of its lofty, vaulting dome, that seemed 
to spring upward like the boughs of a tree, and reminded me, by 
close resemblance, of the intemnbigling elm boughs that wove 
tlieniseli^s into each other, above my head, in one of the walks 
in the royal park at Windsor. They looked, where they meet 
over head, for ali the world like the Itxiuet arches m the roof of 
Westminster Abbey, and the stone raftering was about tlie size 
c^ the elm boughs, and resembled . them, and I have no doubt 
Gothic architecture stole its forms of beauty from tlie native tree 
tops. Close by the old succession^ chair was a va^lted stair way — 
dosed and hollow, leading up to some old retreat of superstition, 
the old locks on the entrances eat all up, a century ago or more 
probably, with rust. I can't tell you so that i/ou can understand 
roe, the objects that surrounded that old chair. . I did not think, 
when I begun this letter, of sajring a word about the abbey. ' It 
is all a digression. I meant to say something of New Hampshire 
anti-abolition, to firatch which, I have Again left you, as I have 
had to, oflen in times past, and which yon have kept in awe, quite 
. as much when empty as when filled. 

I will say nothing of king Richard's chair, or of the mighty 
York Minster, where it stands, now. I intend to tell of these 
things for the entertainment of our beloved antinslavery readers, 
who can gather English hist^y out of these <Ad chaurs and cathe- 
drals, and so something that belongs to the cause of human liber- 
ty. The^e things we will declare when we meet again. I do not 
feel at home away from you. No sofa or couch of down yields 
me the reposing support, to say nothing of the philanthropic ex- 
citement, which I experience within your massy old frame work, 
I am interrupted, and must subscribe myself, 
With much love to you and our readers. 

Yours and theirs, 

N. P. EOGERS. 



PRO-SLAVERY " EXCOMMUNICATION." 121 

PRO-SLAVERY ** EXCOMMUNICATION * 
[From the Herald of Freedom of March 19, 1841.] 

Let us not be misanderstocMl or misapprehended in onr esti- 
mate of the bearing of these church doings, on the anti-slarerj 
cause — or in our purpose in assailing sectarian organizations 
And because we speak strongly, and at times from the impulse 
cjf the moment, let not our friends esteem it rash or extrayagant. 
Our views, we seriously believe, they will by and by see to be 
sound, and in accordance with the gospel — and necessary to be 
broached for the advancement and triumph of the anti-slavery 
enterprise. Somebody must begin to broach them. Somebody 
must startle community, torpid and fettered as it lies, under secta- 
rian delusion and despotism. While religion is' sectarian, slave- 
ry is safe. While the monster has the countenance and support 
of all the institutions of sect throughout the entire country, she 
will laugh at the impotent efforts of abolitionists to jostle her in 
her gory seat. We have seen and felt that all the " influence 
and power" of sect is against our movements for the slave. We 
cannot go on while this " power Mid influence" remains over the 
people. They wcm't dare become abolitionists, to any useful 
extent. They are not allowed to hear the truth. The public ear 
is deafened and stopped up against it. And it must be so. Sect 
cannot have it otherwise, and live. Self-preservation drives her 
to smother anti-slavery, if she can. Look at her pulpits, and her 
presses, and her literary institutions, and her benevolent institu- 
tions, and her whole machinery. It is all of it — every rope, 
wheel, pulley, cog, dead against our movement, and all its prin- 
ciples. And you may as well propitiate slavery herself, as sect. 
You can improve and ameliorate the one as well as the other. 
Seeing this, and feeling it, we assail sect. It is our anti-slavery 
duty. We are false to the slave, if we fail to do it. We know 
it will alarm and offend many of our friends. It will shake our 
little subscription list — and sift it again, after new organization 
and bastard philanthropy have thinned it down to a forlorn hope. 
It will deepen the scowl with which a pro-slavery community 
11 
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glovers at us in the highway. What of all that? It has got to 
be done, or the slave perishes for all auy interference but the 
avenging arm of the Almighty 

Three millions of our common humanity welter on the plan- 
tation, in the csqpacity of the brute. Fi.fteen millions, in mad de- 
fiance of. God, are revelling around them in professed liberty and 
Christianity, as dead to their unutterably condition as a yard of 
graye-stones. Interspersed over the whole land are the strong 
holds of religious profession, called churches — leagued together 
in merciless fellowship, from the Gulf of Meidco to Canada line 
Their great, overgrown, gloated sects love slavery, as the drunk- 
ard does his drink. They, pamper it — ^they frown at him who 
would disturb it ; and if they had the power, they would put him 
to death. They may come to have that power yet. Slaveholding 
is no where deemed unchristian among them. They hold that it 
is> altogether christiaD to enslave. Their members, their minis- 
ters, their local organizations, hold slaves, and trade in them, 
and traffic in the acknowlecjged disciples of Christ It is held 
no fault, in the eye of the American church, that a man sell his 
own children ; ay, that he be a grower of children for ^ale, and 
even to carry on ecclesiastical movements. 

Can anti-slavery advance in face of a religion like this? Can 
we discredit slavery — much less bring it to an end — while the 
entire religion of the country defends it thus, and maintains that 
it is of God? 



CORRESPONDENCE WITH PIBRPONT. 

[Froiri the Herald of Freedom of Aprilie, 1841.] 

JBostM, March 20, 1841. 



My ihsice^hmored, because persecuted frigid ! — I give you joy. 
You now know, if you never. befi»e knew, the full force and 
beauty^ of that " beatitude"—" Blessed are they which are perse- 
cuted for righteoufiness* sake." You and I do not belong to the 
same sect—md I rejoice that we do not ; for if we did, we might 
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not know, practically and experimentally, how very feeble, how 
mach like burning tow-strings are the ties of sect, when they are 
pulled upon by the strong sympathies of huntfanity — the attrac- 
tions of the christian gpirlL 

I cottgratolate you ! — ^I almost wish somebody would excom- 
municate me. Well — it may be said that has been done by the 
great majority of the christian church in the country, and in all 
Christendom. As a Unitarian, I am, in effect, excommunicated 
from the christian fold. But this was done so long ago, and I 
have lived and labored so long and so happily as a Unitarian, that 
the old excommunication, like one run of the small pox, has got 
about worked out of the constitution, and I have become liable, 
if properly exposed, to take it again. And it is altogether pos- 
sible that I may soon have to take it again. I am to be brought 
again before a council to answer (or my overt acts of treason 
against the majesty of Rum. 

If those our adversaries only knew how much they exalt us, 
the poor victims of their spiritual pride, in your case, and purse- 
pride in mine, we need ask for them, I think, no severer penalty. 
But of this exaltation the^ have no conception. Those things 
are hidden from " the wise and prudent of this world." They 
think, poor souls ! that they are making us unhappy. That's all 
they know about it. 

I rejoice, " my dear sir," to see that your spirit is not broken, 
though your connection with the Plymouth church 15. They 
excommunicate ffou! No — you have long since excommuni- 
cated them ! — that is, you have placed yourself in a position in 
which you have nothing, or very little, in common with them; 
where there was really no communion between your spirit and 
their spirits. Well, let them put you out of their synagogue, and 
think that in so doing, they are doing God service — as indeed 
they are ! — ^though in a way that they think not of Let them 
excommunicate you ! There is another church, of which I verily 
believe you arc a member, in full communion, and — " in regular 
standing," I was goingto add \ but regular standing is standing 
according to rule, {regula,) — thus understood, I imagine your 
standing b not very regular, if we take the rules of any '' vbible 
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church" on earth as the criterion ; but of the true church I be- 
lieve you are a member, i. e. the church of the true and the de- 
voted, — ^the daring, the trusting, the tried and the approved. 
Faint not, my dear friend; fail not. No — your spirit cannot 
faint ; the flesh may be weak, but the spirit is strong ; — so will it 
be, while you are persecuted. Though your outward man per- 
ish, yet your inward man — which is all the man that is worth 
our concern — your inward man will gain strength, day by day. 
My dear friend, may God bless you ! — He surely will. 

J. PIERPONT. 



Concord, March 25, 18 1 1. 
My very dear FRnsND : — Your kind letter of the 20th I have 
received. I have long been ycur admirer, and since personal 
acquaintance with you, have been proud of the notice you have 
shown me. I love you now, and here promise to admire you no 
longer. It was indeed kind in you to send me jrour consolatory — 
congratulatory greeting — at a time when you would naturally 
suppose me most in want of it I value it none the less highly 
from the fact that somehow I have scarcely thought myself per- 
secuted at all, by this little excommunication. I feel the excite^ 
ment and fervor of the battle we are waging, and a considerable 
sword-cut w^ould hardly give me a smarting sensation. This 
excommunication really strikes me as resting on my " old organ- 
ized anti-slavery," and not on myself. It is evident what it is for. 
It does not in the least dishonor me. I am not alone. I am in 
no business where want of patronage or of reputation would im- 
pair my living cr my prosperity. I have given up business. I 
am the slave's advocate, and my clients canH he made to forsake 
me, or withdraw their patronage, I have not a particle of repu- 
tation to forfeit, — having been for some time past " of no reputa- 
tion." So that I am not persecuted. I endure nothing, have 
no cross to bear, never enjoyed life half so iw//, even when 
I am sick. Still, your letter was a great cordial. It gave my 
heart a spring, and even my pulse a little vivacity, I will not 
try by words to tell you how I feel about it. Will you allow me 
to publish it? If I should, it would not be to get myself honor, 
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but to let my old Plymouth friends know that my position is not 
regarded every where as they regard it. They know your name 
there, and though your opinion would be no proof of my ortko' 
doxy, it would embarrass them in their effort at despising my inti- 
slavery character. 

I have done sympathising (condolingly) with you, in youf 
Hcdlis street vexations. They are opportunities for which you 
should bless God. What interest they impart to your life ! How 
dull ordinary Boston pulpit-life — compared to yours, since this 
battle ! How dull would your own even be, to return to ! You 
are charged with defence of great principles. " Felix oppor 
tunitate !" Make the utmost of it. And when the history is read, 
let it not be seen that he omitted this or that glorious chance,—* 
or left this or that capital point unattained. 

The Lord be with you, my dear friend, and sustain you, and 
enable you to fight eminently His battles in the earth. O, the 
misfortune of living in the stagnation of this worWs peace ! And 
O for faith in Christ to enable us to fight acceptably these heart* 
stirring, heart-sustaining, soul-expanding conflicts ! 
With a heart full, I am 

Your friend and brother, 

N. P. ROGERS. 

P. S. Allow me to add in my own defence " in haste" 



Boston, 5th April, 1841. 
Well, my dear Excommunicate t I think that neither of ns 
wishes or can wish any thing worse to fall upon those " who de- 
spitefully use us and persecute us," than the knowledge would 
bring upon them of all the good they are doing us,luid of the 
satisfaction that we derive, as well as exaltation, from all that 
they do to put us down, and stop our mouths ; — stop them, but 
not with bread. Poor, dear persecutors ! — th^y should have 
known us better — instead of trying to thrust us out, they should 
have bought us in. Instead of starving, they should have stuffed 
us. They should have known-^ 

" That Satan now is wiser than of yore, 
And tempts by making rich — not makmg poor."— 
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They should have offered me an interest in a distillery of New 
England rum, and you a share in a sugar plantation. There's 
no knowing what that would have done ! You and I might then 
have been bound together by very different ties from those that bind 
us now. I might have bought your molasses for my distillery, and 
jou my rum for your negro drivers ; — to screw their bowels up to 
the whipping point. Thus might you and I have been brought 
into the relation and sympathy of ordinary business friendship, 
and held together by silver chains ; and the patriarchs of the 
South and the friends of freedom at the North might, for all that 
we might have done, have met together ; and the distillers and 
the cold water men have kissed each other ; — Temperance and 
Slavery might have billed and cooed " like sucking doves," and 
mother church might have looked benignantly on, and have 
pronounced her benediction upon the bonds of matrimony that 
of the twain had made one flesh. But Pro-drunkenness and 
Pro-slavery took other counsel, and it will probably prove to them 
the counsel of Ahithophel. They thought they could bring us 
into straits — ^that they could hush our crying, by frightening us. 
— Blood of John Rogers, of Smithfield memory ! — that any body 
should ever think of stopping thy current by threatening to let 
thee oiit of the veins of one of his descendants ! — ^Ah, the child- 
ren of this world have .not, in this particular instance, been quite 
80 wise as the children of light. 

Now, don't understand me, my friend, as meaning to say, in 
sober earnestness, that either of us could have been bribed, either 
by "rum" or "negroes," to hold his peace upon the sin of 
drunkenness and drunkard-making, slave-catching, slave-selling, 
and slave-whipping. I only mean to suggest that if any thing 
could have done it, that might ; for most men are more easily 
seduced than scared— bribed than bullied— purchased into the 
wrong than persecuted out of the right. " Who shall separate 
us from the love of Christ ? Shall persecution, or nakedness, or 
famine, or the sword V No, these things do but bind the closer 
to him all who really love him, and who labor to serve him, by 
serving their fellow-men in the spirit in which he served them. 
You ask me to let you publish my letter congratulating you 
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upon your good fortune in having been excommunicated. Really, 
I don't know what I said, or what to say. I kept no copy of the 
letter, and as I wrote not to the editor, but to the man, I suspect 
that it would not make much of a figure in the columns of a 
newspaper, or do much for my '' honor and glory" as a literary 
man. But, if it will-de you any good, print it, though in writing 
it I may have done such violence to grammar as to have knocked 
out all the Cs of orthography, and broken every bone in syntax. 
I am not so hard pushed yet, but that I can bear a few more 
reproaches for meddling with exciting topics. But if you print, 
pray do it at once. '' If it be done, 'twere well that 'twere done 
quickly ;" — for next week I am again to be brought before a 
council to answer for my overt acts of treason against the majesty 
of Rum ; and, if I am to be hanged soon, I should like to see 
aU my sins of this sort set forth in black and white before the cap 
is pulled down over my eyes. But, if you print my letter, I think 
you should, also, print yours in reply. I don't know that you 
have kept a copy of yours ; nor do I think you have ; — so I en- 
close it, praying that you will remit it to me, for preservation, 
whether you print it or not. 

How do you sleep, my poor excommunicated friend? Are 
you not gored every night, in vision, by papal bulls '( " At the 
noise of the thunder" of the Plymouth church, have not all your 
slumbers " hasted away 1" Do any of your old friends know you 
now, when you show — if you ever dare to show — ^yourself in 
public? When you " go out to the gate through the city, when 
you prepare your seat in the street, do the young men see you 
and hide themselves, and do the aged arise and stand up ?" Do 
your vital organs perform their functions as they were wont ? 
Do you masticate well what little you can get to eat? or do *' the 
grinders cease l>ecause they are few ?" — O my friend, what a sad 
thing it is to be* excommunicated from the orthodox church that 
is ni Plymouth, New Hampshire ! But, my dear sir, you'll get 
over it — whether the church will, or not, is another question. 

Your friend and fellow-servant, 

JOHN PIERPONT. 
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"AILSA CRAIG.'^ 
[From the Herald of Freedom of April 90, 18i1.] 

This famous rock in the Irish sea we meant to have said 
something about, when we saw it, long before this time. But 
anti-slavery makes us omit and forget the wonders of the old 
world. We passed it on S trip from Scotland to Ireland. We 
\eh Glasgow on the 28th of July, at ten in the morning, for Dub- 
lin. William Lloyd Garrison in company, our' fellow-passenger 
to the Irish capital — and Charles Lehox Remond — Wm. Smeala 
of Glasgow, a distinguished anti-slavery Quaker — and Jc^ 
Murray, of Bolein, a sweet little village down the Clyde from 
the city, a noble, Robert-Bruce-looking man, and a great abo- 
litionist, — these, and one George Thompsoic, were our escort 
as far as Greenock — there to take final leave of us before our 
departure for America. It was hard leaving the ** bonnie" city 
of Glasgow, and especially " Albany Place," the princely resi- 
dence of our hospitable friend Mathew Lethem, who made us 
feel entirely at home there in less than three days, which was all 
the time we had for Glasgow. But we made old friends there. 
They are made by abolitionists in a day, in Scotland. We went 
aboard a steamer, and rode down the ship-thronged Clyde. Noth- 
ing can exceed its beauty below this great city. To be sure, they 
have robbed it of its native banks — and commerce has substituted 
for the green slope, a sloping wall of neat and firm stone masonry 
on each side, and straightened the once indented shores. But 
the utility of the metamorphosis is so mighty, and so palpable,— 
making this narrow stream, a far way inland, the highway for the 
commerce of one of the great ports of Britain— of a city as large 
as New York or Liverpool — where the largest ships may ride as 
freely as in the ocean, for depth of water — ^that it gives it a most 
imposing, singular, and interesting appearance. It is hardly 
broader than some of the widest streets of London. Our little 
steamer elbowed its way among the keels, that thronged it like 
** the fiill tide of human existence" along the slippery pavements 
and broad side-walks of Cheapside, or Glasgow's " Broadway," the 
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swarming Trongale. It was amusing, we re member , to see tlie 
ploughed-up water roll alocg the sUnie banks, half way up their 
slopes, in waves that coiled and convolved like the fidds of the 
sea serpent. The wails were a good deal higher than the nati^ 
ral shores, iHiich were wet and low. Thej had filled in behind 
them with earth, and made high, wide, level land on either side, 
which was now covered with old verdure, and planted with stately 
trees; — and the promenader might take his rural evening walk 
there, side by side with the winged commerce of every quarter of 
the globe, — the '* white sail gliding by the tree," and the smoky 
plamage of the steamers streaming off over among the glorious 
woodlands. The gentry of the rich t:ity had scattered their seats 
idong the borders, with here and there a palace of nobility. We 
remember one of surpassing beauty, whose proprietor, John 
Murray told us as we passed it, lay in his grave in a ibreign land. 
He was killed at Paris — sitting in his hotel — by a chance sliot, 
in the Three Days' revolution. A colossal monument, standing 
on a high spot in the neighborhood, commemorates the event. 
Strange man, we thought, who could leave such a home as that 
for Paris, or any where else. But there is nothing of home about 
palaces. Home dwells in cottages. 

We made our way steadily, though not rapidly, down the 
widening channel — and came to where the '* bonnie" Vale of 
Leven came down upon the Clyde from Loch Lomond, and its 
enclosing mountains, which we could descry in the misty dis- 
tance, up the Vale. All abolitionists have heard of the Vale of 
X^yen — and remember its remonstrance to the women of Ame? 
rica, sent over here some four years ago, and unfurled over the 
heads of the thousands in Broadway Tabernacle at an anti-slavery 
anniversary. The fonr thousand Scottish women who signed it 
dwelt in the Vale of Leven. We saw John Summcrville, the 
minister who obtained their signatures. What would induce one 
of our clergy — with any ** weight of influence," to be seen going 
about for women's signatures to an abolition petition I Where 
Leven Vale meets the Clyde rises a tremendous rock, in the 
clefts of which lodges the grim old fortress of Dumbarton castle 
— famous in the history of Sir William Wallace* 
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We reachedOr** and he pays the marquis of Ailsa, the pro- 
landing, w^^aes his title from the Craig, £50 rent, for his privi- 
**^ ^^Jjlerfing them." What sort of birds ? we asked him. " Sea- 
^Hfof all sorts," he said. "They inhabit the Craig; andye'Umay 

see numbers of them. They are quite numerous. The marquis 
has threatened prosecution if people fire upon the Craig from the 
vessels. They have been in the habit of firing to alarm the birds, 
to see them fly." He had been himself governor of the Craig, he 
said, some years before, and had great sport and some danger in 
killing the birds. His way of killing them was with a club ; and 
he told us how many thousand, we dare not say how many, he 
had killed in a single day, of a famous kind of goose. He had 
let himself down to a quarter of the cliff's where they haunted, to 
get the young and eggs ; and the old ones attacked him, and he 
fought them with his club, till he was covered with blood — theirs 
and his own. He had a good mind, he said, to give them one 
gun — just to let us see them fly, as we were strangers. As he 
had been the marquis' governor, he said, he would venture that 
he would overlook it in him. He ordered his boy to bring the 
musket. The boy returned and said it was left behind at Glas- 
gow. ** Load up the swivel then," said the captain ; " it will be 
all the better. It will make quite a flight, ye'll find. — Load her 
up pretty well." 

The steamer meanwhile kept nearing the giant Craig, which 
was a bare rock from summit to the sea, and all of a dull chalky 
whiteness, occasioned, as the captain said, by the excrement of 
the birds. We saw caves in the sides of the mountain, and 
down by the water ; the retreats, our informant told us, in former 
times, of the smugglers, who used to frequent the Craig, and carry 
on an extensive trade from these places of concealment. We 
had got so near as to see the white birds flitting across the black 
entrances of the caverns, like bees about the hive. With the 
spy-glass we could see them distinctly, and in very considerable 
numbers, and at length approached so that we could see them 
on the ledges all over the sides of the mountain. We had passed 
the skirt of the Craig, and were within a half mile, or less, of 
its base. With the glass we could now see the entire mountain 
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side peopled with the sea-fow), and could heai; their whirapering, 
household cry, as they inOved about, <tf nestled in domestic Bnugm^ 
Hess on the ten thousand ledges. The air, too, about the preoi- 
picea seemed to be'alire with them* Still We had not the slighter 
conception of their frightful multitude.- We got about against 
the^ centre of the mouatatn, when the swivel was fired. The 
shot went point blank against it, and struck the stupendous pre* 
oipice as from top to bottom with a reverberation like the dis- 
charge of a hundred cannon. And what a sight followed ! They 
rose up from that mountain — ^the countless myriads and millions 
of sea-birds — in a universal, overwhelming cloud that covered 
the whole heavens, and their cry was like the cry of an alarmed 
nation* Up they went — millions upon millions — ascending like 
the smoke of a furnace— ^countless as the sands on the sea s^ore— 
awiiil, dreadful for multitude, as if the whole mountain were dis- 
solving into life and light, and, with an unearthly kind of lament, 
took up their line of march in every direction off to sea. The 
sight startled the people on board the steamer, who had often 
witnessed it before, and for some minutes. there ensued a general 
silence. For our own pvt, we were quite amazed and overawed 
at the spectacle. We had seen nothing like it ever before. We 
had seen White Mountain Notches and Niagara Falls, in our own 
land, and the vastness of the wide and deep ocean, which was 
then separating us from it. We had seen something of art's 
raagniftcence in the old world, "its-cloud-capt towers, its gor- 
geous palaces and solemn temples," but we had never witnessed 
sublimity to be c(»npared to that rising of sea-birds from Ailsa 
Craig. They were of countless varieties, in kind and size, from 
the largest goose to the smallest marsh-bird — and of every c<mi- 
ceivable variety of dismal note. Off they moved, in wild and 
alarmed rout, like a people going into exile-— filling the air, far 
and wide, with their reproachful lament at the wanton cruelty 
that had broken them up and driven them into captivity. We 
really felt remorse at it, and the thought might have occurred to 
us, how easy it would have been for them, if they had known 
that the little smoking speck that was laboring along the sea sur- 
12 
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We reachedjgy " and he pays the marquis of Ailsa, the pro- 
laniiin^, wj^f^es his title from the Craig, £5(i rent, for his privi- 
tfec cit;5i!^f^g them." What sort of birds ? we asked him. *' Sea- 
^^^MTof all sorts," he said. " They inhabit the Craig ; andye'llmay 

see numbers of them. They are quite numerous. The marquis 
has threatened prosecution if people fire upon the Craig from the 
vessels. They have been in the habit of firing to alarm the birds, 
to see them fly." He had been himself governor of the Craig, he 
said, some years before, and had great sport and some danger in 
killing the birds. His way of killing them was with a club ; and 
he told us how many thousand, we dare not say how many, he 
had killed in a single day, of a famous kind of goose. He had 
let himself down to a quarter of the cliffs where they haunted, to 
get the young and eggs ; and the old ones attacked him, and he 
fought them with his club, till he was covered with blood — theirs 
and his own. He had a good mind, he said, to give them one 
gun — just to let us see them fly, as we were strangers. As he 
had been the marquis' governor, he said, he would venture that 
he would overlook it in him. He ordered his boy to bring the 
musket. The boy returned and said it was left behind at Glas- 
gow. " Load up the swivel then," said the captain ; " it will be 
all the better. It will make quite a flight, ye'll find. — Load her 
up pretty well." 

The steamer meanwhile kept nearing the giant Craig, which 
was a bare rock from summit to the sea, and all of a dull chalky 
whiteness, occasioned, as the captain said, by the excrement of 
the birds. We saw caves in the sides of the mountain, and 
down by the water ; the retreats, our informant told us, in former 
times, of the smugglers, who used to frequent the Craig, and carry 
on an extensive trade from these places of concealment. We 
had got so near as to see the white birds flitting across the black 
entrances of the caverns, like bees about the hive. With the 
spy-glass we could see them distinctly, and in very considerable 
numbers, and at length approached so that we could see them 
on the ledges all over the sides of the mountain. We had passed 
the skirt of the Craig, and were within a half mile, or less, of 
its base. With the glass we could now see the entire mountain 
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side peopled with the sea-fow), and could heu; their whimpering, 
household cry, as they moved about, or nestled in domestic snug* 
ness on the ten thousand ledges. The air, too, about the preci- 
pices seemed to be'alire with them. Still we had not the slighlesC 
ccmcepticm of their frightful multitude.' We got about against 
the- centre of the moantatn, when the swivel was fired. The 
shot went p<Mnt blank against it, and struck the stupendous pre- 
cipice as from t<^ to bottom with a reverberation like the dis- 
charge of a hundred cannon. And what a sight followed ! They 
lose up from that mountain — ^the countless myriads and millions 
of sea-birds — in a universal, overwhelming cloud that covered 
the whole heavens, and their cry was like the cry of an alarmed 
nation. Up they went — millions upon millions — ascending like 
the smoke of a furnace— countless as the sands on the sea sbore — 
awiul, dreadful for multitude, as if the wliole nK)untain were dis- 
solving into life and light, and, with an unearthly kind of lament, 
took up their line of march in every direction off to sea. The 
sight startled the people on board the steamer, who had often 
witnessed it before, and for some minutes there ensued a general 
silence. For our own part, we were quite amazed and overawed 
at the spectacle. We had seen notliing like it ever before. We 
had sjeen W^hite Mountain Notches and Niagara Falls, in our own 
land, and the vastness of the wide and deep ocean, which was 
then separating us from it. We had seen something of art's 
magnificence in the old world, ''its-cloud-capt towers, its gor- 
geous palaces and solemn temples,'' but we had never witnessed 
sublimity to be compared to that rising of sea-birds from Ailsa 
Craig. They were of countless varieties, in kind and size, from 
the largest goose to the smallest marsh-bird-— and of every con- 
ceivable variety of dismal note. Off they moved, in wild and 
alarmed rout, like a people going into exile—filling the air, far 
and wide, with their reproachful lament at the wanton cruelty 
that had broken them up and driven them into captivity. We 
really felt remorse at it, and the thought might have occurred to 
us, how easy it would have been for them, if they had known 
that the little smoking speck that was laboring along the sea sur- 
12 
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face beneath them, had been the cause of their banishment, to 
have settled down upon it and ingulfed it out of sight forever. 

We felt astonished that we had never before heard of this 
wcnderfulhaunt of sea-fowl, and that no one had ever wriiien a 
book upon it. It struck us, as really one of " the wonders of 
the world." And not us alone ; others, not at all given to the 
marvellous, declared that it surpassed every thing they had ever 
before witnessed. We supposed the mountain must have been 
quite deserted, from the myriads that had flown away ; but lifting 
the glass to it, as we were leaving its border, we were appalled to 
find it still alive with the myriads left behind. They kept leaving 
and leaving, until our steamer had got far on beyond the Craig, 
and till we coul 1 no loi ger discern their departure with the tele* 
scope ; and it was miles off into the dusky Irish sea, before we 
saw the ebbing of their mighty movement, and that they were 
beginning to return. We felt rdieved to see them gcnng back. 
It had scarcely occurred to us in our surprise, that they were not 
leaving their native cliffs forever. Slowly and sadly they seemed 
to return, — wliile the eye sought in vain to ken the outskirts of 
their mighty caravan. And Ailsa Craig had sunk far into cur 
rear, and quite sensibly diminished in the distance, before the 
rearmost of the feathered host had disappeared firom our sight. 

The excitement occasioned us considerate depression of spir- 
its, from which we were not entirely relieved until night came 
down upon tlie St. George's channel, and the protracted northern 
twilight could no longer disclose objects to our wearied vision. 
Then, after refreshing ourselves with some substantial confec- 
tionary, with which dear George Thompson had kindly stufled 
our pockets from a shop at Greenock, before leaving the '* land 
of cakes," our beloved fellow*passenger and ourself, after sundry 
fond remembrances of the other side the ocean, some expecta- 
tions of next day's greetings in Dublin, and some grateful sense, 
as we trust, of the Goodness that had not forgotten us amid all 
our dangers by sea and land, — we forgot what we had seen, and 
whereabouts we were, in the arms of oblivious sleep. 

The next morning the sun rose clear upon the glassy sea, and 
revealed to us the hills and mists of eld Ireland, towards which 
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we joyoosly sped, entering the beaotifol bay of Dublin, — and at ten 
o'clock, just twenty-foor boors from our embarking on the Clyde, 
we stepped ashore on the banks of the Liffey, in the Irish capi- 
tal. We Iband Irish and American friends in prompt waiting 
fyt ua H the landing, and in a few moments were bag and bag- 
gage moonted on that oat-oAdoor, non-descript vehicle, the Bian' 
-Car, tod full gallop for 161 Great Brunswick street, the elegant 
and hearty honae of Richard and Hannah Webb. 



EXTRACT OF A LETTER FROM BOSTON. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of May 21, lail .] 

Mr DEAR J. R. F. 

I meant to give you something for last week's Herald, bear- 
ing date Philadelphia or New York, but had so much to de with 
anti-slavery at the first city, and so poor health at the latter, much 
of the time I passed there, that I could write nothing. I am 
now laid up ** in ordinary*' of an ea^-wind, late-spring cold, at 
the home of our fast anti-slavery friend Francis Jackson, almost 
under the eaves of PierpanVs meeting-house, — two localities not 
unworthy anti-slavery remembrance. I am in the room which 
was thrown open to the mob-routed women in 1835, when the 
ealm-minded proprietor gave them public invitation to hold their 
meeting in bis house ; telling them if the mob, then in posses- 
sion of the city, tore it down, why, then he would endeavor to 
build another. In this room they held their adjourned meeting, 
while mobocracy howled along the street. Harriet Martineau 
was presmt, and, amid the tempest, gave in her public adhesion 
to the anti-slavery cause. The room inspires my heart, but 
eannot give clearness or vivacity to the stupified head, so that I 
might give you something of the Philadelphia and New York 
meetings. 

I reached Philadelphia, Thursday, at 4, P. M., (6th inst.) in 
twenty-fimr hours from Boston, having passed the night on the 
Sound aboard the New York, a swift and elegant steamer which 
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brought us from Norwich, Conn., to the great commercial Baby- 
lon, at 7 in the morning. • We crossed the Hudson, and entered 
the cars, and made a tedious and most uninteresting jaunt '' through 
the Jerseys," as dull as Washington's retreat, and nearly as slow. 
We passed the village of Trenton,- near^ I suppose, where the 
turning-point engagement of the revolution was fought; and 
along the banks. of the Delaware, of. which that celebrated pa»- 
sage was made by our Irostrbitten remnaat of an army. Once 
these localities would have awakened enthusiastic feelings, but 
they enkindled nothing of the kind now, as I thought of the 
bloody purpose of those celebrated movements, and how with all 
the boast of the revolution, Liberty had never set foot upon the 
continent which was delivered by it ; and we were then on the 
way to an anti-slavery meeting in the dishonored city on its banks, 
one of whose most beautiful edifices had been burnt by the peo- 
ple to ashes because it had been consecrated to liberty of speech. 
The Delaware rolls sullenly and silently by it without a murmur 
of indignation, fresh as its waters come from the field of Treib* 
t<»i and Uie wintry passage-of Washington. That passage and 
that field were in vain. They have got to be repeated, but not 
in military array. It is moral power now led against the Hessian 
myrmidons of slavery which atorms its barriers and crosses its 
rivers. 

The approach to Philadelphia down the Delaware is exceed- 
in^y pleasant. We passed the picturesque chateau of Joseph 
B<Hiaparte on its banks, at Bordentown. It haa a beautiful for* 
eign look ; but you can't forget that its immense cost was wrung 
out of laboring poor, who have, not where to lay their heads. 
The Lord speed the day when no more of these proud abodes 
shall be erected on the earth — when, instead of the castle or the 
palace usurping miles of solitary green, happy, equal humanity 
shall have planted its dear doinestic homes along ** every rood of 
ground.' 
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The city is inland-^remote iron the aea, its -tempests and 
surges, and embosomed betyreen two quiet rivers. The people 
are swgekss and untempesttums in mood and demeauor, and far 
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remote from the ebb and flow, wind and wave, and agitation of 
the New England North. The city is a level. The people are 
not mountainous. The streets of the city are all at right angles 
and in paralhh, and the habitations lie in squares. There seem 
to be few curves or diagtmdb in the ways of the people. The 
city is {Mainly but richly built. There is an unostentatious, but 
paipaUe opulence in the tall palaces, with their white window- 
shatters, and their marUe step flights at every door. They go 
«p to their thresholds over the white Italian marble. — And there 
is no ruffling or furhehwing in the uniform of the p/mn-clad 
people, but their material is as rich as a Jew. The city has adl 
the tidiness and sweet cleanliness of a Canterbury Shaker vil- 
la^. The streets undergo continual ablution, and the broad 
brick side-walks look damp, cool, and refreshing, as if just wet 
with a thunder-shower. And you would think, to see the peo- 
ple, that they are all fresh from the bath. The city has the 
inestimable blessing of water as well as air. It is in this particu- 
lar highly favored among cities. It does not have to depend on 
the rain it may catch in decaying cisterns, or on wells sunk in 
its own foundations of doubtful purity. Fairmount sheds the 
water upon it, from its verdant summit in the neighborhood, in 
supply as copious and unfailing as the Schuylkill, and pure as the 
riUs that feed that noble river from the Blue Ridge. Fairmount 
wat^s every street of the city, and every dwelling, from base- 
ment to loftiest attic. The abundance is wonderful. It is " wa- 
ter — water — every where." And the people riot in it. If they 
were pagans, they would worship it. Water would be their god ; 
with his Oijrmpus on the top of Fairmount, and his haunt up the 
bed of the Schuylkill ; or perhaps he would himself be that pro- 
pitious river. The city revels in perpetual ablution, and it " keeps 
clean the outrside." But with all their water power, they could 
not, it seems, put out the conflagration of the " Pennsylvania 
Hall." That was a fire the Fairmount fluid could not quench. 
The "fire-stained" ruin stands there in unaccountable contrast 
with the ^tef-looking habitations about it. 
12* 
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MEETINGS AT NEW YORK. 
[From the Herald of Freedom of June 4, 1841.] 

Some of theae were of a deeply interesting character, and 
brought out some of the humblest of the people to speak, as well 
as to feel. Among others, a woman past middle life, of the name 
of Harriet. Lloyd. Pledges and contributions were making, 
as she cast into the humble treasury her quarter of a ddlar, and 
accompanied the deposit with a few remarks. But the spirit of 
the meeting waxing powerful, and the duty of liberality being 
urged by the various speakers, and in order to that, the duty of 
economy in expenditures, and of sparing contributions in behalf 
of other causes — the causes of sect and party — Harriet Lloyd 
rose again, and declared she could not keep from speaking in 
fiuch a meeting as that She could understand, she said, die 
claims of the cause — she could feel the claims of the slave, for 
she had been a slave. She knew what the slave whip meant. 
This was the meeting, she said, the slave would go to, and this the 
society his heart would b^ in. . She had gi?en what she had. She 
meant to earn more and give it. She meant to save the money 
she had been in the habit of giving otherwheres. She was a 
Methodist, she said, and had given her money there — but she 
should give it there no more. This was the cause of God's poor, 
and she should give her money, what little she. could get, here. 
She had no confidence in the other societies. They were societies 
where a woman was not allowed to speak her heart for the slave. 
They were afraid of hearing women. She had no confidence in 
men who rated women like that They were no friends of the 
«lave. They did not hold woman any higher than slaves. They 
held her as a sort of beast of burden. They thought no higher 
of her than Balaam did of the ass tliat carried him, and seemed 
as 'nraid to have her speak, and to wonder as much to hear her. 
But after aU, she said, Balaam was not so much wiser than the 
ass. She could see as far as he could. She see the angel coming 
before he did, and tried to make him see it, and he could not, 

and struck her for it And he did not see the angel at all, till 
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she crushed his foot against the wall ; and if she could not hare 
seen better than he, thej would haie gone on till they met the 
angel, and what would have become of them then ! ! O, no,- 
she exclaimed, as she threw herself into a most expressire wtr 
titade, and with the finest natural gestures, let the women speak I 
— tbej must speak, nnd must be heard. She felt they must She 
knew what was wanted, for she had been a slave ! President 
Tq>pan, if he had been present, might have called the noble 
woman to order, as John T. Norton did Abby Kelly, at the Coo* 
nectient meeting the other day. But she would have scorned the 
eall. Her great soul was up, and she would instantly have pot 
to shame any man narrow enough to interrupt the current of her 
free speech. The plea of usage would have been a feeble bar* 
rier before her. We wish our heartless clergy could have heard 
her. It would have shamed some of them out of their heart* 
lessness. 

Abby Kelly spoke greatly and generously at the meeting. They 
owed much of their interest and success to her. The hearts of 
brethren were faltering. Walkers by sight, they were wavering 
at the gloomy prospect of the cause, and were counseling dis- 
couragement and retreat. This noble-hearted woman, full of 
faith, scattered their pusillanimous counsels and fears to the 
wind, and restored heart and courage to the meeting, and ample 
resources to carry on our movement were at once opened and 
realized. 

But she is a woman. Above all, she is an unr ever end woman. 
She has had no theological education, and '' it is a shame for a 
woman to speak in" a taheriMch. 

But how much better she spoke than men ! — how much clearer ! 
With how much more heart and feeling ! How much more deeply 
she remembered the bondman, and how much less deeply she 
remenllbered herself! 

Sarah Pugh, of Philadelphia, too, spoke on the question of 
funds, and shame though it was for her to speak, the shame we 
felt was at the vastly more sense she showed than her. brethren, 
and the deeper interest she manifested than they, in the cause of 
Ueeding humanity. Her brief speech lyas full of point and force. 
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The reverend brother — such a one, could not have said in a half 
day what she did in a minute. He could not in a day. He 
could not at alL Yet it is an honor fcnr him to speak. He is 
delighted solemnly at his own oracular tones. And for her — it is 
a shame and a sin ; a departure from spheres and the like. Col- 
ored men spoke — not tlie reverend brethren ; they have with-- 
drawn in New York from our movement It is a little too humble 
an affair for their cloth. David Ruggles was there, and Thomas 
Van Rensellear, and James Hudson, with his red shirt bosom. 
These could speak for humanity — for they felt for it. And they 
spoke with strong effect. We doubt if New York has ever wit- 
nessed a meeting of deeper feeling or more faithful and devoted 
spirit. Every thing went on haruKxiiousiy, and terminated satis* 
factor ily, and the friends separated for the year's campaign, fuil- 
of heart and zeal. 
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[From the Herald of Freedom of Jane 4, 1841.] 

We have published numbers of these interesting narratives 
from time to time, from the National Anti-Slavery Standard. 
Our readers find one of them on the last page of to-day." Isaac 
T. Hopper, the author of them, is a very remarkable man. He 
resides in the city of New York — «is one of the executive com- 
mittee of the American Anti-Slavery society, and is connected 
with the Anti-Slavery office, in the city. He is a member of the 
society of Friends, unless they have disowTied him. They were 
" taking steps" after him, when we were in the city recently, at 
the national meetings. The heresy they are hunting him for, is 
his connection with the national anti-slavery paper. Fof this, 
they are seeking to cast him out of their hroad^rimmed syna^ 
gogne. We trust they will succeed, — for Isaac T. Hopper is too 
much of a working christian to be a technical Friend, and too 
much of a man to be a duaker. The traces of sect are not 
made for limbs like his. 



ISAAC T. HOPPER. 141 

JS9^ ~ 



We had the pleasure of staying at his and his wife's hospitable 
home while we attended the national anniversary. We had 
heard of him as an extraordinary man in character and appear- 
ance, and were specially carious to see him for his reputed x^ 
semblance to Napolecm Bonaparte. And he does indeed resemble 
him. We met #ith one o( his daughters at Philadelphia before 
seeing him^ and We at once apprehended she' was a relative of his, 
fix>m her Boni^artean features, and so told her on being introduced 
to her. Joseph Bonaparte is said to have remarked, on seeing 
Friend Hoppar, that he so resembled the Emperor, that with hb 
uniform on, he would be mistaken for him by his own household. 
He is about seventy years of age, but has all the activity and 
▼iracity of healthy middle life. His eagle '^ eye is not dimmed^ 
nor his natural force abated." There is not a gray appearance 
in his full head of hair, and his form is round and full, and nnii^ 
cidar as in the prime of life. He wonderfully resembles the 
likenesses we have seen of Napoleon. The high, aquiline nose, 
die flaming eye, the acfaman/ine-marble forehead, the delicate^ 
firm mouth, the same under-size and pe<culiar form, the stooping 
shoulder, neck, and singular set of the head, so distinguished m 
all the statues and busts of '' The Little Corporal." And he 
speaks like him, md moves like him. Rapid, clear, sententious 
in his conversation, without a repetition, or ^are word-^or any 
hesitancy of thought or speech. We heard him talk a good deal, 
and all he said was as trim and fit for the press, as the " Tales 
of Oppression," — which, by the by, we understand he narrates 
from memory, and without any reference to record, except the 
records made on his vivid recollection by the events themselves. 
If he'had been bred a warrior, he would have been another Bonar 
parte. But he has lived a Quaker, with the exception that he 
has been by no means " quief' — as the baffled kidnapper and the 
rescued slave could testify. He has been a perpetual '' c(»nmittee 
of vigilance," ever since the day mentioned in the number of 
his " tales" we to-day publish. The fugitive slaves know him as 
well as they know the North Star, and the man-hunters hate him 
as cordially as they do that constant lamp and guide-board to the 
poor bond-man's city of refuge. He has been the Negro's 
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Fbibnd ; and now the broad-brimmed corporatiofi, among whom 

ihe has strangely lingered to this late period of his life, are d(^ging 

his footsteps with the blood-hounds of sect. If they overtake 

4iim, wo to Ihem. They will find their dogriiips in the grasp of 

the Nuroidian lion. Yet they can " cut him off." They can Tote 

him " guilty of breach of solemn covenant." But if they do, he 

will give the world another number of his ** Tales of OppresBion." 

They had better beware, though we hope they will not 

His son-in-law. Jambs S. Gibbons, another indefatigable firiend 
of the slave, is undergoing the same *' labor," and for the same 
eause — ^to wit, undue juUliiy to Christ 

They are demurely setting the excommunicatory trap to cateh 
him. Whether they make it out of texts in the x:vin of Matthew, 
or not, we don't know. The sects all^ agree, we believe, in that 
-perversion. We apprehend they vrill become more friendly than 
they have been. The Quakers have been hung and persecuted 
a good deal in times past ; but now they are beginning to ape 
their solemn persecutors in " cutting off" their more conscientious 
members — amputating them io save the seumd and healthful and 
active body, and they will find sympathy and req>ect, and be 
admitted into the brotherhood of christians. 

The corporation goes by the name, we believe, of Rose Street, 
or Grace Street, meeting. They had threatened Charles Ma- 
RIOT, another most exemplary member-T-but expected he would 
decline a re-election to the c^ensive committeeship with Friends 
Hopper and Gibbons. He has noi declined it, and we heard 
before leaving the city that the gay brotherhood had began to 
*' step^* in regard to him. 

O what mummery and what a mockery of the christiai! pro^ 
£B6sion ! Will this age see m^i delivered from i^— <« are they 
irremediably blinded? 
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MARY CLABK. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Jmie 4, 1841.] 

Wb have nol been entirelj seBBihle of the departure firora thui 
little scene of xaie and turmoil^ of this beloved fiiend, till our 
retani home from the anti-slavery journey on which we first heard 
news of her death. We realize it now, and the mcM'e sensibly as 
our annual meeting is transpiring ; and she is no longer to be 
seen animating it by her presence, and encouraging it by her 
Counsels. Mary Clark is then really dead. We are to meet her 
ilo more till we also shall have put off this tabernacle of day^ 
She was a mofet devoted abolitionist while here among us. IX^ei^ 
she now regret it, does any one think, ixdio disesteemed her for 16 
in her life-time? WiU any of her surviving friends, who perhaps 
lamented the perversion of her fine powen to so despised and 
degraded a cause, and who marveled at her want of disoretion 
and taste, will they lament it now in her behalf-— or even in their 
own? No— we think not. Anti-davery seems appropriato 
enough to those who have gone to commingle in the world- ci- 
retribution, — ^however ill advised to sojourners here. It is good 
for those appearing at the judgment-seat of €hrist. " Inasmuch 
as ye did it unto one of the least of these my brethren, ye did it 
unto me," is of momentous value at the final, tribunal. God be 
praised that it is, as we trust, the portion of our dear departed 
sister. She would not exchange it for any thing Within the scope 
of imagination to conceive. If she could speak to sonrivois, 
would she check us in our zeal, or would she not hasten . us to - 
greater activity t Would she not admonish us of -our tardiness 
and torpor ? Doubtless she woulcL And let us take the admo- 
nition. She rests from her tireless labors. She did not pause in 
them for sickness. She does in death. The sick bed was not 
to her a place of relaxation. She was active, while she was Ian* 
guishing there. In death she reposes ; but to us she still speaks. 
All her example pleads loudly that we gird ourselves anew to ocv 
work, while her exit ^ams us that a period to our labors is at 
handy and her absence frtxp the field adds weight to the ahaie of 



144 PROCEEDINGS OF THE ANNUAL MEETING. 

work remaining on each and all of us. Let us give heed to her 
example and to her empty place. 

We had thought to say something of her character ; but that 
has been already beautifully sketched by a pen of truer detinea- 
tioo and nicer touch than ours-— the pea of one wkose hereove- 
BMot her own fine pen had but recently depicted, and the beloTed 
object of "whose smitten affection she baa now joined, no doubt, 
where bereavement caa no more enter, neither lorrow nor sigb- 
iBg, and where tears are wiped away forever fi-om every eye. The 
hearts of the anti-skivery women of Concord will forever,, wjtkde 
they beat, bear record of lier zeal, her worth, and her exceeding 
ability in the great cause they hold so dearly. Anti-slavery 
women and men elsewhere will dei^y iq[)i»eciate her great ser- 
Ttce» and their. great loss. Det^th is releasing, our champions 
iloB service. LjBt it not find any of us with his work unfinished. 
The miseraUe aiiae still pines in his doleful prison-house. His 
more miserable and guilty master is still reeking in innocent 
blood. And the still guiltier professed christian community is 
hwrdening itself in oppositioa to our h^^y enterprise, and turning 
its adder^£ff against the bitter cry of hnmsouty^ 



THE PROCEEDINGS OP THE ANNUAL MEETING. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of June 11^ 18il.] 

Such is their importance in our estimation and that of judi- 
cious fi-iends about us, that we givie them again to our readers, 
in hope that they may be scattered largely unong the people. 
The estimation in whioh anti-filavery holds the mercenary and 
recreant clergy, we lay before the people, and ask them to review 
it with the Bible in their right hand, and their honest, impartial 
observations on the ranks we condemn. If we charge them truly, 
we charge the pec^lo, in the name of God, to rise and shake 
themselves firee.of these spiritual nightmares. 

Anti-slavery demands the ear of this peqple to the wail of the 
plantation slaves-he is a slave. Thepeaple are made his ensla* 
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vers by the influences which spell-bind them. He cries to them 
for help, and if they could hear him, they would help him. The 
clergy muffle the ear of the country, that it cannot hear. The 
slave system has shot its roots and its fangs throughout the eccle- 
siastical polity of the land. The roots of the two systems are 
interwoven and intertwined with each other like heart-strings. 
They are allied ( 3 each other with the inseparable unity of mar- 
riage. They twain are one flesh. They are not twin — they are 
one. Disturbance of one is death to the other. Try it. Touch 
slavery, and the church winces as if her eye-ball was touched. 
Wound slavery, and the church flounces like a harpooned whale. 
Verily, the great mass of the religious profession of the land is 
saturate with the blood of the slave. It is tinged through with 
it And the mass of the clergy are what anti-slavery calls them 
at her annual meeting in New Hampshire in 1841 — " a vast 
BROTHERHOOD OF THIEVES !" Objection wiH be made to the epi- 
thet thieves. In one sense it is objectionable. It is not legally 
heinous enough to set forth their crime. Theil is a secret taking. 
Slavery takes openly and shamelessly. It is robbery rather. But 
it lacks the dignity of robbery. The robber encounters danger, 
and displays intrepidity and some hardiness of character. The 
slaveholder betrays the meanness of the thief He steals the 
helpless. He plunders the defenceless and the weak. He preys 
upon the unresisting and submissive, who submit beyond all 
human endurance ; or if they are ever goaded to resistance, it 
is by transcendent outrage and a wantonness that is super^ 
mUural, It is done upon the helpless mass that lay weltering 
in the South. The solemn clergy of the land are united in its 
countenance and support. The efforts that would reach that 
mass and disenthrall it, they universally frown upon, with excep- 
tions so few, that they are imperceptible. The few seeming 
exceptions are but a varioloid type of pro-slavery. The ex- 
ceeding few that would be real exceptions, are fast ceasing to 
be of the brotherhood at all. It is casting them out as fast aer 
it discovers them, and their own free action for enslaved human- 
ity would itself work them out. The vast brotherhood of the 
clergy b in fellowship with the slave system or with its fdlow-^ 
« 13 
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shippers. If a»iy of its number dare renounce direct fellowship, 
under the audacious pressure of the abolitionists, they are obliged 
to counteract it and more, by indirect fellowship. They are 
obliged to succumb to sect and to denomination, and these go all 
lengths for the great human felony. Of this more fully here 
after 



TREEa 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Aug. 6, 1841.] 

We feel strongly inclined, in this season of long drought and 
glaring sunshine, to pay a tribute to the magnificent trees, which 
embosom and adorn the otherwise unsightly little capital of 
New Hampshire, and, to the eye of the observer at a distance, 
multiply its dwellings, and augment its dimensions to the appear- 
ance of a small city. We know no country village this side the 
water better off than this, on the score of shade, not excepting 
old Worcester, Mass., with all its stately button- woods. And 
what a glorious object is a Tree ! How magnificent a forest of 
them, on the boundless plain, or the mighty hill-^ide ! And the 
single tree — there is scarcely its match for beauty among unin- 
telligent objects on the face of the earth. It is surpassed perhaps 
only by hijn who walks among them in living and thinking grace 
and beauty. " In form," though not in " moving," like him, the 
tree, how " express and admirable!" The solitary tree— or the 
row— or group, planted by human hands, or spared by them from 
ordinary extermination, near the abodes of men. The thick- 
topped maple, with its wholesome looking foliage and impervious 
boughs, in whose close and dark recesses the hang-bird sings her 
" wood-note wild," in the hot summer noon. The lofty, clear- 
limbed, open-boughed button-wood — with its dainty leaf, its 
scarred trunk, and excoriated branches. And the elm, the patri- 
arch of the family of shade ; — the majestic, the umbrageous, the 
antlered elm. We remember one at this moment — in sight from 
our old home on the banks of the Pemigewaasett We have seen 
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larger, but never one of such perfect symmetry and beauty. It 
stood just across that cold stream, near the bridge " Fayette" — 
by the road side — on the margin of the wide interval. " One 
among thousand" it stood of the multitudes which the taste of 
its early proprietor had left dispersed about on the broad land- 
scape. It stood upon the ground as lightly as though it " rose 
in dance ; " — and its full top bending over toward the ground on 
every side with the dignity of the forest-tree and all the grace of 
the weeping-willow. You could gaze upon it for hours. It was 
the beautiful handy-work and architecture of God, on which the 
eye of man never tires, but always looks with refreshing and 
delight. We remember a clump of white pines, too — right 
opposite on the other side the stream ; — tall mast pines — of the 
primitive woods — aborigines. We seem to hear their evening 
murmur, mingled with the Jlow of the rapids that hurried by their 
foot How they came to be left there, we can hardly imagine. 
They are on the verge of the village, and must have stood there 
since long before the settlement of the town, and have survived 
the axes of half a dozen hewing and hacking generations. We 
remember a crane lighting down on to the tip top of one of the 
tallest of them, one day at sunset. 

But the shade trees of Concord — we sat down to pay a hasty 
tribute to them. They are every thing to this stirring little region 
of taverns and politics and printing offices. They hide its archi- 
tectural deformities of State House, Court House, State Prison, 
sectarian pagodas, and dilapidated distillery, beautiful in its 
ruins. Some of the others would make pretty ruins. We trust 
they will speedily be left to clothe themselves in the interesting 
garment of dilapidation, tenanted by the moles and the bats. To 
us, who do not deal in any of the commodities vended at the 
ware-houses aforesaid, and to whom residence in Concord might 
otherwise be irksome, there is relief and reconciliation in its 
glorious trees. The traveler would linger as he entered the village 
from the northward, under the venerable elms that overshadow 
the tocient Walker seat, and its neighboring dwellings, and the 
compact and refreshing maples, that front the respectable old resi- 
dence of the late worthy Deacon Kimball. Going on, he would 
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halt by. Hoit's tavern ; — ^not to refresh himself with the rum that 
we are sorry to learn continues to be sold there, in this day of 
light and reform, when the ditch drunkards are every where rising 
from the gutter, in the majesty of awakened human nature, and 
at the bugle call of Hawkins are kindling up the torch of refor- 
mation about the benighted meeting-houses of the land. It is a 
shame to keep a rum tavern in the presence of these noble men, 
and their anxious wives and children. Not to drink rum would 
the traveler pause here — who has taste enough to look at a tree, 
but to gaze upward at the peerless elms that front that tavern. 
They are remarkably lively and spirited trees, and of a peculiar 
delicacy of twig. He would uncover his head, and pass slowly 
down the spacious street, quite o'er-arched in sundry places with 
the umbrageous elm boughs that spring in arches from either 
side until you come below the Merrimack County Bank, whose 
comeliness of structure is no wise diminished to the eye by the 
tree tops, a superb row of which right against it hide it from the 
sight. We hardly know a patch of public way so favored with 
shade at all hours of the day, as this. It greatly enhances the 
value of the residences there. Advancing, you pass an exceed- 
ingly graceful body of elms before the Dr. Green house, down 
the wide, exposed, and dusty Main Street, on one side of the 
way, and the Corinthian pile on the other — the temple of justice, 
of christian forbearance, and " forgiveness of debtors," for our 
county of Merrimack. You come next to where maple-decked 
Centre Street comes down against the old respectable Mrs. 
Stickney house, with its three magnificent elms topping out in 
one — a form they have assumed from standing togetltcr and by 
themselves ahne. Proceeding on, you pause to contemplate with 
pleasure and regret the thrifly grove springing in the State House 
yard — ^pleasure at the number and beauty of the trees, and regret 
perchance at the unnatural straightness in which they are planted. 
Half the number, naturally disposed, as the English plant their 
parks — would furnish twice the ornament to the cold legislative 
establishment that stands up in Yankee stiffness in the midst of 
them. There stands the Statute Factory, the Government House, 
the Politics Market, the fountain of annual, perennial, and per^ 
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petual legislation ; — where they repeal or modify this year, what 
they enacted or amended last, — and enact this year what they will 
modify next, and repeal the year after, under the increasing and 
varying light of the age, and at the tune of sixty thousand dollars 
a year. Two or three hundred c6/c-bodied citizens of New 
Hampshire, capable of great usefulness at their respective homes, 
agonize their minds here some thirty days of each revolving 
year, in enactments, modifications, and abrogations of militia 
law,— of cat, fox, and crow l>ounty legislation, and pickerel pro- 
tection, and in bandying, from party to party, democratic assever- 
ations ; each out-heroding the other, in acknowledgment of the 
sovereignty of the laborers at home, who are earning the sixty 
thousand dollars, with indurated hand and sweaty forehead. Six- 
ty thousand dollars*, per annum, of New Hampshire-earned mon- 
ey ! — ^Those must be true lovers of the working people^ who will 
thus spend it ! All spent in perpetual-motion-tinkering at the 
old statute book, — at law-making, to enforce people to go straight 
in the path of justice. With what success, ask yonder hideous 
prison, and its caterer, yon comely Court House ! O that the 
money were spent by the people in improving their beloved 
homes, and in cultivating their rude homesteads! — rude, ragged 
and barren now, because they must maintain politics. O that it 
were laid out in shading the highway with beauteous trees ! The 
cost of this yearly mangling of the law book would prepare a 
complete road for every traveled rod of New Hampshire, if not 
of New England — and adorn it, both sides, with shady trees. It 
is squandered on counterfeit patriotism- One young button- 
wood in the north-east corner of State House yard is,^ in our eye, 
worth more than the laws of all June session. It is a most beau- 
tiful tree — a model of its species. State Street, in rear of this 
concern, is well planted with shades, almost its entire length ; 
but they are small yet. There are several clusters of charming 
young button- woods, — particularly about the houses where George 
Hough and Jacob B. Moore formerly lived, once printers and 
editors in Concord. 

Passing down Main street from the State House, you find one 
wing of Leach's Buildings fironted with four princely elms ;— tha 
13» 
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group adopting the form, at top, of a siiigle tree of giant size. 
Farther on, another co-partnership of elms, three in number, of 
towering height, and great amplitude of shade, showing finely as 
you come down ** Hopkinton road," — and nearly opposite that 
great homely edifice called the ** South Church." This great 
ecclesiastical barn stands there askew at the corner of two streets ; 
all shadeless and naked, in extreme architectural deformity, and 
as ugly as Juggernaut. It is mounted upon one story of the same 
materials as compose the State Prison. It is dedicated, however^ 
and has become an object of worship. About the last we knew 
of it, it was refused by Thomas Chadbourne and others, to 
Temperance and Anti-Slavery conventions, in September, 1840. 
Stepping up Hopkinton road, to the fine seat of late W. A. Kent, 
you come under an old stag-horned elm, that spreads out its 
antlers as broadly almost as Liberty tree on Boston common, — 
with sundry fine junior elms in its neighborhood. Casting the 
eye up to the corner of Green and Pleasant streets, it lights up<Hi 
the handsomest button-wood in all the region, — a real gem of a 
tree. A corps of youthful maples, — as you turn down Main 
street again, grow before the former dwelling of our late fellow- 
townsman and anti-slavery friend, William Gault. Their tops 
are as round, thick and compact as so many cabbage heads. We 
pass without notice now, the king row of elms in Concord, and in 
New England, to go down and take a view about the famous old 
Count Rumford seat, and a few clever elms at the Concord Land- 
ing. The Rumford House, though it has not the finest elms, is 
most tastily shaded of any habitation in the town, and has a noble 
old oak among the trees, in its small park. This house has con- 
siderable of a history. Returning up to Main street, you pass 
the tasteful mansion of Theodore French, and admire the match- 
less shag-bark walnut on the green slope behind it, and the fine 
grove of oaks on the hill-side that borders his beautiful field. 
This is far the pleasantest place in Concord — to our taste. We 
have passed it a hundred times, and never once, to our recollec- 
tion, without admiration of that peerless shag-bark, which towers 
up like a good-sized button-wood ; and in shape^ dimensions, rich 
foliage and position exceeds almost any tree we ever beheld. 
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We ought to thank the early settlers of Concord for planting, 
or sparing, so many trees. We honor, too, the taste of the present 
inhabitants, in this behalf. They seem not only to appreciate 
the old shades that have come down to them from other times, 
but are prompt to plant trees themselres. And the soil is as 
favorable to trees, as the people. They flourish in every part of • 
the town. And all classes of the people, the most unlikely, one 
would imagine, to have such a taste, seem to fancy these beautiful 
<»maments. The very party editors set out trees. One whole 
street owes its branching and leafy honors, it is said, mainly to 
one of them — the pretty little Centre street. It ought to bear 
his name. And we would respectfully suggest to the tasteful 
editor, whether he had not better devote his remaining energies 
to the further adornment of the town in this way, rather than -to 
the miserable business of editing for political party, of any kind. 
Would it not be more for his own enjoyment, and certainly for 
his reputation with posterity, to vest the remainder of his renown 
in thrifty foung elms, maples, and button^woods, rather than in 
party politics ? 

But we return down Main street to the patriarchs, the mon^ 
archs of Concord trees, and the peers at least of any w^e have 
ever beheld this side of old England. And indeed they would 
show with reputation even there, and would scarcely dishonor 
<Mie of the royal avenues of Windsor Park, or even that king of 
kingly walks, the " Long Walk" from Windsor Castle, three 
miles into Windsor Forest, lined on each side with a double row 
of British elms ! These royal Concord trees are about half 
way between " South Church" afcnresaid and the pitch of the hill 
below it. They range along the west side of Main street — high 
up from the road, and cast their old shadows, toward sunset, far 
off into the beautiful meadows and the winding river. They are 
the oldest trees doubtless in the place. We have never seen any 
in New Hampshire of such venerable appearance. They stand 
so thick as to interweave their long branches. A wide and eleva- 
ted side-walk runs along beneath them, affording a most pleasant 
saunter and promenade. You gaze upward into their dark tops, 
the giant branches running away up into the wilderness of foliage. 
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and bending off in great curves down again over the distant road, 
intersecting each other in countless gothic arches, like the roofing 
and recesses in the old abbeys and priories of England ; branches 
big enough for trunks to great trees — and then the trunks them^ 
selves — vast, shapeless, and rooted all abroad in the ground, to 
withstand the wrestlings of a century's winds among their mighty 
tops. You feel awed and overwhelmed as you look up, as when 
in Westminster Abbey or the old York Minster. Here you are 
gazing on the originals, there on the architectural copies — ^the 
coping and the lancet arch of the old cathedral being borrowed 
doubtless from the tree top. God built the old elm, and your 
Christopher Wrens and Inigo Joneses the " solemn temples" of 
Britain. Yet they get the homage and admiration of men, rather 
than the Architect of the universe. 

Some of these great trees are scarred, where the lightning has 
struck them, and followed them from the high summit into the 
ground. The grand original row seems to have been interrupted. 
One great tree stands alone at considerable distance below it, and 
another above, both on a line with it, and evidently of the same 
generation. They are a magnificent spectacle ; and there are 
some highly tasteful dwellings beneath their shadow. We wish 
the row had been continued the entire length of the high part of 
the street. Nothing in the world would be more magnificent. 
And how cheaply and easily it might have been done ! The plant- 
ing of a sapling is a trifle in expense. There it grows, and costs 
nothing but time. 

We have (»nitted mention of sundry noble elms above the 
North Meeting-House. Perhaps, as single trees, some of these 
are unrivaled. The old veteran standing in front of the Cdfin 
house, is an unrivaled tree. 

But we have said a great deal, and must release our reader and 
pen, with a call on every man to plant a tree. It is a virtue to 
set out trees. It is loving our neighbor as we love ourselves. 
Set out trees — not to make your home outshine your neighbor's ; 
but for him to look at and walk under, — and. to beautify God's 
earth, which he clothed with trees, and you eut them all down. 
Every tree is a " feather in the earth's cap" — a plume in her 
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bonnet, a tress upon her forehead. It is a comfort, an ornament, 
a refreshing to the people. And when peace and liberty prevail, 
we will have an Eden of them, from one end of the land (and the 
world) to the other. 



POETRY. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Sept 9, 1841:] 

I HAVE ransacked our scanty exchanges for a morsel fcH* this 
" corner," but can find none that will speak. Poetry that won't 
apeak and ring, is worse than none. The poetry is the match, 
the torch to ottr little field-piece — and if it is not fiery, if there is 
no ignition in it, no exploMon, we might as well put an icicle to 
JOur priming. Miserable prose, any prose, is better than any thing 

short of firstrrate verses. I will substitute a skein or two of 

narrative, — any thing — My jaunt home from Lynn, last but one. 
I meant to have sketched an incident or two of it, for the Herald, 
in the time of it, and began to, but events crowded it by. Parker 
Pillsbury was with me ; we came by way of Newburyport and 
Salem. Passed the noted house where Richard Crown inshield 
murdered old Mr. White, a:.d hung himself after it, to prevent 
Salem people hanging him. They did hang two young Knapps 
for the same murder. I saw the stately house — ^(he windows of 
the bed chamber, where the ill-fated old man lay, ^cure in his 
slumbers, sleeping the sleep from which he was not to wake. 
His young brother crept infernally in, and mu^ered him, to get 
bis money, to ii^iend like a fool. Pity the rich old man would 
not have fireely given the profligate youngsters any amount of the 
stuff, for the asking, and pity the miserable young men had not ^ 
known of such a disposition, had the old man entertained it. 
They would not have murdered him then, and Salem people would 
not have hung them — a triple murder. Daniel Webster displayed 
all his eloquence to compass, the conviction and -slaughter of 
those wretched young men. Had he not succeeded, and they 
had esci^ped, it would not have been strange, if they had murdered 
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him, in revenge for his attempt upon their young lives — some 
night. I never could admire Webster's oratory on that bloody 
occasion. He was not State's attorney. He was not officially 
bound to appear against them. He was a volunteer, and a mei^ 
cenary at best, eloquent for a fee, earning bread at the price of 
those young wretches' lives. Or was he merely adding to his 
fame I Fame to him, but death, horrid death to them. Death, 
to which White's murder was but a pin's prick, in suffering, as 
it was but a speck in crime. They murdered the Knapps in 
cold blood, without even the base motive of money. They mur- 
dered them for coward fear, at best They were afraid they, or 
somebody else, would murder community, would stab the state, 
some dark night, and so they hung up the two youths, like dogs. 
The bare fact of their hanging would multiply the chances of 
murder in the commonwealth to an intftlculable extent. To have 
forgiven them, publicly, from sacred regard to human life, would 
have gone infinitely far towards abolishing the fashion of murder. 

I saw " Gallows Hill" on the borders of the haughty town of 
Salem, where the ancestry of those who hung the Knapps for 
murder, murdered scores of unhappy women, a century and a 
half ago. They took them up on to that gloomy hill, and stran- 
gled them in the air, for being witches, I don't know what a 
witch is, or what it was then. But they charged those poor, 
helpless women with witchcraft^ and murdered them. Not a 
soul of the murderers was hung for it. It was the property and 
standing t||^ did it, led on by the learned and solemn clergy. 
If murderers ever deserve^ hanging, the wretches did, who stran- 
gled those poor vomen on " Gallows Hill." The Hill tower* up 
above Salem, liEe Bunker Hill above Charlestown. They had 
better erect a two-hundred-foot moniunent on " Gallows Hill," 
in commemoration of the glorious victory gained there by the 
religion of the old commonwealth over the witches. 

We rode to Newburyport, over one of the fairest roads in 
New England, quite deserted now, lor the flying rail-way, beside 
which, the once rapid turnpike looks like absolute stationary^ 
and standing stock still. Welcomed at the hospitable mansion 
of William Ashby. Spent the aflemoon in visiting sundry meet" 
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ing'kouses, open to us as visiting strangers, but not as anti-slavery 
advocates. The godly pagodas were all shut as close as a clam- 
shell, or a miser's monej-box, against the plea of perishing human- 
ity. They wan't built for that. They were built for worship. We 
went to the top of the belfiry of one of the reverend houses. The 
Reverend Doctor Dana preaches in it, <Hie of the successes to 
the Galilee fishermen. The view from his turret is quite fine. 
Beneath your feet the pretty town — ^prettiest on account of the gar- 
dens left in it. Had not the embargo smitten down its commerce, 
however, some thirty years ago, in compliment to slavery, the 
gardens would long ago have been devoured by great brick build-. 
ings. Up into the country stretches the glittering Merrimack— 
the rail-road cars smoking (at times) across its daring bridge, 
A white sail bedeckincr here and there the beautiful inland sea. 
Down, out at its mouth, the dark, inky main, blending with the 
" blue above." Plum Island, its sand ridges scolloping along the 
horizon like the sea serpent, and the distant outline broken hy 
many a tall ship, leaning, still, against the sky. We peeped in, 
after our descent from the belfiry, at the empty, deserted scene of 
W(»rship, and the tomb-like pulpit. All was hollow, as the heart- 
less formalities performed there by ghostly superstition, and by 
orthodox gentility, every seventh day. The boxes of the theatre 
were empty then. Myriads of fans and psalm books occupied 
the cushioned places of the worshippers. The worshippers were 
off at their several games of life— every one overreaching his 
neighbor. For that is the week day fruits of the religion of all 
these meeting-houses. 

We went, next, to the Reverend Mr. Steams' — " House of 
God." This contuned several o^ jects of interest. A marble 
slab imbedded in front of the pulpit, announcing that the famous 
George Whilefield was buried beneath it. A marUe cenotaph 
monument stood in one comer of the house, to his memory, of 
great beauty, (if such a thing can be beautiful,) piously erected 
by the late Wm. Bartlett, at an expense of some fourteen hundred 
dollars, enough to have built some poor laborer, out of whom he 
had extracted a portion of the funds, a comfortable home, who 
had to go without a home, that the memory of a pro-slavery di- 
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Tine iiilght be honored with a temple. One ample side of the 
monument was inscribed with eulogium of Whitefield, emblaz- 
oning his piety, telling how many times be tra?ersed the Atlan- 
tic, and how many thousand sermons he preached. And did all 
his voyages, and sermons, I asked myself, ever lead a single hu- 
man soul to real repentance of sin, and reformation of character 
and life ? I was constrained to answer, probably npt He might 
have excited thousands to be religious^ but probably few or none 
to-be substantially righteous in heart and life. 

The bones of Whitefield rq>o6e in a vault beneath the pulpit 
I understand he- wished to be interred there. If he did, it was a 
weak ambition. His chance for Paradise would not, I think, be 
enhanced by it, though it would win him the worship of many a 
devotee, who, in ailer-days, would seek entrance there, through 
faithful attendance in that temple of idolatry. I was prevailed on 
to descend into the vault, and behold the sainted orator's re- 
mains. I did not want to, but thought, as I was so nigh, it might 
be hardly tasteful to omit doing what others had gone pilgrimage 
to accomplish. The sexton lighted a lamp— raised a trap-door 
behind the pulpit, and we went down. A small door swinging 
open into a brick vault, about as capacious as a common ash- 
house, — disclosed the narrow resting-place of the Reverend 
dead. Two other divines, I believe, repose there with the cele- 
brated Methodist. I forget their names — ^Whitefield's coffin lay 
across theirs. The lid of it was raised, and there lay the skull, 
and the bones of some of the limbs, in a bed of apparent mould. 
I touched the forehead bone. It was cold enough. I would not 
indulge in any of the weak and unwarrantable associations com- 
mon to such sights. Bones and ashes lay before me. They 
once belonged to fellow-men. They were therefore objects of 
more interest than if they had belonged to cattle. The men 
were neither of them philanthropists, as I learned, or benefactors 
of their race — in their life time. Their clay had been deposited 
there, in that house where God's pocnr had no quarters, (or gtior- 
ter.) Vanity had sought that place for its bones, and vain super- 
stition and idolatry had put them there. They were but bones 
now, — and the place was unfit for the stay of any bones that had 
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eonscioasness annexed to them, and so I turned away from gazing, 
and sought the wholesome air aboTe as speedily as possible, and 
the abodes of the living, the humblest of whom interests me far 
more than dead clergy. Some oi Whit^eld's bones were miss- 
ing. Some eminently pious yisiter had purlouHed them, and 
conveyed them away,—- as amulets, perhaps, or tokens to show at 
the gates o{ Elysium. I was told Whitefield died in the next 
house but one, in rear of the meeting-house. The very n^xt 
house to the meeting-house was distinguished, however, fetr an' 
eroat far more interesting to humanity, than all that pertains to 
priests and their temples. It was the birth-place of Garrison. 
I would gladly have sought admission to it, to see where the 
Liberator passed his days of infancy and childhood — ^but it was 
getting late, and we retired. 

We passed the evening pleasantly and hospitaUy, at the house 
of our anti-davery friend Charles Butler, with the Newburyport 
handful of friends of the cause, and the next mcnming set oar 
faces for the Granite North. 



ANTI-SLAVERY JAUNT TO THE MOUNTAINa 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Sept. 10, 1841.] 

We meant, from the several stages of our hurried expedition, 
to drop back for the Herald some of its incidents, detailed while 
events and impressions were fresh. But we could not find <^ 
portunity. The rapidity of our movement and constant occt^>a» 
tion during intervals of anti-slavery action, compelled us to defer 
attempting it, and we must now give our readers a dull remini- 
scence. 

In company with brother Garrison, we left Concord the morn- 
ing of 23d of August The morning was clear and pleasant 
after the rains of Saturday night and Sunday. The air was 
purified and refreshed from the pardung drought, and the earth 
joyous as the " shining morning face" of a new-washed school 
boy. The dust was laid, and travelling beautiful. We crossed 
14 
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the Merrimack, hailing -k as our ^a^¥e stream^ brother G. at its 
tf^mih, and we up its cc^est tributary, and rode over Canterbury 
high hills with that lightness of hewt and Jretdom of q^it, 
which God voiicbsa&s, in our l^d and dsvy, •nly Ao Ihe liithful' 
(ibolitioimls.. Others may ''labor" *' and seekrest^' aslhey may.. 
They don't find it Kearsarge mountain, looming in the western 
distance^ aA solemn height, ftive us promise of the mightier peaks 
i^ the great chain to which we were joumejiiing, 94«fiding alone, 
ifk adv.ai;^ce of^its high peers, like an advance guard, encouraging 
uft by its great, but subordinate elevation, to expect altitude* 
c^quat to our Icftiest Wishes. - Speeding oa by many a bold home 
GO the hills, and .many a valley whose retired beauty recalled to 
delighted cecollectiiOiL the vales of Scotland, we approached tb& 
tributary stream paid to the Merrimaok, frem oat New Harnp* 
shire's chiefest lake, awl which bears its aame, the WinnipisQchte. 
This, with, our own. little. natiKe river, the cold and swift Pemige* 
wj|»set,.fro»i,4b«L Fiiaoconia N^ch, cwspiring a short .distance to 
the lefl of our way, in the formation of the Merrimack,, Just, 
before crossing Winnipisockee river, we passed the brick " stee- 
ple house," where the ho no r a ble Samuel TiHon, at the instigation 
of the honorable Daniel Atkinson, and supported by an honor- 
able mob-^** all honorable menl'-rarrfi^ted, George ^Stoirs for the 
felony of an anti-slavery prayer. What a sign that event of re- 
publican and christian times ! And they tried him, for his anti- 
cipated anti-slavery lecture, before a New Hampshire justice of 
the peace I a fact that will be picked up by the fiiture Belknap 
for our hiiHory, and which wtU afford a sort of immortality to 
some on the banks of the Winnipisockee, who otherwise might 
have* enjoyed a comfortaUe oblivion. 

On the high lands of Sanbornton (taking the old road for 
prospect) the glorious moiintains of the North showed us their 
blue outline^ the broad, whaleJike back crfMooisehiHock, and the 
pyramid-looking Haystacks, blending with the sky, and bedimmed 
with vapor and cloud. They called, to mind the first discovered 
land, last summer, on our voyage te England — the dim Irish 
shores, and the misty mountains of Wales. Towards sunset our 
own home-hills greeted our si^ht, and i\m once loved spires of 
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the village where we were born, their clean white showing pic- 
turesquely among the green of the woods beyond them. Old 
.North Hill, with ita bare^rehead ai^ eemmanding pefa^^ wi^ich 
in Scotland would have be^n crowned with iutmortalitf in afanii- 
dred songs, etandiBg- there unhonored and ^ unsung, a blec^ hdl 
top, climbed ncfw and then for prospect, but chiefly for the blue- 
berries that grow upon its brow^ or the sbeqp and you/lg cattle 
aad wild, colts that pasture up its sides.^ Few places, of so Httle 
note, strike the eye df the traveller so pleasantly aa the town nf 
Plymouth in Grafton €x>unty» A beautiful expanse of intervale 
opens on the ejre like a' lake among the hills afcid woods, and the 
pretty river Pemigewasset, refreshed with its recent tributary. 
Baker's river, from the foot of MoosehiUoek, and bordered- alcrag 
its crooked skies with rows of maple, : meaaders widdy fron 
upland to upland' through the meadows, s^Ki- realizes' to the mind 
«o«ie of the sequestered spots in the valleys of the Swiss cantoss. 
It wa^ with no small interest that we introduced the editor of tbfc 
Jjiberator to thd scene of our birth and boyhood.' It was the 
birth-place of New Hampshire anti««lavcfcy, too* We are sad to 
say, it is not now antl-fdavety's dwelling place. The ^irit that 
once animated k^ has faded under the influence of the pro^ 
slavery pulpit 

We had been led to expect somewhat that the Congregational 
meeting'-house, a very tasty synagogue, which we helped largely 
to erect a few years before our removal from the village, would 
be opened to brother Garrison &r a lecture. We did not expert 
it from the. character of its pulpit, but frOm the majority of the 
committee in chai^ of it, professed abolitiohi^s, as well as from 
the prudence of the minority, though not interested in the anti- 
slavery cause. Wc supposed all had the necessary curiosity, if 
not the good taste, to want to hear the man of whom no in^ny 
bugbear stories had been told in the village, and whose name 
had, they kneiw, become renowned on both sided the Atlantic. 
But a . petty bigotry and priesi-ridden prejudice prevailed. Per- 
haps the church malignity tbwards his fellow-triiveller moved 
them to shut the iheeting-house. No matter for the reason, l^hey 
refbsed the. house, nnleiss upon a <k)ndltion 'which iibolitiohistd 
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could not accept, and which honorable men woald never have 
cdered. 

' The Methodist meeting-hoase was also refused, but more hon- 
estly than the other, with a broad, ill-mannered No, from the 
temporary divine who tends it. Let them be ibrever shut against 
the cause of bleeding humanity. They are tdktmdened to their 
Mses. As is ever the case, in the overruling of Providence, the 
paltry refusal of the meeting-houses served greatly to advance 
Our cause, and magnify the occasion. Driven from the syna- 
gogues, the abolitionists applied for a grove across the river, on 
the land 6f Mr. Joy, of Holderness. He readily allowed them 
the use of it ; — one spot was found in the neighborhood of Plym- 
outh steej^es, not dedicated and given over to slavery, and to 
■ottlless, heartless, ungodly sect. One temple there was, not 
made with hands, of God's own building, roofed with the blue 
sky and pillared about with the trees of the wood, and floored 
and carpeted with the glorious, green earth, dedicated, not to 
imitations of Jewish ceremonials, or the rites of heathenism, but 
to that worship of the Father, which He requireth of them, who 
worship Him in spirit and in truth. Thither anti-slavery repaired 
to hold her assembly, and hear the advocate of the Savior's poor. 
Semicircular seats, backed against a line of magnificent trees, to 
accommodate, we should judge, from two to three hundred, though 
we did not think about numbers, were filled principally with wo- 
men, and tlie men who could not find seats stood on the green 
sward on either hand, and at length, when wearied with standing, 
seated themselves on the ground. Garrison mounted on a rude 
platform in front, lifled up his voice and spoke to them in prophet 
tones and surpassing eloquence, from half past three till I saw 
the rays of the setting sun playing through the trees on his head. 
It was at his back — ^but the auditory could see it, if they had felt 
at leisure to notice the decline of the sun or the lapse of time. 
They heeded it not, any more than he, but remained till he ended, 
apparently undisposed to move, though some came from six, eigh:, 
and even twelve miles distance. A vastly better impression was 
made than would have been, had poor, pitiful sect opened its 
(portals. More attended. . It was a di^ent and a far better 
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auditory than would have been gathered in the meeting-hoase, 
especially if the pastors had countenanced the meeting and led 
in their implicit flocks. The auditory was not ^e village itfis- 
tocracy from under the eaves of Bank, Court House, Seminary, 
or the Steeple House, as George Fox used to call it. Such would 
have had as little heart to hear or. to act as any of their corpc^a- 
tions which admittedly /' have no soul." Pearls cast before them 
would have been cast contrary to the. scripture injunction.- They 
could not have listened with hearing ears or understanding hearts. 
Their ears and hearts are kept by their pastors. Driven fironn 
the sanctuariesi, we had anotheir and freer auditory. They were 
politicians, to be sure, many of them ; but a politician has move 
of a heart lefl in him than a sectarian. Polities ip npi sucj^ a 
soul-canker as sect. 3ect,eat8 t'ae heart. all rCp^ {t leaves notl^ 
ing in 9, man. H^e can't say his soul is his own» or . that he iiai 
oue^ belonging to any body. He is a poor, cree^pang, formal idol* 
ater, bowing down to an image be has helped to set up^ aad to 
the wooden, perch on which he mounts his idol for exhibition and 
worship. No, the politicians have their h«n»^ity left, at l^att a 
portion of it. And if it appeals to them, they are not afraid to 
hear it. It is not irreligious in their estimation to have " flesh 
in their hearts," and pity 4er bleeding hmnanity. The meeting 
in the grove called out many of them who would not have entered 
the house, and we confess they hav&rea$on to suspect the motives 
of even an anti-slavery lecturer, who is admitted by the pastor 
into a pulpit. We doriU blame them for their jealousy of meeting" 
house lecturers. . It is a sign, if they are kt into pulpits, that 
the^. have not at heart the interests of humanity. The rejectioii 
from the house gave Garrison many -auditors of this kind. Asd 
though he told them the stern -truth about their pditics, thsjr 
knew it was t6id in hone^y. They knew there was no speculsi^ 
tioft or hypocrisy or party in it. They felt it was true, or atleast 
h<Miest. They understood it, and can repeat it. - And they are 
the men to spiread it among the peofrie, at. least some of them. 
Now kt the Uttle papacy of Plymouth village prate of Garrisoii'4 
infldelity. Tlie people have seen him and heard him, infiddity 
and all. And they heard more of christian truth and gospd 
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preaching, in that one, rirer-bank dtsconrse, than those joked 
and i^tered meeting-houses can ever afTord from the day of their 
dedication to the time when not one stone of them shall be left 
upon another. 

Garrison spoke the better for being driven to the open air. 
The injustice and meanness of it aroused his spirit, and the 
beauty of the scene animated his eloquence. We never heard 
him speak so powerfully ; and as he spoke the more eamesdy, the 
people, from like cause, heard with deeper interest. He scarcely 
alluded to the miserable Jesuitry that excluded us from the synih 
gogue. We are thankful it all happened so. To God be the 
praise. 

We must de^, for another week, further account of our joiir- 
ney, our ascent of North Hill, our jaunt to the Franconia Notch, 
to the Littleton convention — by the way, gloriously attended and 
emiducted — and to Mount WashingtcNH, and our passage of its 
tremendous gap, side by side with the infant Saco, not wider 
there than the narrow path, but soon eiqpanding into a bridged 
and boated riv^ in^ the beautiful champaign region below the 
monntains. 



NORTH HILL. 

£From the Henld of Freedom of Sept. 17, 1841.] 

We meant k> have gone on with our begun account of the 
White Mountain journey this week, but the fatigue and excite- 
ment of the Dover meetings have jaded us out, and we have no 
more power left to tell the story of the White Hills, than of bodi- 
ly vigor to climb again their inaccessible peaks. We spare cwt 
readers another week from reading a tame attempt at. it. We 
will go with them up North Hill, though. This is no contemptible 
ascent, and if it stood where some of those renowned Scottish 
Bens do, and had undergone the poetic handling of their Bumses 

and Scotts, pec pie would cross the ocean to see the sights from 
its top. 



NORTH HILL. 163 



We went up it the morning of GarriscMi's lecture among the 
H<4derness maples. It is one of the most charming rides in the 
world, for the two or three miles up the Pemigewassett, befiare 
you begin to ascend. It was a glorious morning, just such w 
jou would choose to go to such a show. A little above our start- 
ing, the Baker's river pays its quiet and humble tribute to^the 
brave Pemigewassett, and tradition tells a thrilling story of on 
Indian fight with a party of hunters under Capt Baker, fougfafc a 
long time ago, at the forks .of the streams. The Indians were 
beaten off, the story goes, but not defeated, and the white moi 
fled down the river toward the New England settlements. Whea 
they had retreated through the trackless woods as far as they had 
strength to run without fainting for hunger, they halted near the 
confluence of the streams that form the Merrimaek. jUpon thai 
solitude now stands the p<^Hilous and stirring village of Franklin. 
They knew the Indians were afler them, W^d feared they would 
have them if they could not contrive to divert them from the.pnr- 
suit. They had among them one friendly Indian. His aborig»- 
nal sagacity found a way to ddiver them from their perilous pr#^ 
dicament. He struck a line of fires along the margin of ibe 
little brook, that tumbles down from the high hills west of the 
village, and which in its descent now turns many a mill wheel, 
whose music was then unheard amid the woods. It crosses the 
road and empties into the Pemigewassett just above its juncticm 
with the river of the lake. The Indian knew the children <^ 
the forest would pause and study that hurried encampment. He 
thought of cheating them with tokens of a reinfercement ; he out 
some two hundred twigs of willow from the margin of the little 
brook, and stuck them up along beside the range of fires he had 
kindled, as spits for roasting their morsel of meat. Whether 
they stopped to roast any, or to eat, is not remembered. They 
retreated a short distance and sacreted themselves, when the 
Canadian prowlers appeared upon the banks of the brook. They 
saw the ashes, and the signs of the hasty meal, and the smoked 
and scorched willow twigs. They counted diem, and learned to 
their dismay diat the hunters had got reinforced from the settle- 
mentSy and w^re probably hard by in ambush; They todk Ae 
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back track, without delay, and Captain Baker's handful army 
joyously made the best of their way in right the (Opposite direo* 
tion. We do not voueh for the accuracy of this histcN'y, though, 
we have told it many a time, and we forget with what embellish- 
ments, in the story-telling days of our boyhood. We used to 
think as much of Captai» Baker, we remember, as we now da 
of Bonaparte or the Duke of Marlborough, and de still, for the 
wuUter qf that. Fertile expanses of green intervale now smild 
aloBg the mouth of B.aker*s river, and fifteen miles up its banks 
amcmg the Rumney mountains, all which distance it has not 9 
fall or hardly a ripf4e — a track for the future rail-way from the. 
Pemigewassett to the CkMinecticut. It would look exceedingly 
wild and spirited, as the locomotive streamed panting and smok- 
ing up that narrow vale t 

Two miles above the meeting of the little fivers, you cross a 
picturesque bridge at ** the Falls," a scene for t}ie painters wh^ 
the land shall become like the old world, the honxf of the find 
arts. Ar4 paints nothing among us now. All our pictures are 
originals, from the hand of Him who made the world. A ctic<« 
riage road of a mile or two, at an angle with the ! horizon that 
would discouf age the dwellers by the sea-side, but which is all a 
level to the free people of the hills^ brought ba to the end of 
wheel navigatk)n, and two of our company took to the saddle,-^ 
brother Garrison, having never been on Aor^e-back, except his 
ride on a Shetland pony from Loch Katrine to Loch Lomond 
last year in the Scottish Highlands, preferring to try his fortune 
on foot. Suffice it to say, that in some three quarters of an bo«c 
we reached the commanding peak of ^the hill. The earth sphered 
up all around us in every <{uarter of the h<»rizon, like the crater 
of a vast volcano, and the great hollow within the circle was 
scarcely less smoky than that of Vesuvius or Etna during their 
recess of eruption. Thelittle village of Plymouth lay right at 
oujf feet, the angle of observation sef^ing far steeper from the 
top downward, than from the village to the top of the mouhtaim 
Off the declivity, on the. western 9ide, l^y tidy, farms and snug 
houses, along a good road where since our remehfibrancjS, settle^ 
ments hadnotpenetiratad^ ikad which stiU beiurs 4h^ naane of. thu 
New Discovery." 
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1*0 the south stretches a broken, swelling upland country, but 
champaign from the top of North Hill, patched all over with gram 
fields and green wood lots, the roofs of the farm-houses shining 
in the sun. South-west, the Cardigan mountain showed its bald 
forehead among the smokes of a thousand fires, kindled in the 
woods in the long drought. Westward, Moosehillock heaved up 
its long back, black as a whale ; and turning the eye on northward, 
glancing down the while on the Baker's river valley, dotted over 
with human dwellings like shingle bunches for size, you behold 
the great Franconia Range, its " Nctch" and its Haystacks, the 
Elephant mountain on the left, and Lafayette (Great Haystack) 
on the right, shooting its peak in solemn loneliness high up into 
the desert sky, and o'ertopping all the neighboring Alps but 
Mount Washington itself. The prospect of these is most iHK 
pressive and satisfactory. We don't believe the earth presents a 
finer mountain display. The Haystacks stimd there like the 
Pyramids on the wall of mountains. One of them eminently has 
this Egyptian shape. It is as accurate a pyramid to the eye as 
any in the old valley of the Nile, and a good deal bigger than 
any of those hoary monuments of human presumption, of the im- 
pious tyranny of monarchs and priests, and of the appalling ser- 
vility of the erecting multitude. Arthur's Seat in Edinburgh does 
not more finely resemble a sleeping lion than the huge mountain 
on the left of the Notch does an elephant, with his great, over^ 
grown rump turned undvilly toward the gap where the people 
have to pass ! Following round the Panorama, you come to the 
Ossipees and the Sandwich mountains, peaks innumerable and 
nameless, and of every variety of fantastic shape. Down their 
vast sides are displayed the melancholy looking slides, contrasting 
with the fathomless woods. 

But the lakes — you see lakes, as well as woods and mountains, 
from the top of North Hill. Newfound lake in Hebron, only 
eight miles distant, you can*t see, which we can't account for, but 
that it lies too deep among the hills. Ponds show their small 
blue mirrors from various quarters of the great picture. Worth- 
en's Mill Pond and the Hardback, where we used to fish for trout 
in truant, bare-footed days, Blahr's Mill Pond, White Oak Pond^ 
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and Long Pdiid, and the Little Squaiin, a beautiful, dark sheet of 
deep, blue water, about twe miles long, stretched amid the green 
hills and woods, with a charming little beach at its eastern end, 
j&d without an isl md. And then the Great Squam, connected 
with it on the east by u short, narrow stream, the very queen of 
ponds, with its fieet of islands, surpassing in beauty all the foreign 
waters we have seen, in Scotlrmd or elsewhere — the islands, cov- 
ered with evergreens, which impart their bu^ to the. mass of the 
lak6, as it stretches seven miles on east from its smaller sister, 
towards the peerless Winnipisockee. Great Squam is as beau- 
tiftd as water and island can be. But Winnipisockee — it is the 
very " Smile of the Great Spirit." And the Indians gave it the 
name to signi y that smile. And, verily, if the propitious glance 
of creative Power could be lefl i:^on its inanimate works, ve 
flhoold think it would play there in the form of this glorious lake. 
Its finest view, however, is not from North Hill. Red Hill is the 
place to behold it, and there the Indians must have stood whea 
they gave it its name. - Red Hill is hear its northern extremity^ 
and we never saw such an object in. nature as Winnipisockee 
seen from its top. It looks as if it had a thousand islands. They 
tell of three hundred and sixty-Eve, one- for every day in the year. 
But there must be many more, some of them large enough for 
little towns, and others not bigger than a swan or a wild duck 
swimming on its surface of glass. Days might be spent to grati- 
fication and profit on the top of North Hill ; but we had not the 
time. Garrison was to speak to the people on American slavery 
in the aflernoon, and we had to curtail our stay. It was with 
emotions that we can't describe, that we cast our farewell gaze 
over all that well-remembered, intimately known^ native region, 
that lay beneath our feet. It was the scene of nK)st of our mortal 
existence. Our young footsteps had wandered over most of its 
localities. Time had cast it all far back. That Pemigewassett, 
with its meadows and its border trees 1 That little village, whiten- 
ing on the margin of its intervale, and that one house we could 
distinguish among them, where the mother that watched over and 
endured our wayward childhood, totters at fourscore ! . We had 
to turn away and seek refuge from it all in God and anti-slavery^ 
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md: descended the MU with what cheer we might. O that we 
Qcndjd have ibuad an anti-slavery people in the valley below ! 
Put, they. were. ahsorbed in the miserable business of scraping up 
BPK^pre^than is needfUl or innocent, of the perishing trash of this 
world, and in the paltry village habitudes that beltxig to mer- 
^nary life. The interest once felt £>r humanity, th^« in the 
bseasts ofachcMce cc»rps of abolitionists^ bad faded out under the 
influence of selflslmess, pditics and sect. The little minister 
had got the better of their philanthropy, and they were quietly m 
harness at the call of the Steele bell 



- / 



FRANCONIA NOTCH ANH THE MEETING AT LITTUETON; 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Oct. 1, 1841.] 

We bargained last year with our b^^ved fellow-traveller Gar-i 
lison,. in the .SciM^ish Highlands, either on Loch. Katrine, oa 
board the barge rowed by McFarlan mid Iims three Highlanders^ 
or. else as we. rode the Shetland ponies from Katrine to Loch. 
Lomond^ through "Rob Roy's country^''. and along his " native^ 
heath," and when we were gazing upward at the mist-dad moun^ 
tains, that if rever twe lived to get home again to our t dear New 
England, we >would go and show him New Hampshire's sterner 
and loftier summits^ her Haystacks and her White Hills, audi 
their Alpine passes. God in His tend^ mercy preserved us^ 
homeward o'er the terrible sea, and has kept us since amid the 
v.icissitudes of the rolling year. We have perfbmied our promise,, 
svad been our stipulated jouniey. We hMd gazed together on the 
Scottish trosachs and Caledonia's mountains^ ^ind bow hwe be^ 
held New Hampshire's highlands 9md her eternal ootehes and- 
gaps, her lonely mountain peaks and boundless- woods. Scot* 
land's " Crags" are " wild and majestic"— but they are no match 
for ours. They 4ire but island mountains. Qurs are tontinental, • 
The Ben Lomoods lind Ben Neviaes of old Scotland jise abruptly 
from the lowland plains, indistinct andjoaked elevation. Our 
great Haystacks and our Mount Washingtons lay away fipom the 
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sea and the level oountry, enshrouded by illimitable woods, amid 
piled-up hills, and you have to climb as high almost as the Scottisfa 
■vmmits, before you get to their feet, and you view them at last, 
not in the foil vigor of untired imagination, as yon come to tiie 
'* Highlands," and with your fancy all afire with poetiry and song, 
but you reach them with imagination jaded and wearied out with 
iiills on hills in everlasting succession, mcNre than you can remeoH 
ber en* co^ e, and they stand there all unsung t0 speak for Meat- 
ielves, and you have to take them as they are. But we cannot 
compare them, any more than we can the great men of the old 
world and the new. We cannot bring them together, that they 
may show .themselves at once befi^e us. 

We started from the home of our dear Plymouth kindred, 
Wednesday mornings the 25th of August^ and took our way up the 
wild Pemigewassett The road follows that stream some thirty 
miles to its source in the very notch of the great Franconia 
mountains, and is perhaps the levelest, as it undoubtedly is the 
pleasantest of any road of that length, any where in New Hanq[>- 
ohire, if not in New England; The mountains shut down upon 
the riv» so that the settlers had to stick to the stream. They 
could not leave it far without coming upon a surface a little tO0 
perpemdieular for even the travelling and inhabiting ambitiim of 
the northern regions of the Granite State. The road courses 
along the diminishing river, and up the narrowing intervales, and 
between the converging and threatening uplands, that soon de^ 
generate into mountains, which though nameless, in a land whose 
staple commodity is hills, . would still rank respectably among 
the chief summits of more southern New England. Beautifbl 
strips of intervale continue all the way up through Campton, 
Thornton and Woodstock, the picturesque and appropriate name 
of what was once Peeling, and at the head of plough navigation^ 
Woodstock is the last of the towns, though Lincoln has ventured 
up above her, into the very notch, and has some families besides 
her town officers. Lincoln may be made, however, a comfortable 
town by temperance and hardy industry. Temperate industry 
can prosper any where, in sp t ^ cf mountains and winter ; but we 
would have advised m&Oi to st(^ in thdr career of emigration 
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tcward the Franconia range, as far shcrt of it at least as Wood- 
stock, until the pc^Milation, so far up, was a little thicker. Wood- 
itock has a noble popolatioB df abolitioilistck It was once the 
iMont of rank party* poUticg; bat the temperance reform ovemin 
it 800(16 yean i^^o^ and then a rerival of religion, which seems 
Rttturally enoiigk to fdknr tee-totafisin on principle, and being 
aloof fitun the mare infloential sects, the fi?ee inhabitants em- 
braced quite generally the doctrines of abolitionism when they 
wdre first presented. New Organization, we believe, ' has not 
been able to sedace them from their fidelity. If all-New Hamp* 
shire was as humane and firae ar Woodstock, she would be the 
queen State of the Union; 

The scenery throvgih Thomtcm strongly resembles the rura« 
districts of Scotland. It is so like it^ that many years ago a con- 
siderable number of Scottish emigrabts, on their way perhaps to 
Barnet and Ryegate, settlements of their countrymen in Ver- 
mont, were induced to stop short and settle here. The McLel- 
lanSy the Robertsons, the McDearmids and the McNortons. We 
remember their musical accent and foreign look, in our boyish 
days. They have passed away now, and their |^aces are supplied 
by their halPyaakee descendants. 

At Tilton's ta?eiB, about twelve miles above Plymouth, we 
halted for ParneU Beach and Ezekiel Rogers, who were to meet 
us here from East Campton, and accompany us to the Litdeton 
convention. Nothing seemed wanting to make Tilton's inn a 
beautiful and very refreshing place for the traveller, but that a 
horrible, satanical beverage was sold in it, that they call rum, 
P^opk buy it in drink f It is *' an enemy." They '* take it into 
th^ mouths to steal away their brains." ** Every cup of it is 
unblest, and its iagratieni is a ddriL" W<^ saw two men buy 
$mm tf a, and swallow it down deliberately. We remonstrated 
with them for ^ir suicidal despentioir, and with the taverber 
for furnishing it to them. His excuse was, that f<dks would have 
it, and he felt oUiged to keep it or lose the patronage of the 
travelling community. 

Friends Beach and Rogers arrived, and we all resumed our 
journey to the momitains. About a dozen miles of excellent 
15 
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^oad carried us to Garnsey's Uvern, in the immediate neighbor 
hood of the great peaks. We stopped there to refresh ourselves 
and horses, and to gp out to visit the celebrated Flume. We 
refreshed oufselvesy for we had brought aome wholesome bread 
along with us, and got some spring water. Whether our horses 
got any refreshment, we doubted — for poorXJarnsey was so stu- 
pidly besotted when we returned from the Flume, that he could 
not convince us whether he had fed them or net. He run of a 
notion he had. He thought he had watered them too ; but the 
horses denied that, as aocn as we led them to the trough. W\» 
wept out east, to see the Flume, about a mile into the wood. 
The way was exceedingly romantic. It was a foot-path through' 
the very deepest and heaviest growth of New Hampshire woods. 
Vfe passed birches as big as mast pmes. Aboot a quarter of t- 
mile from the high road, the path pitched down two or three hun- 
dred feet, very precipitously, at tlie bottom of which roared a 
mountain stream among the rocks, as clear as crystal, and as" 
CfM as a well. Our w«y lajr across it on the trunk of a fallen 
qpruce, that required some steadiness to pass. We crossed this 
stream three or four times more, and came to the cascade. The 
bed of the stream is here a bare, smooth rock, ascending some 
ten or fifleen degrees. It is about twice as wide 'as the stream, 
which glides down over it, barely covering the messy rock. It 
continues up, we should think, several hundred feet. At the foot- 
of it the water dashes into a basin. We walked up dry shod the' 
whole length of the casoade to where the rocks began to wall op 
on each side and form the entrance way to the Flume. This is 
a tremendous chasm, cut directly up into the bosom of the moun- 
tain— >the walls rising on each side, in the highest parts sixty or a' 
hundred feet, as if they had been chiselled in the solid rock.' 
We took ne dimensions, but should say the great sluice-^ay was* 
fifteen or twaity feet wide, and. as many rods long. It may be 
longer. The stream was along the bottom of it, among enormous 
rocks that have got there, we could not conjecture how. The 
Flume bends about at the upper end, and we could not see its 
termination. There seemed no place, from which the rocks 
could have, been jreoti in the stupendous • walls of the chasm. 
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which ro6e up smooth to the top, and we thought they must have 
been tumbled aloug down the great trough by the iieadloug water 
iu time of flood. We yrexe struck with awe at entering it, as we 
gaa&ed up the giatit trench, to «py a massy roek, weiglutig, we 
should think, a hundred ton, hanging in the very jaws of the 
chasm, susp^tded in the air« It looks, at first sight, as if it was 
about to fall. It must have dropped into the rift, we imagined, 
when it was r^it asunder by the nileano or earthqna£e or other 
mountain throe that opened it, or mayhap some Titan wantonly 
hurled it down th»e from the peak of Great Haystack. A 
wild and picturesque-lodging bridge stretches over the chasm a 
little way firom the pendant rock. It i»made by the trunk of a 
mighty tree fallen across there by some hurricane that swept the 
mountain side. Brother Beach had entered the Flume ahead of 
the rest of us, and when we had advanced a little way into it, we 
di^overed him, beyond the accessible path, clambering by thm 
hand9 along the side of the great wall, fle bad doffed bis faaty 
coat and wsasbcoBi^ and boots and stockings, and was adventuring 
for the upper end of the cavern. We feared he would ** catch his 
death of cold"— ^if be did not get dashed to pieces — for it was as 
cold and damp as a dungeon. We shouted to him at the top of 
our voices; but he could not hear usj for the roar of the cataract,* 
and the distance. He soon disappeared at the bend of the Flume,' 
and we saw no more of him, till a cry overhead made us look 
up, and we beheld him midway of the bridge. If Walter Scott 
coidd have had such an incident, he woiild have made a pictut^ 
out of it, to imitiortalise some of his Rob Roys or Helen Me 
Gr^ors. We told brother Beach, afler his descent, that we* 
would now risk htm for an old-organized anti-«davery sgent, and 
advised him to take the field. We all sung Old Hundred at the 
iiooi of the cascade, and inade our way back to Gamsey's. After 
glaring the poor benumbed, besotted tavemer what exhortation he 
had sense enough to hear, we paid him for his problematical oats, 
and rode on for the Notch. 

The way was. most beautifiil, dfrough the still, solitary, primevd< 
woods. We hoped a deer wouki show himsdf fitmi the wild-— 
but he would bo^-'-jioI kttowing* that we were no banters. The 
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Pemigewmssett brawled idong our roftd side, no longer a river; 
bill a mountain brook— -foaming among the roonded recks and 
cold enough to drink. The air was moiat. ** The summer boI* 
■tice" had searoe ^* tempered" it. The road was exceedingly 
fine, and remarkaUf le?ei, and the trees of the most majestic 
size. We came to a causeway or kind of bridge over the chan* 
nel of a little stream, now dried upr-that ordinally paid its hurry- 
ing tribute to the river, and hahed to see ** the Basin." We caii 
hardly give a description of it. It is carved by the chisel of the 
whirling stream' out of the sc^id rock---«ome twenty feet across^ 
the curve on one ^side'rimng about that height, leaning over the 
pocrf, and the dark evergreens on its brink looking down into its 
deep, pellucid, agitated bed. The water is mackerel color, but 
80 clear, that tiie sandy bottom, though fifteen or twenty feel 
down, looks to be within two or three feel of the surface. It is 
said that two scientific pedestrians halttd here to view it c»ie hot 
day, and feeling desirous of bathing their feet, bantered one 
another to jump in : one of them tried it, and it was ^ome time 
before he reappeared to his amazed companion— ^who, of coarse, 
refrained his feet firom imitating him. Tou rdl along a mile or 
two, the road gently undulating through the majestic woods, and 
firinged with bushes of delightfiil green — ^when a vast and oveN 
whelming opening breaks upon you,^ a boundless Roam among 
the mountains, walled on the left by the great Blephant mountain^ 
the rock covered by stunted evergreens precif icing up two thou- 
sand^feet — the blue sky itself scarce visible over its eternal ridge. 
Before you, at the farther extremity, opens the Notch, curtained 
by the sky of Vermont, which there comes down upon it ; and oft 
the right, the wooded, steep side of Lafayette, or Great Haystack. 
Nothing can esce^ the awful sublimity of the great wall on the 
left The vast mountain side is clothed with scales of rock, as 
with a coat of mail, scarred here and tiiere with t}% old ava- 
lanches — ^wbilfe^ opposite, the forest side of Lafayette is striped 
down with the deep green of modem woods, which have grown 
in the paths of the " slides." At the nordiem extremity of the 
great Room you come to view «' the Old Man of the Mountain." 
It i« on your left^ up^ say fifteen hundred feet; a perfect profile of 
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an aged man, jutting out boldJy firom the sheer precipice, with a 
sort of turban oo the head and brow; nose, mouth, 4ip chin and 
fragment of neck, all perfect and to the life — and with a little 
fancy you supply the cheek and ear. It looks off south-east. It 
needs no imagination to complete it. It is perfect, as if done by 
ait But it is op where art has never climbed. 

The pond which heads the Pemigewassett lies a mirror at the 
fi>ot of the almost perpendicalar mountain. We foUowed a foot- 
path down to its margin, and wandered along its narrow beach to 
the northern extremity. The view south from here is truly won- 
derful. The sheer precipice of rock, rising to the sky on the 
light, and the forest side of Lafayette, as high and almost as steep, 
oo the left, both coming down at the southern extremity of the 
great apartment in the form of a noteh, and the whole floored 
by the green lake. While we stood pondering the magnificent 
scene, two or three wagons fixHn the north drove rapidly through 
the pass. The rattle of their wheels sounded through the vast 
hoUow like the running of a hundred chariots. 

The printer calls for copy. We have fallen into a particularity 
of detail which would taJie a vc^ume before we got to Littleton, 
but we have not time to abridge. We must resume our sketch 
another week, and hope then to reach the White Mountains, and 
to conduct our readers to their summit, and let them off through 
their tremendous Gap, in a less tedious manner than we are 
wearying them with here. No writing is so difficult as this sort 
of narrative — the selecti<m of facts among so many, and all so- 
interesting, and the difficulty of conveying to the reader the im- 
pression made upon yourself, and of sketching scenes that have 
begun to fade from the memory. To travel wdl and see wdl> is 
rare enough ; to tell the story accurately and well, rarer still. It 
wanto, among othier things, the plain, cdloquial, every-day style, 
which few writers are rtfined enough and courctgeous enough ta 
adopt. 

15* 
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Lrm-ETON CONVENTION AND THE WHITE 

MOUNTAINS. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Oct 8, 1841.] 

Whoever would take a week's ride of more interest^ fratifi 
cation and instruction^ than any other in New England, wiU find 
it from Plymouth, in this State, to the White Mountains, by way 
of the Franconia Notch, — ^returning thence to Plymouth bj 
Conway and the Winnipisockee lake. This circuit embraces a 
greater variety of beauty and grandeur in natural scenery ihsa 
any the like distance in Qur knowledge. The White Mountam 
Notch, it is .said, is best seen passed in the other direction, from 
Conway up. You then ascend it instead of descending, and. get 
the su))lime impressions of an tnkiUKcing approach to those awful 
piles in the great architecture of God« The other way you get 
the terrible and the appalling, as you precipitate firom the level- 
where flows the infant Saco, down through the jaws of the sUnr 
dered mountain, and se^m to be plunging almost tathe bottomless 
abyss — with those frightful masses of fallen rock on every hand, 
biddiog you gaze up to behold other hideous masses toppling to 
their descent. But the effect of the wiiole circle of impressioiis 
is best attained by witnessing Franconia first. This is sublima 
enough till you have seen the White mountains. It is indeed 
grand and awful in itself — but most so before the imagination- 
has been shattered and outraged by encountering those scenes of 
elemental strife and havoc, where thunder and earthquake have 
played their terrible antics about the great rival mountains To 
be sure, in the course we prescribe, you visit Winnipisockee and 
Red Hill after both these giant views. But you go for m^e 
beauty there. And the degree of this is such, that no previous 
grandeur — or previous beauty even—can diminish the sense of it 
The picture from Red Hill defies competition, as it transcends 
desoription. It is the perfection of earthly prospect— only have 
a clear air and a fair day. The rest is there, and nothing can 
mar it or detra!bt from it. Plymouth village, too, is a very plea- 
sant epot to the stranger to rest in, both before and afler he has 



AND THE WHITE MOUNTAINS. 175 

gone this grand round of excHemenC. Not that it would be plea- 
sant to the anti-slaTery traveller (and he w the only one who can 
enjoy this scenery, at any other, with the emotions of a mam ; 
others may afipreeiate a gtmd road amd a good tavern) to look at 
its pretty meeting-^ose, all gagged and ghud np i^ainst the free 
gospel of Him who came to preach ddlirerance to the captive, or 
to consider its smart population ridden to servility by a vain and 
superficial pro-slavn-y minister. That wonld be mortifying, bat 
for the present must be borne with. Time will cure it, and a 
short time. 

Our readers left us last week standkig on the margin of the 
pond at the foot of the ** Old Man of the Mountain/' We wish 
we could transport each one of thetn thitho* to enjoy the enchant- 
ment of that lonely and magnificent i^>ot. But anti-slavery ha4 
not leisure to linger about enchanting places. We must away to 
our labors. We left the- pond and the ^ guide board,^ that points 
the eye (not the foot) to the Old Crenius of the Notch in his house 
up there above the eagle's haunt, and resumed our ride to La- 
fayette House, a tavern in the narrowest part of the pass. We 
did not go into it, and know nothing of its keeping ; but its loca- 
tion is picturesque beyond all tavern stands we have ever seen. 
*' The Stuarts' Inn," in the trosachs of Scotland, was romanti- 
cally located — but it could not match this. Behind the house 
rises a mountain wall a thousand feet on high, hung with woods 
of evergreen that anchor firom top to bcttom in the rifts of the 
rock. Tou may pretty accurately measure its elevation by the 
tiers of spruces that grow one above another all the way np, and 
of nearly equal height. The great clifls at the summit seem to 
jut out over the inn. It were almost worth the journey there to 
drink a draught from the lead. pipe water-spout that stands across 
the road, and pours out living water, equal to any that ever 
bubbled up from a white sand spring, enough to water a whole 
village. 

We resumed our ride. It led down a most beautiful scolloping 
road, genOy descending through the majestic woods. We passed 
another pond on our right — the head-water of the wild Ammo- 
Dooeock. 
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It is scarce a bow-shot distance from the.head pond of Pemigo* 
wassett. There these waters start on their distant destinatiooft; 
one to seek the sea at Newburyport, hy way -of the freshet^ 
Merrimack, and the other at Long Island Sound by the sluggish 
Cennecticut, and its fat, Lethean, prondavery vadley The Am> 
iBonoosuck pond ia an enchanting sheet of water. It is embos* 
omed closely among these solitary woods. It is hard by the 
Lafayette House, and abounds with trout. The water fowl hav^ 
{Nfobably not discovered it. What a place for the invalid froui^ 
the pent-up city to come and sail on, in the hot sunmier months^ 
in a beautiful highland barge I Let them come and inhale health 
and invigoration with tbese mountain breezes — but don't. let them, 
bring their paltry fishing gear or their sportmg 'cmitrement^. hoi 
no man cast a knavish iu)ok into these peopled waters, or dis-^ 
charge a felon gun at the gentle deer that stoops to drink oa 
their wild margin. Humanity does not $poH with fowling pieces 
or fish-hooks. Let poverty on tlie sea-board — provided it can't 
get bread out of the generous earth — sustain itself on the uncouth 
cod and halibut, that are fools enough to speculate on the tempt- 
taticus it may throw in their way. But the pretty mountain 
trout — let them live, and the bounding deer. There is enough to 
eat in New Hampshire without resorting to take their lives. 

A fow miles descending ride brought us out of the woods and 
jpened upon us a new world. From the very heart of the moun- 
tains you emerge on an expanded level, stretching away to the 
Connecticut, and terminating with the distant hills of Vermont. . 
Some half dozen miles from Lafayette tavern,. you settle dowa. 
iuto the village at the Franconia Iron Works — the famous region 
for cold, where the mercury sinks down as far below zero, as the 
bottom of the valley does below the peak of Great Haystack* 
Emerging from the woo^ls, this giant mountain shows itself, as you 
look back, in all its Alpine majesty. You behold its naked siub>- 
mit, with its quarter mile of bare cliff, reposing solemnly in " the 
upper sky" — the fugitive clouds ever and anon hurrying past its 
top, while down its mighty ravine firom the extreme of vegetation 
to its base, descends the dreadful slide, gathering inward from the 
slopes on either hand, like the great British side of the Niagara^c 
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wheare the waters of the kikes eoneentrate to their final fall. The 
resemblance of this slide t^ the great e^araet at the enrre ef 
tlie Horse-shoe is very palpable, and strock us insimtl j at behead* 

mg it. 

As we rode tlmmgh the Notch after firiends Beach and Rogers, 
we were alarmed at^ seeing smeke issue from their chaise top, (md 
cried out to them that their chaise was a-fire ! We were more 
than sospicioas, however, that it was something worse than that, 
and that the smoke came out of friend Rogers' month. And it 
so turned oat This was before we reached the Nctch tavern. 
Alighting there to water oar beasts, we gave him, eU round, a 
iaithfiil admonition. For anti-slaverj does not fail to ^>end its 
int^rals of paUic service in mutual and searching correction of 
the faults of its friends.- We gave it sonndJ j to friend Rogers,-— 
that he, OH aboUHmUst, on his way to an antirshwerp conventioii, 
sfaoold desecrate his anti-sUmty month and that glorious Mcmrni^ 
tarn Netck, with a sttipifying tobacco weed. We had halted it 
tl» Iron Works tavern to refiresh our horses, and, whHe thej were 
eating, walked to view the Faraace^ As we crossed the little 
bridge, friend Rogers took out another cigar, as if to light it ¥4ieil 
we should reach the fire. '* Is it any maladj you have got, broths 
er Rogers," said we to him, ** that you smdte that thing, or is it 
habit and indulgence inerely V* It is notlnng hot habit, said he, 
gravely, or I would say it toaw nothing eke, and be significantly 
cast the little roll over the railing into the Ammonoosnck. ** M 
revolution," exclaimed Garrison, ** a glorious rev<Jution withont 
noise or Mmoke f add he swung his hat cheerdy about his headi 
It was a pretty incident, and we jofMlj witnessed it, and as joy- 
fully record it It was a vice dbandooed, a self4ndulgence denied, 
and fironr priwnple. It was quietly and beautifully done. Wo 
call on any smoking abolitionist to take notice and'to take pattern. 
Anti-slavery wants h^ months for other odes dian to be flues for 
besotting tobacoo smoke. They may in well almost be mm-ducts 
as tobaeeo^fiDinnels. And we rejoice that so few mouths or noses 
in our ranks are thus profkned. Abditienists are generally m 
enmy in r^anl to ram and tobacOo,- as in regard to davery. 
Sane of tbea vaflrain from eating fkfiA and drinking tea and col^ 
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fee. Some are so hewUdertd that they won't figkt in the way of 
okrisiian retaliaiimi, to the great disturbance of the churchof 
they belong to, and the annoyance of their pastors. They do not 
embrace these " new-fangled notions'' as abolitionists — but then 
one fanaticism leads to another, and they are g^ting^ to be wiano' 
maniacs, as the Reverend brother Punchard oalled us, on every 
subject 

The Furnace was not in blast Its fires were out, and w# 
walked on the white incr^staticms at the bottom of ita lofly chut- 
ney, and looked up its ample tube which we had once seen filled 
to the top with glowing red coal and <Hre, burning far mcmtha witb 
a. heat that distilled the liquid iron like raip down into a fiery «et 
that weltered below. It was cold and void now. Had any ^:UM 
faith enough to walk unharmed in it, should " PiiUic Sentimeotf ? 
loouse again in our midst, and heat it sevea times beyond iff 
wont I Its enormous bellows, whose breathing when in actioii 
was like a hurricane in the Notch, was at rest, and we could laj 
CMir hand with impunity on its giant muzsle. We have seen tbe 
glowing ore blaze under its iafloence, with the intense briliiuicj 
of a star. There is something depressing in a great suspended 
establishment like this. The absence of the busy men, and Um 
eessation of the machinery and of the hum and bustle of theit 
labor, Jill the place with vacuity and solitude. 

We rode on five miles to Littleton, and broths Garris<m and 
ourself were welcomed most heartily and afiectionately by £d* 
mund Carletcm and his interesting family# Other open hearts in 
the village welccnned our companions. Littleton is a very conaid** 
erable village, a place of a good deal of enterprise, activity, intdlif^ 
gence and taste. It has a goodly number of sterling abolitionists. 
The commanding influences of the village are far< enough frcm 
antHilavery, but they are altogether above that petty pro-slavery 
that shuts up meeting-houses, or flings dubs or mnmerchaniabk 
eggs at aboliticmists. Whether it is pride, or good taste, or sagwh 
cious opposition, we do not say. The [dace is not parson-ridden^ 
like our poor town of Plymouth. We held our meeting in th« 
meeting4iouse. Not the Reverend Mr. Worcester's — though he 
preaches in it He does not mm it. He dees not say, ^aajf 
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poipit," or '' I dwell amcmg mine &wn ptfple" like the reverend 
roaster in Israel who inac^entlj shot William Uojd Garrison oat 
of the Plymouth meeting-house the other daj, and compelled tht 
people who wanted to hear him, to go over the rirer into tlM 
woods. Reverend Mr. Worcester does not owm the Littleton 
people or their poblie buildings. The Plymouth pastor does. H« 
dwells among kis aum people. To be snre, they nnther love him 
nor respect him, if they speak the troth — bat they are afraid^ 
and they dread and hate anti-slavery, and they worship their tem- 
ple and their sect, and they are obliged to keep their superficial 
minister, and exhaust themselves to aflEbrd him a genteel mainte* 
Btace. They have no ttspeei^ for him, though they feel some 
vanity oo the score of his genteel breeding. They sdected hiai, 
we remember, with especial reference to his gentiHip. The wa^ 
bitious young folks had got so popuiar that they felt ashamed oC 
poor, old, unfiisluonable Parson Ward, and sent oiF to Andc^er 
to get a genteeler minister. - They got one, and turned the olA 
gentlonan awajr. Wie did what we could to prevent it ParsaM 
Ward ^as an invetotrte sectarian ; but then he had mimd an4 
hmatHity^ and diere was some heart and gospel in his preaching/ 
He would have been an abolitionist but for his sectarianisn. lEkt 
meant to be a minister of Christ ; and a minister of Christ would 
hardly, we should think, have consented to go into a place from 
which such an elder brother had been ejected, and for such a 
canse. But friend Punchard probably saw the spiritwii wanU^ 
of the people on the score of numners, and sacrificed his scruj^eif 
at fether Ward's treatment, out of iave to the cause. He hired 
with them, at a genteel sal jry. They coold not give father Ward 
$893*33. They readily raised $500 and over for his aecoin* 
plisfaed successor. It was done by the fashicmable influences 
that had moved in fi'om more popmlar regi<Mis. The old j^ym-' 
oath folks had to i tand round. The modern divine was settled, 
and he — ^ dwells among his nek people** We are digressing — 
bnt it is aD in the wry of the ciuse. The Plymouth divine in- 
sults anti-slavery, when it comes to address the people on behalf 
of the Ueeding slave, and the people can't have a chance to hear 
in thdr amm meeting^ioase ! A<m1 it behctves us to proclaim it. 
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The Reverend Mr. Worcester -did not show his head at-tibe 
eonventkur. He was. at home, and weil eBoogh to attend, §k 
we saw him next momiag at woeJl «boat his door yard, in Am 
ikirt skeveSf as we passed his elegant dwelling. It would hdfe 
been a com^roDiise of his clerical dignity to meet with GarrisQO, 
and last of all would the son of ''Cephas'' be seen at a eooven- 
tion with the editor of the Herald of fVeedom I We are ashamed 
ftir friend Worcesta-) finr he has some wund, and ought to be 
abore tliis clerical foppery. .^ ;*f. 

i. A goodly attendance of the people was at die cenTention. ' The 
flower of the rillage intelligence and education was there, bat we 
badrather met the laboring poor— the bumble men and the 
Ue women. Anti-slarery mil make .sadden work 'of il, 
those 4ilasses dar&rentu^e to our meetings. They are nosr kept 
back, by prejudice and influence. ' ' 

Jonathan P. Miller firmn Montpelier was presentr-^Mr. Mveb 
frmn Danville'— and Ds. John- Dewey from Cruiidhall, .Vermool, 
iftd-aU took active and interestmg part in tfa^ meeting. We bed 
%r firagment of the proceedings put into our handy but have madald 
it Edmund Carlet<Hi was President, and a brother froaitbe 
ether side the Cennectiout^ Secretary. Garrison^ Beach, and 
Dewey, we believe, Business Committee. T. P. Beach prayed at 
opening of the meeting, — ^not by appointment of the President,^^ 
but of his own accord. We hope he prayed in fact, as weU es 
form — a thing, we fear, not often done in public. The resolutieBs 
passed were, one declaring alx^itionists had abundant xpasoB to 
thank God and take courage in view of ^ past, and another diat 
edavery was not a southern but a national institntian, and one lor 
which the North was eminently an8werable-«»*-and that hefe was 
the place — thh the very people, and nsw the time, when, among 
whpra, and where, to agitate the anti-slavery question, and over- 
throw the slave system. 

. Garrison let out his giant moral strength in full swing on both 
t^ese resolutions^ , It was exalting and soul-^eireshing to hear 
him. We were rejoiced that some of our Woodstock friends 
wei;e there to hear him. If we mistook not, they got a glorious 
feast. Two of the rei^>ectiible ^zefts of Littleton were manly 



AND THE WHITE MOUNTAINS. igi 



enough aud unacquainted enough with the anti-slavery questiim, 
to venture into the arena of discussion against Garrison. Thej 
were Major George Little and J. N. Bellows, flsq., an instniotor 
in the village. They were of ooune quickly discomfited. Ijt is 
BO di^aragement to them — ^nor do we mention it in any trifling 
feding. They ought to be abolitionists, and we publicly tell then 
so. . Ajid if they a{^)eared awkwardly in the hands of ijarnscMiy 
k is only what the first {nro-slavery talent. in>the country would 
do, were it honest enough and manly enough to venture the triaL 
The law champions and the divinity championa, and the doetovs 
of all sorts would be mere fuel for the. fise in the hands oi the 
despised and abhorred Garrison. Able and interesting q;>eeche9 
were made by brothers Beach and Ezekiel Rog^s. Brother 
Beach was calm, quiet and argumaatative,— not so animated aa 
we expected firom a captive who had saiecently " burst his cere* 
ments," and escaped his thraldom. Perhaps he remembered hi* 
clerical brethren yet in bondage, and their blind, stumbling, ditcli- 
going fi>]lower8. Ezekiel Rogers was original, humorous and 
forcible, as he is wont to be. He gave it to us in g^iuine 
ctnrdwainer style. He is a kind of John Hawkins in our enter* 
prise. Hawkins is a hatter. If he were ^ gentleman of liberal 
education, he would be shorn of chief his power. We are glad 
firiend Rogers is a shoe-maker. Pro-slavery has learned that he> 
wields 010/, kuife and hammer. He takes a strong antindavery 
stitch, and his work don't rip. 

Garrison lectured to a fiill auditory in the evening, and we mia- 
take if he did not make a deep, convicting impression on maiijt 
minds. Why then don't they espouse our cause t Why don't 
they come forward, as the hearers of the ancient apostles som^ 
times did, with a '' Men and brethren, what shall we do V* Why, 
it would destroy their jespectability, and they, therefore, *' do jiflt 
like our measures" 

Friday noon — the 27 August, having visited as many of cur 
dear anti-slavery fi'iends as we could-v-we parted with our kind' 
entertainers^ and took our way to the great jnountains. The day 
was lowering and threatened us a rainy time ; but we gave weather 
and ail else cheerily into the Hands that alone can regulate them^ 
16 



162 WHITE MOUNTAINS. 

and wended our way in high spirits. We passed the pleasant 
Tillage of Bethlehem. It is a name connected with memorable 
events in die history of the human family. Nothing occurred to 
attract our notice in this modern Bethlehem, but the tokens k 
•IRnrded us of yicinity to the great elerations we were going to 
visit. We looked out for the summits^ We had ourself once 
before been there, but the atmosphere was so surcharged with 
smdce and mist, that we could recognize but little that we re- 
membered. We descried several summits on our way that might 
have challenged the high distinction we were lodging to -bestow, 
but we withheld all allegitoce, till within a mile or two of the first 
Mountain tavern, when we descried through the thick atmosphere 
a gloomy range of mountain^^— its summit, or summits, hid in 
thick clouds, and its awful breast gashed and lacerated with the 
mighty slides. We at once recognized it as the high object of 
dur -journey. Nothing could exceed its awful mi^ty and vast- 
neds. Every thing nround us had for some time betdcened that 
we were in the suburbs of one of the capites of nature* The 
im^estic woods, the tremendous elevation of the mountain rangea, 
and the vastness of the ^est — ^the stillness in the air, and its 
altered temperature ;• and the majestic roar of the Ammonoosuck 
al(Mig its bed of precipices spoke of its mountain deseeni, and 
that its fountains could not be far distant. It was a glcvioos hoin*. 
We rejoiced to introduce our beloved companion to these regal 
solitudes of our native State, and to find him full of appreciati<»i, 
and ready to acknowledge the fulfilment of our pledge in the 
Scottish Highlands to show him an overmatch of Caledonia's 
mountains, on our own side of the Atlantic. It began to rain a 
little just as we entered the great level, and we hastened forward, 
aixd in good time to avoid the wet, reached Fabyan's " White 
Mountain House," formerly kept by the mountaineer Ethan Allen 
Crawford. 

A storm appeared drifting up fi-om the neighbwhood of the 
Notch, which lay four miles to the southeast of us; but it blew 
by, and we had the prospect of fair weather the next day to 
ascend the mountain. We sallied out to view the objects of 
imerest about the house. A pair of immense moose horns hung 
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suspended on the front of the inn; The wearer of them had 
once trotted among these mooatains. He was taken, we believe, 
and despoHed of his brmiohing honors by old Ethan Crawfiwd. 
Near them hnng the sign of the ** White Mountain Post Office." 
A pleasant idea — aff it was for the accommodation of visiters, while 
-here away from dieir homes. A poor little raccoon was semh' 
circling the length of his brief chain by the fence in the yard. 
Garrison characteristically insisted that he should have more range. 
Over the fence a full-grown bear ranged round a tall post in the 
centre of his ptecinct. The bear corresponded with the general 
scene better than the post That would have better become % 
zoological garden or menagerie— for it stood in sight of the bear!f 
native woods. We would have been glad to see the noble savage 
break loose from his chain and off to the woods on the side of 
Mount Washington. We crossed the road, and went up cm te 
the Giant's Grave — the ^propriate name of a mound rising ool 
of the levet plain, one hundred and fifty or two hundred feet lepg, 
some sixty broad, and thirty or forty feet high. The Ammono0» 
suck glides pleasantly past its head. Ethan Crawford used to 
(ire his swivd on the top of it at nightfall, to thunder up tfas 
mountain- echoes. We found the breech of the old gun, blown 
off about mid way from the mouth. At sunset a party came ia 
from the mountain on horseback— of gentlemen and ladies. It 
was quite picturesque to ** see them <xi their winding wajr" and 
hear their merry shouts. We were glad to fold some civil old 
acquaintance among them--^9c/e/jf in old acquaintance not being 
so frequent a things «ot9 with us, as it was once. A pleasantsf 
thing still was to fold an anti-shwery young lady in the party. 
We are sorry not to have learned her name. 

We found a very neat .and elegant taUe at Fabyan's, and every 
accommodatkn about the house q£ corresponding character, ex- 
cept that drink was to be had at his bar. It was drink that 
brought down the great streng^ of Ethan Crawford to the ground. 
Let friend Fabyan take timely warning, and banish that Devii. 
from his premises. 

We were surprised at the blast of a bugle from out before the 
house just at dusk, and more so, when wa' got oat, to hear its 
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echoes. Across tbe great meadow out westward from the road 
lay E pretty highnnoantain, stretching parallei with the road, and 
covered with a heavy growth of evergreen forest The echoes 
came from that mountain. A young man had a tin trumpet 
abont six feet long, which he blew and was answered in the most 
extraordinary manner fl'om the mountain. - He was rather awk- 
ward at it ; but presently Fabyan himsetf came oat and wound 
that tin horn with a spirit and power that we never befiyre wit- 
nessed — and the responses that came back from the mountain 
surpassed aH music we ever heard from man. It was a simple, 
straight tin horn. Fabyan said that more than two thousand oi^ 
had blown it ; ** but," said he, ** there is not a man- in the United 
States that can blow it with me." We could readily believe it 
He had not the giant size of Crawford, but there was a- good deal 
of the hero in him, and the gallant manner in which he winded 
that tin tube was most inspiring. He poised it against the dark^ 
hemlock mountain side, and mustering his breath, sent it towards 
the woodsy with an energy and i^irit that made ns start ftom our 
feet A bdd, abrupt bursting clarion blast trumped out iron) it, in 
tinree or four wild bugle notes. ^ This of itsdf completely satisfied 
ear inordinate'love of wild music; but afl^ a few moments the an- 
swer would Cbme from the mountain*— first in distinct but softened 
echo, tone for tone, and as if from the extreme right of the woods; 
shortly afler it echoed again, less distinctly and from a little to* 
wwd the lefl — shortly after again still farther on^.and still less 
distinctly, and so moving along the face of the woods as if a band 
of the Spirits of the mountain were marching th^^, to their un- 
earthly alchemy, till it terminated in a bl^st of all the echoes at 
once, mingled together and shed forth from the whole woods io 
one harmonious, trembling, ravishing strain^ dying away ovet the 
ridge among the hollows of the mountains. Again the gallant 
trumpeter challenged the echoes on a different key, and the woods 
and mountains answered him accor-din^y, and he went through 
all the compass of the natural bu^. We cannot describe it 
It was the more striking for the homely simplicity of the instni- 
ment — made by a^ "Littleton tinker--^ttd from its being tc^ly 
unexpected. We have an ear for music, that we would not mmqi 
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wkh any body. We know goad sounds. And we have heard 
mosic before. We have heard the bursts firom the orchestra of 
the theatre, (a good while ago ;) the Handel aad Hayden ccmv* 
certs, and Zeuner's organ ; we have heard the wild lament of th^ 
Boston Brass Band, as with their nodding, black ostrich feathers, 
they swept through Summer street We have heard the chaot/i 
in Westminster Abbey, and the breath of the mighty organ tow- 
ering up from its chancel like a little church, as it reverberated 
away among its arches, and along its interminable aisles. But 
we never beard mortal sounds to be named with the echoes tf 
Jttbyan's iin horn I We summon brother Garrison to bear wit- 
nesflL 

The sun rose fair next morning, and immediately after brealir 
fast we prepared to set out ibr the mountains. We got a fair 
view this morning, for the first time, of the top of Mpunt Waab- 
ingUm. We borrowed a fraotii^a of a straw hat from frieq4 
f abyan, and a coat that had seen White Mountain service. Our 
party consisted of eight, beside the guide. Three gentlemeii, 
one of them a learned Professor, and three ladies, one the Pro- 
fessor's wife, the others, maiden ladies, we brieve — a daughter 
of Dr. Payson, and a sister of the poet and literary trifler N. P. 
Willis. The guide was Oliver Fabyan, brother of our host 
Afrer riding perhaps a mile, we turned off to the led into the path 
to the mountun. Garrison's horse was " The Lady Wilder"—^ 
ours " The Fanny Elbler," an Arabian and a freet, beautifid 
traveller, but of a very mischievous disposition. She struck at 
US with her fore foot very spitefully, as we were passing, in tl^ 
piazza of the tavern in the morning, where she stood tied. Ther^ 
upon we selected her to carry us up the mountain. 

At entering the woods- the guide directed us to ride single file, 
and to take distance, a precaution we*s6on found needful, for the 
gentleman who followed us c(»ning up too near, Fanny Ellsler 
kicked up at him with great vivacity. We crossed the Ammonoo- 
suck into a meadow, and had a capital view of the mountainSb 
Our path lay through woods most of the way for six miles to the 
foot of Mount Washington. The growth was v^ry large— Mine 
birelwa and pinei the very largest we ever saw growing. 
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were burning about, and had conaumed the very aoil, and the 
tree roots. Oar company had ascertained our names, and con- 
eeqnently demeaned themselves towards brother Garrison and 
oifrself as became persons of respectability towards persons ef 
mHoriety. Thete were no positive manifestations of amused 
reputability, that we noticed-— but a very uncomfortable lack of 
freedom of remark and action. We did not humor it a great 
deal ; but it would have been far pleasanter to us to have had Uie 
congenial company we enjoyed in the Franconia woods. We 
bope anti-slavery wil!,*by lind by, be reckoned less ungenteeL • 
I We crossed the Ammonoosuck for the last time at the very loot 
of the mountain, and began our two mile ascent. The guide ei^ 
^ered us to mind our distance, to bear forward as hard on the mane 
as possible, give the horses the entire reins, and take couraipe. 
We commenced our clamber, and found it an awkward bosineB^to 
keep the saddle. About a hundred rods up, the guide ordeved a 
halt at a spring. We had got thirsty, and the water was glmricNn. 
The Professof took out his thermometer and thrust it into it ; hot 
ure were so dry, we did not learn what he declared was the tem- 
perature. He had said something about barmmiers on the way, 
and about his being aMe to make one out -of cane. We resumed 
oar climbing, which soon began to try the breath of our steeds 
very sorely. Miss Ellsler would have cut a 49orry figure on tke 
dancing boards before we got half way up-^though she retained 
h^ good temper to the top. Garrison's Lady lost two shoes. 
We persevered — not talking much — for it was terrible steq[K, and 
we had to mind oiir ways, crawling up precipices, and between 
trees, and round sharp rocks and among roots. We passed a 
wigwam or two, covered with spruce bark. We were obliged to 
halt frequently to breathe the panting horses. The dignified. re- 
serve of our fellow-travellers abated a little before we got up out 
of the woods, and appeared considerably spent before we reached 
the verge of vegetation. The lessening trees at length announced 
that we were nearing the bare mountain side, which waa an en- 
couragement that we began to need — and our poor steedis more 
than we. They panted pitifully, and looked as if they would im- 
plore us not to go any fiurther, though they seemed to undi^Bllaii^ 
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what they were aboat, and as if they had been there before. The 
trees diminished till our heads were am<Nig thetr boughs, and 
kept lessening — preserving their entire form, till they were mare 
dwarfe — ^very ngly looking, with their stout trunks not more than 
a foot high, and their sturdy, scraggy bougjis. At last they be- 
came mere roots, crooking about on the surface of the soil. Tb&k 
Allowed some kind of berry bush, very stinted, and lastly mos^, 
and the dismal, naked, weather-worn rocks. 

After we got out on to the naked ridges, the climbing was ap* 
palling. We did not dare look at- it. Occasionally, as we ea«t 
an efe to right and left, across oi»r hip, we saw deaF down the 
mountain a thousand feet or two, and so horribly precipitous that 
a ftllse step would seem Uy have soit us to the very bottom. Wft 
should not have "dared climb a step farthier — scarcely on foot ; but 
people had ridden up and down tiiere in safety — they had the day 
before, and said there was no danger. We inftrrtd therefore il 
was safe. But to get down that steep we did not see it^ould be 
possible — any more than riding down the dome of St. PauPs. 
Miss Payscfti's heiprt foiled her, and she said she could go no far- 
ther. We told her there could be no danger, and that we did 
not dare be afraid, and there waa nothmg te do but to go en. 
Ladies had gone up and down yesterday, we told her, on these 
very horses. She thereupon ventured <m again awhile; but it 
grew so fi'ightfol, she had to desist, and stopped. The Professed 
slopped with her, and we saw no more of them till we got half 
way back to Fabyan's from the' foot of the mountain. 

When we passed the most dizzy ridges, our guide would hasten 
his ascent, and sing his wild songs to divert our iqyprehensions. 
We see him now— T^m his red horse, with our commissariat sad- 
dle-bags flaf^ing against his sides, — high above out head, turning 
Ihe point of a cliff, and singing ''Some love to roam," at the top 
of his cry. ** A chosen band, in a tikmntain land." We could 
realize the " kmd" — but for his next line, 

^ And a life in the woods for me," 

we had little fancy, — though we wished we were down some- 
where in the neighb<^hood of woods again. We felt a deqierate 
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inclination, however, to go on up. We reached at length a more 
level region, and descried at some little distance in the thick mist 
Ihe stone tavern. It is about a cjuarter of a mile firom the sum* 
nit of the mountain. It is built of stones laid in moss, and roo&4 
with rafters aad long shingle. We saw on the way up where 
thej made them, as high up, of course, as they could find shingle 
timber. We dined at .the stone tavern, and the guide had brought 
up some water from the spring — ^luckily, for the mountain springs 
im the neighbcirhood of the tavern were all dried up — ^a thing the 
l^ide said he had never known before. The walls of the inn were 
inscribed aroand with the names of tremdleri who had stopped 
there. We left the- horses here, and proceeded to the summit on 
foot We Gfm hardly conceive a more desolate spot than that 
stime tavern, or idea than of being. alone there in the night, in. a 
#torm, or in the winter. It would trnly be " out of Humanity!* 
reachJ' Near the tavern the road came in from Tom Grawford'^i 
.who keeps at. the Notch four miles ^om Fabyan's. But we mh 
tioed there was iw guide hogrd up. 

We reached the top of Jdount Washington about one o'clodc. 
We could see nothing but a few rods of have rocks around us,. 89 
jkhick was the white mist A pile of stooes, surmounted by a 
iimb of a tree stuck up ^ a flag staff pa-haps,: — a few feet higb» 
ftiarked the highest spot an the summit There we were, but 
had no prospect at all. Found some disabled honey bees crawl- 
ing about on the stone heap. The sur&ce of th$ rocks was 
exceedingly ragged. Some cold cloud water lay in the holloviHi 
worn into them. The air was warmer than we e]q>ected to find 
ity and we fdt no difference in breathing it on account of its 
rarity. The Professor could have told us why it was no coldfr 
iip there. After staying about there something like an hour, 
waiting for a breath to clear away the mist and let us look <^ 
towards the ocean and Old England, &^., we were obliged to 
set out to go down. Somewhere near the stone tavern, however, 
the clouds went off and disclosed us a glorious proi^ct off to the 
westward. We could see the Franconia mountains, the entire 
White Mountain range as far as to the Notch, the successive 
peaks Jeffefson Monroe and others, and the vast -sweep jfrom top 
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to bottom of their sides, tmmense ridges, covered with woods and 
iotn with slides, extending from each summit dowil to the world 
below. Mount Adams was on our right— the olhets on the left. 
We are sorry thej bear these presidential HBxnes. Mount Wash- 
ington is well enough, though he was nothing but a statesman, a 
hdro, and a slaveholder. Mount Adams is somethirtg — and con- 
necting it with John Quiricy, carries something of nioral sublim^ 
ity. But who can sublimate at the name of Monroe ? We shall 
have a Mount Jackson, and a Mount "Van Buren next, and a 
Mount Tyler ! Brother Leavitt, of the Emancipator, "would put 
in for Mount Binicy, and friend Tracy of the People's Advocater^ 
for a Mount Hoyt ! We l¥ish somebody had named the White 
Hiils besides our president-worshippers. It belittles them mightHy 
to associate them with that petty office. W6 like better the sound 
of Mont' Bla!^c, or CniMBOftAZo, or bur own Moosebillocs, or 
MoNADNOCK. But evcry one to their taste. 

We discovered "6n thfe ridge off down at our left two smaH^ 
clear, beautiful ponds — as blue as the sky, and about as large as 
a pair of spectacles — ^the fountains of the Ammonoosuck. We 
could trace that stream from the foot of the mountain down below 
them, all the way thorough the seven mile woods to Fabyan's. AM 
the vast valley lay revealed at our feet, or far, far down below us 
in a lower world, from which we seemed to be entirely removed 
and separated. To the north-east we had a prospect as tar as the 
Green Mountains — and under an opening in the cloud, we saw 
the distinct summit of the great Mansfield'^ Mountain, their high- 
est peak — which showed very finefy. But we must hasten down, 
after turning aside towards Mount Adams, t^hich now lay dear 
befbre us, and taking the view to the riorth-eaist." A tremendous 
precipice faHs off behind the neck between Mounts Washington 
and Adams, apparently down to the very base, and nearly peJr- 
pendioular. We saw a brook m the valley below. It was the 
Androscoggin, and we could trace that stream from there aH the 
way along an immense stretch of country, till it enlargfed into a 
considerable river. 

As to our descent, we were astonished to ftnd it not only prac- 
ticaUe. hot comparatively easy and safe. We gave our sagaeiotia 
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and careful horaes the reins — cleaned back as far as we could on 
the saddles, and let them pick their waj down the awful steeps* 
The world below looked to us as it must to a ballooner looking 
over his car-railing,— -only we were connected with it by some^ 
thing besides air. We descended some of the steepest parts oa 
foot, and let the horses go loose. Before we got down half way, 
however, we felt entirely at ease, and brother Garrison and we 
Bung psalms, in good time and harmcmy, a Ipng way down through 
the woods. We reached the bottom in safety, and a little before 
sunset reached Fabyan's. We shall say no more of our enter- 
tainments there, than that our gallant landlcurd treated us to 
another serenade in the evening on his horn,, with . accompani- 
ments from the echo koMd in the mountains. He added to it this 
evening a shot or two from the fragment of the old gun, — whic^ 
he made speak to fine effect by ramming apd hammering it ful) 
of powder brought that day from below the Nolsh. The echo^ 
were very impressive and awful. The Professor remarked, in the 
midst of Fabyan's concert, that it was the opinion of President 
Edwards that every leaf of a forest helped add something to the 
power of an echo. There was a glorious moon over head. Some 
(Hie of us noticed its ^endor, when the Professor informed us 
that the mountains in it were about as high as the White Moudp 
tains. 

The next morning we took leave of our tavern company, and 
rode to spend Sunday in the broad aish of the NotcL. It was 4 
fair morning, and we enjoyed a most pleasant and instructive ridie 
with our beloved companion along the valley road. How mucl) 
more pleasant and profitable, and, we trust, more acceptable to 
God, than if spent in the temples of sect and superstition, pro& 
fering the sacrifices of Jerusalem and the mountains of Samaria 
to Him who is a Spirit, and who *' seeketh such to worship Him, 
as worship in i^it and in truth /!' Christianity feels itself at 
home every where and at ail times, — none the more, however, 
among the mountains than on the plains. It does not have to go 
to the stupendous works of Grod to find evidence of His exist^iice 
or His presence. It sees Him in the grass blade by the road- 
side) or the dust of the street, as weU ss in the mountain or the 
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clood. It feels the kingdom of God within the heart that has 
embraced it, — and goes not to find God in temples made with 
hands. 

We passed Thomas Crawf«d's "Notch House" foor ndes 
from Fabjan's. A little below his house we entered a chasm in 
the rocks — a precipice, almost perpendicular on the left hand^ 
and slewing but little oo^ the right. The pass is just wide tooogh 
to admit the narrow road and the narrower stream which Bowm 
beside it, and which is the river Saco. Passing a little on, the 
road turns suddenly to the left, and leaves yon abruptly upon a 
frightful abyss. It opens directly before you, and you seem about 
to plunge into it. It is a gulf some hundred feet in depth. The 
little stream is lost in it and disappears, — ^while yon avoid the same 
fate, by turning to the left under the very eaves of the precipice 
which seems to overhang your path. Overawed and humbled, 
you move timidly down the steep and narrow road, — precipice 
above you on the left and hehw you on the right, guarded only by 
a fragile railing. Adown the channel of the stream lay "hideous 
rocks in the attitude of having fallen th^re firom the high cliflb above 
on your left, while along their terrible w^ls other masses of the 
clifl&look as if they were loosening to their fall, and you can hardly 
help feeling that the time of their descent has come. The moun- 
tain wall rises on either side apparently two thousand feet, and 
the scene between them is beyond description. The sides of the 
mountains on either hand are torn all to pieces, and you see notb^ 
ing but havoc and ruin and desolation on every side» fmd on the 
vastest scale. Every thing looks as if thunder and lightning 
had struck it, or volcano hove it up->-ar earthquake rent it, or 
deluge flooded and- washed it away. Rocks and gravel and sand, 
that have come down in slides from the soountains all along the 
Notch for half a dozen miles, present you wkh a hideous picture, 
relieved by nothing but its vastness. The road crosses and re- 
crosses the little stream, which seems to have been driven to shift 
its channel, 'from time to time, by the damming up of the slides. 
Soon after you enter the Notch,- a cascade is seen descending 
eight hundred or a thousand feet from the mountain on the left. 
The long drought had nearly exhausted it, and its perpendicular 
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bed was bare. In ordinary seasons it is a gorgeous sight to see 
it8 high cascades leaping down the inaccessible ledges, and flasb- 
ing in the sun. A few small trees and bushes grow along the 
bottom of the great gulf, to enliven the general descJalion. The 
contrast in thi» respect with the verdant fr^eonia Pass is coii»- 
plete. 

^ We descended along the gravelly road^ whose materials hjM} 
been furnished from regions far above, about two miles iron the 
entrance of the Notch, when we descried a sectary house — stand- 
ing a little elevated from the road pn the right — uninhabited, and 
grown about with raspberry bushes, and an empty barn nearly 
c^posite to it on the left. A tremendous slide, ai^parently of 
modern occurrence, had channeled down the mountain directly 
above it, to within a few rods of the dwelling, where a ledgy 
mound diverted it to the left until it reached the foot, wlicn- it 
curved about to the right, and in a flood of gravel, rocks and sand 
swept just past the corner of the barn, across the y.aUey. It was 
^* The Willey . House." Its dreadful story is well known. We 
explored its desolateinterior. We went into the bed roomjs where 
the slumbers of the ill-fiEited inmates had been broken on ,that 
terrible night by. the voice of the slide, and into the kitchen 
where they had lived, with the desolate health around which they 
bad often gathered and heard the evening storms howling along 
the Notch. The old cupboards and the chambers — we explored 
all, where these our fellow-creatures had .once occupied. The 
walls and plastering were scrawled over witlv names. We wrote 
brother Garrison's and our own linked together on the wall with a 
fragment of coal. It might interest some abolitionist who should 
explore th^re after we are at rest. We went up the Slide nearly 
to its centrer It was of tremendous depth, and had ploughed out 
the ledges of rock and swept them to the gulf below with a ter- 
rible power. The house stood directly in its path, and had it 
gone a few rods farther in its first direction, it would have passed 
right over it. The little mound of defence turned it aside, and 
the affrighted family rushed out of safety into its current, and 
perished. 

The aspect of the region here is peculiarly desolate, and this 
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Imiely house is in full keeping with the scenery around. As far 
up the Notch as you can see, all iff torn and ravaged with the 
successive slides, as if Ruin had driven its mighty ploughshare 
over and over again from top to bottom of the lacerated moun- 
tains. The rains are said to fall here in floods, and the darkness 
and cold in winter to be of almost pi^ar intensity. After linger* 
ing some hours in this valley of death, we resumed our way along 
a most beautiful and gently descending road — fringed with flow- 
ers and wild grass^-about six miles to the elder Crawford's, at the 
soatb-eastem terminus of the Notch. The mountains retreated 
gradually as we went on, till the narrow pass expanded into the 
broad intervales along the Saco, and that stream, which bad en- 
tered the Notch side by side with us, sharing equally the c<»» 
tracted passage with our scanty road, had grown a river, with He 
toll bridges and its canoes — when we reached the pretty town of 
Conway. We there passed the night, meeting a gang of slave 
owners from the South, mousing their heartless way up to see otcr 
White Mountains. We could hardly imagine what they wanted 
to go there for. We should think they would much rather go 
aUigatoring in Oakafennoke <»* Dismal Swamp \ They found out 
Garrison, and the way they glowered at him next morning from 
behind one another, would have ** been a caution" to a painter. 
They told the tavern folks they wished they had him at the South. 
Poor nerveless murderers ! They would not dare look him in 
the face. 

But we must break off— our sheet is overflowed, our pen-arm 
tired out, and our readers' patience spent. We promise to write 
no more of these mountain jaunts, but short articles in future, oC^ 
less *' aUraneous topics." We hia^ our beloved fellow-traveller 
will give his own continuance of our tour as he has begun it. J£ 
he will, we will furnish it to our readers, by way of compensation 
and atonement. 
17 
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POETRY. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Nov. 5, 1811.] 

Wk are troubled to find it to fill our *' Corner." We caa fend 
verses enough, but they are not equal to the station of " Poetls 
Comer" in an anti-davery sheet, these days of fiery trial. Anti- 
■laTery poetry should be a Btream of living fi>e. We exuMoe 
eur little exchange list, and we find nothing beude the aenti- 
mentalism of pro-slavery brains, or rant about the ballot box, ■ 
tiienie as heartless to us as the billiard table. Antinslavery poetrjr 
goes clad in *' words that bum" like lava. It demands the nerve 
of Pierpont — his brief, palpitating, almost supprtsstd words. Pe- 
•try " rolls her eye" " with a fine firenzy" indeed, when she sees 
HuManity chained. She is indignant, hard cm the borders- of 
firenzy. She loses her self-command. She cannot retain it, and 
she need not, and ought not. Self-command were treason in the 
poet when he looks on Human Slavery. 

Where is Whittier now, that we no more see his verses stream- 
ing up like a " meteor to the troubled air ?" What has palsied 
his muse ? Why does he no longer furftish anti-slavery with the 
poetry for her movement ? New Organization has touched his 
glorious genius with her torporific wand — and he soars not above 
the dunghill of Third Party. He ought to be in the blue sky, or 
rather the stormy sky, for we have no blue over us. He ought to 
be abroad in the moral tempest — ^letting down sheets of fire — for 
anti-slavery to inflame her press with. We call on him to come 
t* life again. We demand it of him. We summon him to siu> 
rifice even his pmi pridcj and into the field again, although the 
display of his gorgeous crest would be an admission that he had 
faltered. No matter for admissions. He has the Promethean 
fire. The cause wants it. It don't need it. That is— it can 
live without it. It has lived without it. But it wants it. It has 
right to it. He cannot innocently withhold it. We claim it at 
his hands for the slave. The slave will want liberty a little the 
longer for his withholding it. Anti-slavery marches irregularly 
for lack of the music of his numbers. She can't keep step. She 
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listens for the strain of his trumpet — its old clarion blast — that 
made the land quake in the early jears of our Revolution. But 
she listens in vain. He has hung his bugle on the dog-wood 
boughs of New Organization, or the limbs of the swamp " Cedar." 
He plays, to be sore, at times for 3d Party — \mX it is on #^ fife. 
Anti-slavery can't inarch after that She has no ear for it. She 
cannot ^* time" her high '^ footsteps'' to the fife and drum. She 
wants the mora} trmnpet Cannot Whittier again give it breath f 

And Pierpont — we have a demand on him. He sees the tr* 
regular footstep of our-trnti-slavery forlorn hope— for lack of 
mora], martial mvsic. Our phalanx is on the steady ^^^41^^ 
bat it loses a step now apd then. It is out of line. We'liPit 
the music. Music is every thing in a battle. We will conqner 
without it, but then we watU it 

O that we coald blow the anti-slavery horn! We wouldi 
our own mnsic then, and would not be asking these trumpeters ti 
come and play. And if we have to askvthem, before they blow, 
they call do us nw serrice. Their tnmipcts would ^rc mi uncei^ 
tain Boond, and prepare no one for the battle. They most be 
volunteers. They must give anti-slavery breath to their alchemy, 
or it win only dispirit our ranks. We want no Swiss Guard wlV^ 
sic. We care nothing for it. No matter for its glittering brass 
instruments flashing in the sun. Anti-slavery, s^lknoved, breath- 
ing at the head of the host — though it blows through White Moun- 
tain Fabyan's long tube of tin, the rough Conch shdl, or the 
ruder Ram's Horn — that is the inspiration we #ant Pierpont 
can discourse, if lie will, on his graceful instrument We point 
him to the plantation, and then^to the entire country backing up 
the scenes of the plantation. His own country— endaved and 
enslaving — the very Religion of the land forging fetters and plat- 
ting whips for the infernal service. Need we more than show 
him this, to set his fervid soul on fire t If he will not flame at 
this, his fire is false. *' The light" he strays after, is not '' from 
Heaven.** We point him to the plantation and the country, and 
then t(» our vacant Comer— empty and silent for want of wa anti* 
slavery duuse in the land. A word to the «Mse is enough — see if 
it IB to the Oenius, 
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SECTARIAN WORSHIP. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Nov. ]2, 1841.] 

• 

We can laugh at '' Mahometan delusioa/' and perish super- 
stition, as it prostratos itself belbre its gross and degrading idols, 
but we are blind as bats to the equally ridioulous and impious 
mockery of our own " worship." Anti-slavery must cry out 
against it — for it is made the Chinese wall in die way of the 
peaceful abolition of slavery. We sat last Sunday at our window, 
Milling an effort for our little engine of Humanity^ when we 
mlipiecftlled from anxious thought, by the passage through ^le 
streets of the broken-up meetings. They went by in counter 
directions — ^the Orthodox, the Unitarian, and the Baptist, inter- 
larytf^ ^^^^ £pisc(^acy and Methodism from their more distant 
TXimmon houses x>f worship. We were mightily struck with their 
demeanor. It was wholly different from that of free, intelligent, 
happy christians. It wae iho <iciuc ttuui «xx4 aappcot of devotees, 
of implicit followers of some blind guide. They looked no more 
as they comimonly look, than they were dressed like their common 
dress. They had a Sunday aspect on as well as a Sunday dress. 
They had a Sunday gait too. They looked Sunday, and walked 
Sunday. Does Christianity walk and look thus % Do the follow- 
ers of Christ have two gaits and two faces ? Do they go naturally 
and eagerly through the week days, and as if they were in ear- 
nest, — and after the trash of this world, which perishes in the 
using — and then,when Sunday comes, elongate their faces, and turn 
solemn in their gait and aspect, and think thus to propitiate God, 
who looketh on the heart ? Is this Christianity ? No, no. The 
^irit of Christ works on the every^iay life. It shapes the daily 
transactions. It is safe to meet, and do business with. It is safe 
to buy of, and sell to, and talk with. It cannot wrong you, for. it. 
loves you as it loves itself. It won't harm you to save its lifev 
Is it safe to meet meeting-house religion, and do business with itr-«> 
bay and sell with it--or leave your interests in its handsy i^r Jiave 
you not got to look with all your eyeSy and take care of ymmm^f^ 
when you deal with it I 
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Friends, beware how joa circumrent yourselves with this meet- 
ing-house religion. It will fail fon like the spider's web. Not 
when you die merely — it will fail before. It fails you now. You 
feel no support in it — 'Do oonfidence-'— no conscdation. It is not 
Christianity — under whatever denominational name yoo may fol- 
low it. Its teachers are " blind leaders" and " oi the blind," if 
you follow them. We look upon you all, streaming in procession 
to and from your forbidden temples (forbidden of Christ) as we 
would on the deluded Hindoos trooping up and down, to and from 
the sacred Ganges— or going to Juggernaut ; or on the poor en- 
snared Catholic. The American slave can never have his libertj 
among such a people^ 
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RHODE ISLAND MEETING. 
[From the Herald of Freedom of Dee. 3, 1841.] 

We resume our account of the general anniversary of the State 
Society at Providence. Rhode Island, we should think, from 
our glance of observation, aside from any information we bad ob- 
tained otherwise, rather a peculiar people. They are, we should 
say, a freer — more untrammded, less regulated folk, than the 
other New Englanders we have known. They are more like 
David's men in the cave of Adullam, as to heterogeneousness of 
character. They have not formally bowed down their individu- 
ality- before the Dagons of party and sect, as the masses hai 
the other States. There is therefore more hope of them. 
ing is so hopeless as orderly subjection to sect. There is 
tarianism in the little State— ««specially in Providence. That t' 
Baptist College on the hill, and that steeple that runs up two 
hundred feet into the sky, at the hill's foot, the pride of Rhode 
Island's " sacred architecture," are not the only images sectarian 
idolatry has set up there. The Rev. Dr. Tucker, of the ortho-^ 
dox Congregational order ^ has got his njosque bedecked with 
platoon of pillaft in imitation of some heathen temple abroad—- 
and tapped out, in smart imitation of the Borton State House, 
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with a real commohwealth dome. The honorable £pisco(Mdi«n8 
have got an old theatre fitted up into a church. It is a terrible 
sombre-looking^ pile. It looks like tragedy, without any comic 
after-piece to relieve it Universalism has got a pile as tall «« 
any of thena, where they go to persuade themselves out of their su- 
perstitions, which nevertheless doubtless continue to haunt them 
all the while. Their pile lodLs as sacred and solemn as any of 
the pagodas. The Unitarians have got an Athenian temple— one 
of the most beautiful-looking things ever reared to Minerva or 
Apollo in old Greece. Methodism has got a '' where to lay its 
head" also, though we forget, this moment, whereabouts it thrusts 
up its steeple — ^pretty impudently, no doubt, for Methodism does 
not fear the face of clay, and is determined not to be behind the 
grandest ; and there they all stand, ensnaring what worshippers 
they severally may. But in no one of them is a single unqualified 
principle of Christianity ever preached, unless by accident. It 
would not be tolerated in any of them, unless they differ from all 
others of their clan. They are consecrated to religious partyisra, 
Christianity new organized, and adulterated, and ruined, • Were 
Christ on earth, and to go into- any one of. them, as He did iuta 
the synagogues of old, they would take Him by His seamless, coat 
edlar (unless more unceremoniously) and drag him out, as Rev- 
erend brother Bouton's Swiss guards dragged Christ's disciple, 
Stephen S. Foster, out of the Old North steeple^onse in Con- 
cord, a few Sundays -ago. 

While we are upon the architectural department of Providence, 
w^l^ill just tell our readers of a building or two more. The 
an establishment for traders' and milliners' ^lops, is one 
le nicest structures in the town. It extends from street to 
street, about two hundred feet in length — flighted overhead, from 
the sky. A wide, broad aisle through the centre, from end to 
end, with a row of shops for traders on each side -in the lower 
story, — where vanity may shfp it, and gentility lounge or prome- 
nade, in all weathers ; the upper story retreats, and contains rows 
^milliners' shops, with & gallerjwwalk in front,— very pretty, and, 
we should think, convenient and usefrd. S^endid rows of gran- 
ite pillars sustain the gables of the roof at each end, forming two 
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very handsome and imposing jfronts. Real granite — not sham^ 
like Doctor Wayland's stone University. We went, by the way, 
close vp to that Baptist school of the prophets. At a distance, we 
were struck with its commanding, heavy, solid appearance. But 
we had had some experience of the character of certain institu* 
ti(ms, and so went a little nigher. It still looked ponderous, and 
very like honest granite. But on persevering inspection, we dis- 
cerned the dogs' hair and the lime, and it turned out to be getiuine 
imitation — ^wood, daubed with untempered mortar, real counter^ 
feit, — and behold, up on the sides of the stone edifice, the ma^ 
had peeled off, and disclosed the lathing. Pretty illustrative, 
thought we, of this whole concern. A specious outside — bat 
hollow and sham within. An ostentatious show of learning, widi 
shallowness and pretensicm to back it up. Right' off in front of 
its airy common — (it has a real common, one that will remtin 
there when the trumpery Institutes are all swept off into Provi- 
dence river, at the foot of the hill,) stands the mansion of ita 
Reverend and limited principsd. Doctor Francis Wayland, who 
has set narrower '* limits to human responsibilities," a good deal, 
than he has to his princely abode. We met a poor colored man 
on the Green, and asked him where Dr. Wayland lived. He dis- 
figured his face, and set down his two baskets, and very reverently 
pointed it out, and said, as solemn as could be, '' There's Doctor 
Wayland's." The poor fellow said it, as -it were, within an inch 
of his life. It was a solemn sight — a real palace for a rabbi 
nabob. It was in that house, probably, — in his holy study — ^with 
his gown and green spectacles on, that the profound Doctor wrote 
that spider's web essay, to prove that the peoj^e of this cdontry 
were under no obligation whatever to abolish slavery in the IHs- 
trict of Columbia. The way he did it was by curtailing man's 
" responsibilities" to do his duty. And just so soon as the Doc- 
tor got these responsibilities curtailed— -docked, " limited"-like, — 
why, then he proved, as clear as a mud-hole riled by a sow, that 
the people had no more to do *with abolishing their slave-holdiHg 
than the man in the moon. H^demonstrated, with real, shttiit^ 
university logic, that they were under no obligation about it, and 
that the abditiofnists were a pack of mad-caps. 
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There is a great Quaker college up back m the field?, where the 
broad-brimmed lads are scientifically instructed into the learned 
mysteries of George Fox and the New Testament. A Quaker 
now^a-days, we suiq[K)se, must be learned, or he will be behind 
the age. The honor of the denomination must be kept up, and 
nothing will maintain it but liberal learning. That is the stay 
and staff of all the denominations. The Free Will Baptists and 
Methodists are thus providing for the respectability of their 
respective brotherhoods. They must have skill to read the 
Testament in the original tongues, to be able to be *' wise unto 
salvation !" If the " Cape Cod Come-outers," as they are called,, 
get numerous, and degenerate into a popular, respectable sect, 
tbey will be building thedogical seminaries on some of the sandj 
hills along the Cape. Learning is '' the one thing needful '* ia 
re]igi(»L 

Close by the Quaker college is a Refuge ibr orphans, or lor 
poor children of some class, built by some horse-leech or other 
who sucked up the life-blood c^ their po<» dads^ and held it in 
his maw while he lived, and then — having no finrther occasion for 
it, and unable to carry it away with him, but obliged to leave it^ 
behind, in Rhode Island, vested it in an atoning Asylum for the 
children he had helped beggar. We would not disturb the ashes 
of this poor founder, if he were such a leech — but we would warn 
all absorbers of the means of human living, not to think of cir* 
cumventing God, by heaping around them, as long as they live, 
the means of comfort for a thousand, who must be poor and des- 
titute by the means, — and then, when they can live no longer, 
pile up some great, ostentatious show of charity for its dispersion, 
as from his own benevolent fountain. The better way is to let 
the people have their own as they go along. Their children 
won't be likely to need an Asylum then. 

The Atheneam is a most tasteiul, beautiful building, of real 
stone-planted finely in the si(fe of the hill— overlooking the 
town. We saw within it Denon's famous work on Egypt, in 
twenty-five enormous fi^ios — kept in a depot resembling an £gyp-» 
tian temple covered over with hieroglyphics. It stood in the centre; 
pf the grand library and reading room. In another department. 
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hung a wonderful picture in Mosai6--of the ruins of Paestum« 
Temples, Country, Animals and Travelers visiting — all of minute, 
precious stones, planted endways in the surface — aground smooth, 
and polished, with natural color?, surpassing in animation any 
thing we had ever seen of painting. The pictuf e, some six feet 
long and two wide, was said to weigh five hundred pounds, and 
to cost some six thousand dollars, and to contain five millions of 
stones. It was a picture to the life. 

One more edifice, find we hurry to the anti-slavery meeting. 
It was a " log cabin." Aboriginality — or rather old-settlerism-^ 
has had occasion to set up a wigwam in the thick of this popu- 
lous town. Its patriotic, dignified uses having passed away, and 
its hard-cider cask converted into a cold-water keg, it is in pos- 
session of the reformed drunkards of Providence. Let' the same 
iate speedily befall adl other hard-cider cabins in the land. We 
he^d a noUe, ranting fellow — one of the lecturers — ^telling how 
a Rev^end DWine itad shut his mouth, off in some of the back 
towns, because he talked to6 unsolemnly somehow^ for the holy 
building he was in. May these holy buildings all soon share the 
uses to which this kindred cabin is now devoted. 

We hurry to Franklin Hall. There were Abby Kelley, and 
Parker Pillsbury, and Frederick Douglass, (the fugitive Othello,) 
and John A. Collins, and John B. -Chandler, and John Pierpont, 
(a spectator,) and Thomas Davis, and George L. Clarke, and 
William Aplin, and William Lloyd Garrison, and William Ad- 
ams, and Joseph Sisson, and we don't know how many more. 
We wish we had not begun to mention them, for we must leave 
out " five hundred as good as they," as King Harry said of Percy 
at Chevy Chasei 

The meeting looked a good deal fi^ec. The President looked 
like any thing but a gag-master general ; and more like a little 
child, than a tyrant. 

The subject of Rhode Island's new constitution draft came up. 
It seems the little Commonwealth has gone on, ever since the 
Revolution, without a conMitution. She wants one like " the na- 
tions round about." Her power of suffrage is in the hands, un- 
der her old royal charter, of the landholders. The Constitution 
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proposes to put it in the hands of all the pec^le, with a small 
personal property qudiiication, we don't know how much, — smuH 
enough to extend the right, it was said, to some fioiirteen thou- 
saod voters. To make it go down with the people, the pitiful 
creatures inserted a color qualification. They must put in '* wkiit^' 
^7-the color of the guUs you see winging their uncouth flight up 
and down the harbor, — to shut out three or four hundred colored 
people, who otherwise might, — when they get money enough, go 
to the free and equeU polls, to choose their masters. The patrens 
of the new Constitution had assumed the na^e of the ** Free 
Suffrage party." ^h/^n freedom showed itself in making a maa'd 
hue the test of his rights. They felt free to enslave a man if he 
was not as white as a diaper. One or two of their demagogiiea 
came into the meeting. One was a Dr. Brown, a steam doctor, 
whose political morality seemed about as high as that of a railroad 
engine with a Jim Crow car to it ; or a church with a '^ niggef 
pew." A vote was early passed deciaring the meeting; open to 
all speakers and voters. The Doctor gave us an expose of kis 
white ethics. It seemed he wanted to get suffrage for ihe white 
folks, in order, hy and hy to extend it to the black. It reminded 
OS of the f^le of the fox and goat in the well. They had faUen 
into one — that was dry, but too deep to juisp out of. Reynard 
being a little selfish, and a trifle sly, pi^posed to the goat a mode 
of getting both out You rear up on your hind legs, says he, 
and plant your horns firmly against the stoning of the well, and 
I will leap up on to your head and horns, and ^ring from thence 
on to the brink of the well, and being out myself, will contriver 
then to get you out also, — where^ here, you know, I can do 
nothing at all to help you. The goat thought it stood to reason, 
and having great confidence in Esquire Fox's honesty, complied 
with his proposal, and made her head his stepping-stone. The 
fox leaped out and escaped ; but losing all solicitude for his late 
companion in affliction, uttered some proverb to the goat about 
trusting Foxes — shook his brush at her from the welPs brink, and 
scampered off, leaviug her to her meditations. We think the 
" Free Suffrage" party want to make a stepping stone— a goat^$ 
htad and Aom j-— of the colored pec^e and abolitionists ; and afl^ 
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they get enfranchised, they would shake a fox's tail in their 
faces. 

But the illustration is wanting in one particular. This lack 
of suffrage is not like being down in the well ; and getting it, 
would not haFe any tendency to help the colored people out. It 
would prove a worthless boon in their hands. The white folks 
would not acknowledge them as equals if they were nominally 
voters. They never would consent to their being candidates for 
any thing — ^they would treat them as " niggers" still. 

The colored people and their friends should never consent to 
such a constitution, but scout it with utter contempt Our coun- 
sel would be to them to pay it little attention, except as an oc* 
casion to push the livelier the grand warfare against the pro- 
slavery bulwarks of the country. The abolition of slavery by the 
power of free principles, is the only consunmiation that can avail 
to yield the colored man a single right or privilege. 

The " free suffrage" Doctor fell into the merciless hands of 
Garrison, who tore him limb from limb. We never saw so 
tremendous a triumph of morals over political {H'ofligacy. We 
again lament the lack of reporters in our meetings. Some of the 
richest flowers of human speech, the rarest bursts of eloquence, 
and the noblest sentiments are lost to the world in our antinslaverj 
meetings. The world is not there to hear them^ and abolitionists 
can't remember them. They are too common for them to re- 
member. They multiply in every meeting. They abound in 
almost every anti-slavery speech — for it comes from the depths 
of the heart, and when the heart speaks, it is eloquent. It is the 
head tnat fails when it attempts it. Hearts talk at the anti-slavery 
meetings. 

o 

Friday evening was chiefly occupied by colored speakers. The 
fugitive Douglass was up when we entered. This is an extraiHr- 
dinary man. He was cut out for a hero. In a rising for Liberty, 
he would have been a Toussaint or a Hamihoow He has the 
'' heart to conceive, the head to contrive, and the hand to ex- 
ecute." A commanding person— over six feet, we should say, in 
height, and of most manly proportions. His head would strike a 
phrenologist amid a sea of them in Exeter Hall, and his voice 
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would ring like a trumpet in the field. Let the South con^at- 
ulate herself that he is a fugitive. It would not have been saie 
for her if he had remained about the plantations a year .or two 
l(Higer. Douglass is his fugitive name. He did not wear it in 
slavery. We don't know why he assumed it, or who bestowed it 
on him — but there seems fitness in it, to his commanding figure 
and heroic port. As a speaker he has few equals. It is not decla- 
mation — but oratory, power of debate. He watches the tide of 
discussion with the eye of the veteran, and dashes into it at once 
with, all the tact of the forum or the bar. He has wit, argument, 
sarcasm, pathos — -idl that first-rate men show in their master 
effi^rts. His voice is highly melodious and rich, and his enunci- 
ation quite elegant, and yet he has been but two or three years 
out of the house of bondage. We noticed that he had strikingly 
improved, since we heard him at Dover in September. We saj 
thus much of him, for he is esteemed by our multitude as of an 
inferior race. We should like to see him before any New Eng- 
land legislature or bar, and let him feel the freedom of the anti- 
slayery meeting, and see what would become of his inferiority. 
Yet he is a thing, in American estimate. He is the chattel of 
some pale-faced tyrant How his owner would cower and shiver 
to hear him thunder in an anti-slavery hall ! How he would shrink 
away, with his infernal whip, from his flaming eye when kindled 
with anti-slavery emotion ! And the brotherhood of thieves, the 
posse comitatus of divines, we wish a hecatomb or two of the 
proudest and flintiest of them, were obliged to heai' him thunder 
for human liberty, and lay the enslavement of his people at their 
doors. They would tremble like Belshazzar. Poor Wayland ! 
we wish he could have been pegged to a seat in the Franklin 
Hall, the eveniqg the colored firiends spoke. His/'limitatioa^" 
would have abandcxied him like, the " baseless fabric of a vision." 
Sanderson of New Bedford, Cole of Boston, and Stanley of 
North Carolina, followed Douglass. They all displayed excellent 
ability. Sanderson and Stanley's rpe kiiig of a high order. Stan- 
ley was a young man, apparently about two and twenty— exceed- 
ingly black — an elegant figure, rather daintily dressed. He will 
dress less, as he frequents free meetings, and experiences the 
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treatment of a man. He announced his name, when called for by 
the chair, and his place-^''not Stanley pf Coagresa," he added, 
with unaffected disdain and dignity — which drew him a storm of 
welcome from the meeting. We had had a "Douglass," from 
the names at Flodden Fie^d, and now we w^re to haye a " Stan- 
ley;" and as be was mounting the ][datform, we could hardly re* 
firain from greeting him with an - 

•* On, Stanley, on !' 

" He was not the Congress Stanley," he repeated, " nor would 
be stoop to rank himself with the Wises or the Bynums of the. 
South ;" and if he did not surpass the Virginia debater in " excel-, 
lency of speech or man's wisdom," he was truer far to humanity^ 
and to liberty, and he acquitted himself in a speech of some: 
thirty or forty minutes to very great acceptance, and closed with^ 
periods that, in a young debutflnt at Washington, would have 
won the gratulalions of the old hackneyed authorities in politico, 
and debate. 

These were the inferior race. These the young black mea^ 
who, ten years ago, would have been denied entrance into such an 
assembly of whites, except as waiters or fiddlers. Their attempts 
at speakiag would ba¥e been met with jeers of astonishment It , 
would h^ve amazed the superior race as the ass's speech did Bih- 
laauL Now they mingle with applause in the debates with Gar- 
rison and Foster and Phillips. Southern slavery — " hold thine 
own !" — when the kindred of your victims are thus kindling north* • 
em enthusiasm on the platform of liberty and free debate ! 

We are summoned away to a discussion meeting at Chichester^ 
appointed by Reverend Rufus A. Putnam, new-orgapized Con- 
gregational clergyman of. that place-rrand most break off here, 
and accompany Parker Pillabury on a night ja^nt thither, with - 
prospect of a return under the midnight moon. But we go for 
humanity — so *' cheerily O, cheerily O." Anti-slavery will keep 
us warm and wide awake amid the ''nipping and eager" breath 
of winter and ** witching time o'night." . 
18 
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LECTURE ON ELOCUTION. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Dec U), ISil.] 

- We attended Mr. Weston's leetare and neiHations, bf whiell 
gaTe notice last week, md were not disappoinied in' onr antic^)«« 
tions that he would lecture inter^stingfy. He did, mdarkabl/' 8^ 
though he had but a handful audience, a circumstance not likely 
to enhance rhetorical power. It is a long time since we witnessed 
himan imitations on the stagie* and will be longer beifore we shall 
Ugain, probably. But we do not remember any 'speaking Iroiii 
the Wallacks and Conways of that day, better than friend Weston 
gave us in his few recitations the other evening. He spoke the 
prayer of Hamlet's uncle, (prayfers in public are too oflen spoken, 
we fear — though not in so good imitation of devotion) the fall of 
Babylon, Monk Levds' Maniac, and the musings of a bloody vil- 
lain of a painter, who had ordered a captive put on the rack, and 
was watching his dying agonies, that he might transfer them to ft 
picture he was paintiYig, of the fabled Promeithetis with the vul- 
tures at his liver. The tones and articulation and attitudes of 
the lecturer were very excellent, and at times he rose to a high 
perception of the power and spirit of his author. Hut it was his 
voice and utterance of words — his speiech, in which we took mcKst 
interest. The excitement of the pieces we did not care to in- 
dnlge in, and do not incline to commend to others. It is not a 
very profitable indulgence, though better perhaps than rum ^r 
politics. It is not friendly to the workings of humanity, or the 
promptings of duty and conscience. Thefe is excitement enough 
of a nobler and safer kind. But there is a power and a skiM in 
the mere human voice, and -our lecturer* seemed intimately and 
thoroughly acquainted with them. He had trained his own, which 
we understand was not originally the best, and which seemed to 
U8 to have had some serious impediment in it, to a high degree of 
excellence. It was clear — melodious and of great strength and' 
compass, and it seemed to refresh rather Chan fatigue him, to^ ex- 
ert it. It was refreshing to hear it, instead bf exhausting — as 
voices of public speakers often are, especially pulpit voices. lie 
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couki articulate marYellouidy. He ran off several long' strings 
of iJIiteration, with the- accuracy and rolnbility of a bird. His 
"Peter Piper, picking hi» peck of pickled ■p^)pers/' for instance, 
was articulated with- an accuracy and distinctness that we can 
scarcely writo it with, amd* as- rapid asr thought. This human 
voice is a manr.elious instrument. > Yet how few can tune it !— - 
as it is ahnost auursrsaily out of tune, from going to school and 
college, or <Uher mishaps. Few can tnne it, and fewer still play 
upon it, in speech or music. We read* of " the sweet music 
of speech" — -but how Httlc we hear of it \ There seems to be 
as few- good players on the speech oxgsQ as on the violin — at 
few, we mean, who can give to the voice its due, as justice is 
done sometimes to that king instrument. Indeed we don't know 
but there are as many Paganini's on the fiddle (though there 
has been but one) as on this human pipe of ours. There have= 
been cunning players, so ftir as' sound aiid stop were concerned,c 
but they lackied the spirit — for it is not melody alone that belongs 
to this instrument — ^like that 

"hidden 

Ib MemAoii*s «tatue^wluch at siuuriad played." 

These are living statues. They play spontaneously, and have 
not to wait for the rising sun, or other outward influences to give 
them breath. How important that they play well ! God has 
mighty uses for their music, especially in speech — to us far more 
musical than singing. And what ah amount of it ! — the whole^ 
vast taJlc- of the great human family — and they are a sociable 
family. But thfeir speech has been ' marred with other jarrings 
than the old ** confhsion" at Babel. It is all out of tune. Per- 
haps nothing but ttming of the discordant heart can ever bring 
it right again. 

We were sajrin^ that good speakm^ was rare. Thfere is as 
much of it perhaps at the bar as any where in thft business profes- 
sions, but we hardly remember a good strain ef it there« There, 
occurs to OS now one instance — but it was frcan that bar where^ 
the pleader speaks in his own behalf. It was from a prisoner^* 
It was his plea of *' not guilty." A short speech— only " twe 
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words" But it made a deep unpresnon on out ear and memory^ 
and on the hearing of a crowded court-house, who seemed sen- 
•ibly touched by its clear, deep, harmonious intcHiations. We 
anever heard words better spoken. We well remember the ad- 
iniratkui expressed by the leading oralor of the state, irko wsto 
present. It seemed to uwaken ail his emulatimi, and he had 
enough of it, and for a moment he seemed almost 'jealous of the 
{irisoner. He did not envy his whole case, be sure — but he would 
freely have given all his fees for the power to utter any two words, 
MB that prisoner did his thrilling " not guilty I" Mighty is the 
power of the human voice, and most rare its exercise in unabated 
majesty. 



CLERICAL « JUGGa^ER Y." 

(From the Herald of Freedom of Dec. 10, 1841.] 

We don't know but we are over " jealous" of our friends the 
priesthood, but a little instance came across us the other evening, 
^hich, if not a '* tri^ light as air," is a straw to show the way of 
the clerical wind. We were reading aloud to oqr fire-s\de circle 
at home (instigated by attending friend Weston's lecture Uoubt? 
less) Campbell's beautiful " Address to the Mummy." We found 
it in the Reverend Doctor Porter's Rhetorical Angjysis. It is not 
a production that needs much amendment, or could undfirgo 
much tinkering, without its being discovered . Something sounded 
wrong as we were reading in the concluding line of the fgurth 
stanza. The measure seemed clumsy, and the sense clumsier 
still. The interrogator was conjecturing Mummy's vocation. 

** Perhaps thou wert a priest — if so, my struggles 
Are- vain : — Egyptian priests ne'er owned their juggles.^' 

Why limit to Egyptian priests this disinclination to own jug- 
glery — when it is universal with the Priesthood, to a proverb ? 
We at once suspected j«^^fcry had been practised on Campbell's 
verse, and it occurred to us that we' had once before — some time 
ago— thought so, apd ibund on examination that it was so — that 
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the phraseology had been, changed from something offensive to 
CMie mere welcome to the clerical ear.- " But then Doctor For 
ter would not hare mutilated CampbeH's poetry — especially as it 
would be so certain of detection !" Doctors of Divinity will do 
almost any thing when it will serve a clerical turn ; and as for 
detection — it has no terrors for them. They are the judges. On 
recurring to Canq>bellj we found the lines run thus : — 

... % 

'* Perhaps thou wert a .priest — if so, my struggles 
Are Vain ; — ^Tor ICF priestcraft never owns its juggles." 

" • • ■ 

A little smoother measure this, and 'OmsidenAly more general 
in its opinion of the priesthood, than the Reverend Doctor's — ^' 
jugglery. " Priestcraft," Doctor,.not " -EJ^^jfp^ton priests." Egyp- 
tian priests were as honest as^ Andover priests, and as little given 
to juggling. " Owns," not *^ owned." The time had to be 
forged, as well as the place. The present tense was the true 
one, and the Doctor put in the past. Campbell meant England^ 
priesthood, as well as Egypt's— -of Mummy's adopted, as well as 
his native country — the poet's own times, as well as those of the 
'' primeval race" of the '^posthumous man" He was addressing 
And he included New England as well as old, and being cotem 
porary with the Reverend Doctor, he meant the Doctor's time, as 
well as place. 

And why should priestcraft own its juggles ? No juggler will 
own it. All craft will juggle, and the priesthood is a craft, and 
the craftiest of the whole necromantic catalogue. It is craft in 
its very existence, since Christ has abolished the order by the 
introduction of Christianity. Priesthood is an imposition on 
Christianity in all its other branches, as well as in the popedom, 
the grand conjuror of the brotherhood. Martin Luther denounced 
it as a heresy in Christianity-^and equally so, under the names 
of clergy and of priest And the denunciation includes all our 
modern array of clerical ministers, bishops, elders and other rev- 
erends. They are all an imposition and a craft. The New Tes- 
tament is full of disownment of the whole of them. Th^ find * 
the names there, but not the thing. They assume the thing, or 
set it up, and assume the scripture name for it, and then quote 
18» 
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scripture as an authority. Christianity strips man of everf pre* 
rogative which distinguishes the modern clergy, both Protestants 
and Catholics. They can find no nook or comer in the kingdom 
of heaven, or rest for the sole of their feet there. 

"We may have done injustice to Doctor Porter. He may not 
htTe invented the Egyptian amendment, and only have cc^ied ic 
But the Doctor was a learned professor. He knew it wara fraud 
on the original. He had read Campbell, and it was as crafty to 
copy it, as to invent it. But it was for a school book. It was 
for the young mind. It would not do to have words, irreverent 
of the clergy, go out among the young, m the school books. It 
would not do to have the *' young idea taught how to shoot'' the 
clergy, especially in a clergyman's elements of archery, and so 
they rubbed out "priestcraft," and put in "Egyptian." Verily 
it was a " going down to Egypt for help." 

But we are making too much of this. If it is a clerical " strair 
to show the way of the wind," we do not want straws, when the 
land and the times abound with broad and palpable weather-cocks 
in the pulpits, as well as on their steeples, to give us the way of 
the cdr currents. We will mention this, though, as a curiosity, 
and it may rescue a fine line of Campbell's from adulteration and 
forgery. 



POETRY. 

fTTom the Herald of Freedom of Dec. 10, 1811.] 

Wb are partially supplied, by the above tribute of a bere&ved 
anti-slavery firiend. It is not strictly anti-slavery — but we give it 
place, because an abolitionist is the writer, and the bereaved one, 
and because it is an anti-slavery loss, that is thus simply and 
tenderly recorded. The blessing of Him, who befriends the be- 
reaved and heart-smitten, on the writer, and on the other heart 
more nearly touched than his, by this afflicting dispensation ! 

But our little " Comer" has to go again vacant of anti-slavery 
numbers, — ^notwithstanding our humble and earnest appeal a week 
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or two since. We thought to have touched the poet-pity of 
Pierpont, — but he has his handa full with. Temperance, the HoUia 
Street distillery, and its Reverend allies, the Ecclesiastical Coun- 
cils. Good epted to bis labors^ They are all in our line. They 
are all in the family, and all go to the worriment and catastrc^he 
of Slavery.- Every arrow aent at the Distillery hits the old " PeciH 
liar Institution" under the fifth Tib,««— though we should be glad, 
now and then, of a gr^ goose shaft at the old Dragon direct, and- 
^lot from our Ckimer by the bow of Pi^pont. We spoke of 
Whittier in our ^ppeal,«*bul not with expectation. The last we 
heard of him, the qwmdam {nride and beasty of the antinslavery 
field, whose white plume danced amid the storm of our battle 
like the seamew-*^e was a candidate for MassaGhusetts General 
Court ! ! 

We have explored our anti-slavecy exchanges. In the Libo'a- 
tor we find a '' Poet's Death Song," and a Farewdl to the M«nr 
dians,— ^who, thank Heaven, have at. last got away firom us, with 
a. whole skin. The Farewell boasts of '* Columbia as a protector 
of the wronged of every race." We congratulate the Mendians 
on their escape firom her protection. Columbia did her utmost 
to protect them aa the wolf protects the lamb. They will be glad 
enough to get clear of all tsotia of white men. These white men 
are a queer race, they must think, — ^have a grand Bible, but an 
odd religion. They will hardly trouble themselves to introduce 
it into Mendi. TheywiU be slow to think it any apmenJ-ment of 
their own simple heathenism, whatever that may be. They will be 
gratefiil to the Amistad Committee — but aa for their '^ education" 
we think they will lay that aside, as fast as possible along with 
those stiff stocks about theur fi-ee necks. And their ** auld Lang 
syne" will be sung in dd-fiishioned Afiriean, we guess, both in 
word and strain, when once they get foot again upcm their native 
sands. Merriky man's justice, we think, will stick in their crops, 
but there Wim*t much else stick to them of his habits or manners, 
when they get ashore upon the gold coast Garrisctt did not let- 
the farewell escape his notice. 

Maria Child's Standard has an obituary of the frost>bitt«a 
posies, — alias " The Death of the Flowers" — &€ her amti'slacer^ 
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Poet's Corner. The Pennsylvania Freeman hiA ** The Vanished 
Seasons/' and " Atttumn Wood8"<— -verj j^rMjr poetry daubtlesMf 
-^and \ce have gone on hunting, down to the People's Advocater; 
bat we had as lief almost copy their list of candidates into our - 
Comer bb their poetry. Alas ! the scarcity and dearth of abolition 
poetry' — every where. Anti-slavery can hardly maintain a " Poet's 
Corner." O for an anti-slavery Boms, or an Ebenezer Elliot,— w 
whose fiery volume lies before us, the '* Com Law Rhymer" of. 
Old Sheffield. We have glanced along his pages for something 
to our purpose, but they are drawn for the meridian of ** bread- 
taxed'^ Britain, We want something for tiie meridiaB of New 
England, and for our own time — ^not laments of the * lacerated 
slave. The country has heard them this hundred years,- in- form 
more moving than poetry, and heard them unmoved. We wna 
no whining wail about our bhtttd 'scmteheom, or ow stained fittg. 
Slavery does not dishonor -either of them nnch. They were 
infamous enoagh without it - Th^ .stripei oi the flag are.weH • 
emblematic of a fiogging people and a bloddy chuich,' £cx they . 
aie rtd sfripes. It is starred too^betokening night, not dby« 
It is night in our national firmament, and the more stars come 
out on it, the darker the odd, blue vault And the hoosdess and 
shivering might Ais well gather shelter and a blanket from De- 
cember's starry cope, as oppressed humanity find protection, or 
chance for its life, in- that " star-spangled banner !" We want 
nothing of this sort of poetry. We want a battery of thunder 
against the slaveholding North, and the ** peculiar institutions" 
here. We want a broadHBide for the hulk of the gory old church. 
She is as bloody as a butcher. Some poetic Paul Jones we want 
should rake her as that seapdragon did the British ship, which 
brought him along side in the fog one night, when he let a broad- 
side into her sleeping hull,which sent her instantly to the bottom 
with all her men. But we can't find him. 

Anti-Slavery is jroung and rude, and as yet unfertile in^ bards 
who can stand fire as well as emit it. We must tofl on in prose,— « 
in New Hampshire, in home-made sort of prose. Farther south- 
ward, anti-slavery talks better -grammar. But we have little 
schooling here. Sam. Flint strikes fire^ to be sore— but not in 
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Ter^, and sparks* are ibmh to play about the din of Ezekiel 
Rogers' shoe-hamm^. But they -don't write verses. We doaH 
know as they ever tried. The cause wiil breed poets, thoi^h^ 
by and by. Memtime we most be patient. 



BRITISH ABOOnONISM. 

. ^rom the Liberty Bell, December, 1841.] 

We have something te do, this side the waler, with the above- 
named type of phihinthropy, now that modem ingenoily- has 
brought the eld world md the new mto juxtapositioa. The oceaft 
is no longer a gvif of separati<m, as it used to be, before the dar- 
ing genius of oer -times had bridged itff illimitable expanse; — 
before steam had laid down her audacious ratilnpoad track along 
the kiUy highway of nations : uoid where Geiumbus adventured 
and wandered, a century or two ago, in disregard of coast and 
stars, and trusting to. the quivering needle, to hunt amid the 
wilderness -of waters after a cenjecimred world, Cunard has set 
him up a mail roQte, and now carries the world's mail every fo9tr 
night, and talks of carrying it every week, jfrom hemisphere to 
hemisphere. Since all these impr&vemtwts, Britain and America 
are morally at each other's doors. It is well that, among other 
things, we understand the character of British Abolitionism. It 
has been misunderstood among us, as I think, md greatly over- 
rated. I will guess at some of the causes. Lord Mansfield had 
decided that sltnery vfos not law in Old England. Grran^ille 
Sharpe, who wrote his lordship into that opinion peradventure, 
was an Englishman or a Briton. Poet Cowper of England had 
said, in his famous line, that ** slaves could net breathe" there. 
** They touch our country," said he, *' and their shackles fall." 
Orator Curran, whose flaming eloquence had transmuted him 
from a down-trodden Irishman to a recognized Briton, — he had 
ranted gloriously of its " sacred soil," and of '* the altar and the 
gods sinking together in the dust, the moment" captivity set jRxit 
upon that soil, from whatever quarter of the enthralled earUi ; sfid 
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how the young Yankee imagination has been fired by his 
burst in the achool-book, about , '* the irresistible genius of luu- 
versal emancipMion V* — We verily belieTed th|^ genius lived 9tad 
had her home " within the ibur seas of Bri|ain.^ Wilber&iCC)B 
lived, spoke, and died in Britain — and there Clarkson labored 
against the slave-trade* Fox's humanity, and even Pitt's policy 
were anti-slavery, and both were British. A British parliament 
abolished the African slave-trade — all for love of liberty and 
mankind^ of course ! — England, too, had compelled the weaker 
despotisms around her into treaties for the suppression of the in- 
.feraal trade, and her nayal war dogs had hunted and lakea.'tbe 
pirate slaver^ while Ckilumbia's stars and 9tripes had winked' H 
the black flag, if iio< courteaied to it, m they passed each othai;, 
'* doing the business" of Christendom ", in. the great waters.? 
An4 last, though not least, Britain had freed her West Indiecg 
and her . philanthropy had suoiraoned the *' World to meet ia 
auti-slavery convention" at her capitaL « — Q, was not Britain tilt 
Land of Freedom, aud London Liberty's chief town I and her 
very provinces too— her American -proviBces— they were a refuge 
to the fugitive ^ave of the republic. The north star had gome 
and stood over her Canadas, and led the ,mse men of the Smti 
there, to ofifer gi^ to the iniant Liberty. 

We went over to Britain's capital> to attend the Woorld's anti* 
slavery meeting. . One glance from the gallery of Free MasoBs' 
Hall, however, awoke us to the realities of her abcditionism. It 
needed but a glance. Why, anti-slavery c^i'tlive in England I— * 
not '' slaves," as Cowper says, but Antirslavery ''cannot breathe 
in England I" There is not elasticity enough in her atmosphere 
to give the breast of Liberty a single respiration. Liberty diet 
there, as in an exhausted receiver, and the whole land is strewed 
withi her whitened bones. Humamty lies prostrate and au^eet m 
Britain^ I know they have law there, but it is stern as the despot- 
ism of the Lion's den. They tell of the '' British Lion." There 
is a '' Lion in the way," in England. He roars at every coraef 
of the streets — and the people of England at times tremble at the 
shaking of hi& mane, as. well . as the threatened and disquieted 
nations of the earth abroad. Brute force is the Law and the I^b* 
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erty of EngluuL ' The flashing of sted is the gianee of her eye, 
and the exploding powder-horst the breath of kernoetnla. Mnn 
does in -England what power permits him to-do. Thus far shalt 
then go, it says to his f<lotstep, and no farther, and here shall *thtf 
proud waves of thy hmnanity be stayed. The Briton ramps loi 
his liberty ; but his Teh^nency is as the wa^h dog's of his own: 
guarded home. He fdls to the ground, when he^gets the length 
of hia snbjeet chain. AH are yaasals in England. The colonal 
Broogham is but a vassaL He is bat a giant smkject. WelHngM 
ton is a subfeci. He- conquered Bomqiarte, but he has to do: 
homage -at the foot of a Bnti^ girL He wears her eoUar cm his ■ 
ducal neck. And the mighty CConnell, whose .genius measured) 
the earth, and whose T6iee ** agitates" it, — ^heis m subject of thil- 
same firiti^ -damsel. He owes her aflegiance and fealty. Hier 
will is his law, and he does public homage is the &ce of Sbritein 
md the #6rld, to her Royal baby, as his fi^ow-sabjeet, thenursoy ' 
dumounts the little Royal Higlmeas from ks posey-phaetaa ia 
St James's Fark. Vict(»ia's brass c<^ar gtitters.on the neek of » 
CCoDnell. And Qvorob Thobipbon, too, 4he philanthropist lia - 
weU.as the orator, the antinslaVery- champion of the old world-— >'^ 
the advocate of both the- Indies — ^whose " clond-eleaviiig" ffeniuft : 
mounts to the sua, and gazes it in-the face— even he has to come ! 
down again, and own allegiance fo his Queen. The cabie of 
suh^ugktitmj fixed about, his imperial taloo, axe Atfff hitti to tfatf- 
monarchy of England, and he lights down from hiK career •among - 
the storms, a panting, breathless,- baffled British suhjed. And* . 
the. poor little dueen herself is a slave among the rest, and the- 
niest of. a slave of tiiem idl. She wears a crown on her head, 
and a sceptre in her small' hand, (if her hand be small,) a crowar^ 
that dazzles- and a sceptre that scares more peofrfethan any other, - 
perhaps, of the earth's surface, — yet she Is involved inextricably' 
in the iron entangleraent of subjection, with all her suhjecif. 
She is the key-stone of the stthfed arch, and bs free to move, 
and no freer, than the key of.- one of the arches of her cAd Lon- ! 
don bridge. Nothing can disenthrall her but an earthquake revo- 
lution, that should shake the' civilized world— ^and that earth* 
qnake is brewing. God ^>eed the mcMral ehartism of Britain to 
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afert it*— or rather American abolitkmiBm diffused beyond tte 
waters, which. m&jr, or maj aot, reach tfaeraia time. • 

Britain can aid us but little in the overthrow xif afaErer j^-^Lpb* 
kuul can more. But the waves of moral revoiotiDB must 
isom an agitation here. They caimot move it there. We 
freedom here, or it is at least possibie toifidtviduals^^when 
get it, we can impart it. We are in moral -msurrectioor, and^ 
once at liberty, wedii^nse freedom to the slave*-*or -rather, th» 
bursting of our own roiuntary shackles, here under New Sng^ 
1 tod's skj^ wdl unriret'the fiitters that gall the limbs and sooltf 
of the- plantations, and slavery will disappear frcnn the land. Thek 
disenthrallment woold not probably step, in this country, or. an^ 
where short of ^le deliverance of manldiid.' 

British subjection is not to State only — she has to bear jdane 
the€hareh. Her oionarchy ^ kills the body," but. she hnsi m 
hierwchytbat ''kittsbeth soul, and body in belt" That is tec 
say, it daims power so to kill, and thife mass of the subject peofte> 
a<^DOwledge the- claim; a load on the backs of the wnetcfaeiti 
svbjects enough to sink even the navy th^ have to carry, aoaong' 
their other: burdens. Oh, the'Castles and palaces, the abbeys, itm^ 
thedrals, minst^s, and churcbesj reared byjloyalty, Nobilky^ and; 
Popery (Catholic -imd Protestant) over, that beautiiul Island, boiitt 
by the bal^equited labor of a stawed and homseles$ people I < 
Britain's Religkm, instead of " not having whare to lay its head;'' 
has turned the People out of house and home, and itself dweUai 
in palace It is richer than Dives, and fares more sumptnousiyr 
every day. The abc^itionism of Britain is as fat as its Rdigiua*' : 
. A word mere of that " Wonld's ConventoocHi," fiar '' Libev^r 
Bell " rings f and we have but a moment of time. We passed %f^ 
its threshold, and beheld Luckktia Mott repubed irom its dbonb : 
The credentialft of the Amsrican ANlf-SLATsnT Qociett, it» 
broad seal palpaUe as the sun in the firmament, that should have . 
given the beu'er credit and welcmne, the anti-slavery world ovar^ 
lay there soiled and di^ienored- in the sooty dnst of Londeft* 
streets, its ample sheet torn and trampled under foot by the^Atdb* 
sealed heel of ** British Usage." At the opening meeting, pi6- 
Ikninary to the sittings oi Ctmfereaikce, presided that prixMelf 
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mcideiU to her Royal Majesty, His Royal Highness, Prince Al- 
bert. On the platform, if I mistake not, sat O'Connell, ealled 
£br by the people, but unpermitted to speak- by the anii-slaver^ 
Committee. At all events, at the winding-up meeting, Georgs 
Thompson and William Lloyd Garrison both sat mute upon 
that platibrm, (a phenamenon in, an anti-slavery meeting,) not 
allowed to speak by the committee of arrangements, wh:]e the 
advocacy c^ the World's antirslavery cause was left to the Royal 
Sussex, and to Messrs. Lushington of London and Birney of 
Kentucky. His Royal Highness, the Duke of Sussex, presided at 
the meeting, and cne of the London committee humbly '' thanked 
His Royal Highness lor his condescension ! 1 '' — Her Grace, the 
Duchess of Sutherland supported His Royal Highness in the chair, 
though Luc&ETiA MoTT was not allowed a seat in the anti-slavery 
oouference, because she was a woman. Is Her Grace more than 
a wQman 1 This is a sample of British abolitionism. Another 
sign of it — George Thompson sat almost a mute. i^>eetator dur«^ 
ing the whole Ccmierence. Is it an anti-slavery atmosphere,, 
where George Thompson droops and de^^nds 1 

A word of the vaunted Emancipation Act, and but a word, for 
"Liberty Bdl" tolls. (It is Slaver/s knelL) That boasted 
Emancipation Act, which gives Britannia the philanthropic mish 
tress^ship of the world, as her navy claims it of the ocean,-— jvhai 
is it ? Why, it was and is nothing but a base, pnh'Slavery act (^ 
Parliament ! It was a legislative manoeuvre to baffle the human- 
ity of the subject people of Britain. George Thovnpson had 
exasperated them at the chattel slavery of the West Indies. They 
had no color-phobia in their imaginations, and it was easy to 
kindle their -common humanity to a .flame of indignation. Par- 
liament saw the necessity of giving it vent somewhere else than 
on itself It let it ojQT through the channel of Aj^renticeship, a 
cold-blooded device, which protracted slavery and deferred the 
hope of heartrsick philanthropy, for six long years^-in wicked 
expectation, doubtless, that meantime the atrocities of the appren- 
ticeship mi^t reconcile the people and the slave to the re-estab- 
lishment of slavery,-— or that something might turn up to give 
the dragon system a chance of restonUion. The mass <^ the 
19 
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subject petitioners were deluded by the trick, and compromise 
with Parliament ; and then to punish the people fdr their temerity 
in petitioning, Parliament imposed on them the most atrocioo» 
tax ever inflicHe^l by greedy tyranny on the back of labor. Twen 
ty million pounds sterling — a hundred millions <^ dollars, they 
imposed on emaciated, '* bread-taxed," BHtish Labor, wriiiging 
the last morsel from the insufficiency of a feinting people, to 
compensate the slaveholder for his disquietude under the agitation; 
This is the vaunted Emancipation Act. It is as humane an act 
as Parliament or Congress ever did, or could enact They have 
'' no soul," or heart, and can manifest ncme. But such was .the 
enormity of this piece of " British abditionism," that . some of 
the fdaveholding islands preferred immediate emancipation, and 
adopted it on the spot, and lefl the Emancipation Act standing 
alotae in the gaze of the world, * -with nothing in their limits to 
<)penEte up<m ; and in 1840, when the act was consummated, the 
slaves of Bermuda and Antigua had been free s%% yeears- in spite 
of it. And the slaveholders of the other islands could not brook 
the ** Emancipation Act" its whdie time. Tliey were sick of its 
atroehies, or embarrassed by its foolish impolicy, and they pro- 
claimed Liberty, in the te^th of it, Aug. 1838, and left it for two 
years '' alone in its glory." This is the whole of the parliament- 
ary philanthropy of Britain. An attempt to defer Liberty for six 
dreary years, and a plundering of the people, who asked for it, 
of a hundred millions of dollars, as a present to the i^avehokl- 
ers. Hail, Britannia ! ^ 

Of course, I need make no exceptions here in behalf of the 
glorious individuals in Britain and Ireland, whose spirits do not 
brook this subjection, and who will work themselves free o€ it. 
They are beginning to feel the chainls they were bom and bred to, 
though they press upon them with the unseen weiffht of the air 
they breathe. Anti-slavery chemistry is discovering that there is 
burden, (and not support, as in the air,) in the subject atmos- 
phere of monarchy and hierarchy, and they will, by and. by, refnse 
to inhale it. Truth will purify it, till they can respire freely in 
it, and Liberty Bell shall agitate it, with its wild music, and 
/' proclaim throughout all the land — to ail the Inhabitants there^ 
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Q^" that inestimable boon^ that ** one thing needful " to universal 
humanity— rthat sine qua n^n of tolerable human exiitence^- 
I4IBE&TT ; with which life is a bl^^ing^ and without wjii^ i^ is 
a curse. 



ANTI-SLAVERY, 

[From the Herald of Freedom of April 8, l&k.] 

Anti-Slayert is a more serious matter than a great many ^ook 
it to be, who nominally enlisted in it, at the outset It does n«t 
consist in thinking alaveholding is a sin, or as the seL^worshipping 
clergy^ say, with dismal look, and mouth distorted with sacerdo^fil 
pucker, n, wrong. Nor in thinking, it wonld be safe, or profitably, 
or expedient, to have it stopped at once. Nor in shuddering at 
thought of a cart whip and paddle. Nor in thinking the Rig)it 
of Petition a constitutional one. Nor in ihe opinion that Madi- 
son Washington had as good a right to ri^e on the deck of the 
Creole, as George Washington had to rise against a three-peni\y 
encroachment of that old^ fighting Monarchy, the other side the 
Atlantic. All these matters, which the slave-master holds to, \n. 
the abstract, as he calls i^-^(that is, as never to be practised oq) 
do not constitute anti-slavery, and will never abolish slavery, to 
dooms-day. Anti-Slavery holds to the perfect equality of the 
human family, in the matter of rights — to the inalienability of 
that equality. And since this is denied, violated and trampled 
on, — antinslavery will morally annoy all those who in any w^ 
have been guilty of , the violation, until they not only repent and 
reform, but help, to their utmost, in completing the reformation 
of the country. Anti-Slavery practises all that is necessary to 
the speediest abolition of slavery. Any thing short. of this, is 
not anti-slavery. Any thing that refuses,or neglects to practise 
this, is pro-slavery. It helps keep up the slave system. Any 
thing short of this, will oppose genuine antnslavery. And the 
higher its anti-slavery pretensions,, the more impatient and stren- 
uous will be its hostility. 
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Anti-Slavery demands the abolition of slavery on the groand 
that slaves are human, and therefore must not be enslaved ; — ^that 
masters are human, (or would be if they did not banish all their 
humanity,) and so cannot be masters. It goes to work upon the 
pro-slavery community, to infuse these principles into it. It goes 
to work too in earnest. It strips to the work. It does not go to 
it with a cloak on — but disencumbered of coat even, and with 
arms bared to the elbow, and collar opened to the breeze. And 
as it strikes, you can hear its loud expirations^ like the wood- 
chopper's at the trunk of the Royal Oak. The noise of its agency 
is heard early and late, disquieting the pro-slavery tranquility of 
the land. Nothing is anti-slavery, that does not thus earnesdy 
and annoyingly work. True anti-slavery is disquieting. Nothing 
is disquieting but moral aniioyance. Physical aggression is at 
once met by physical resistance, and overpowered and quelled. 
Political effort produces no permanent disquietude in community. 
Public disquietude is anti-slavery success. The more it disturbs 
and agitates a wicked pro-elavery quiet, the sooner the slave has 
his liberty. This is most promoted, we think, by touching the 
church, which is the apple of community's eye. The church is its 
favorite institution, and touching it is inflicting a mortal wound. 
It is like hitting the whale in his vital part. It is the lancing, 
that makes slavery spout blood. It breeds that commotion " in 
society, which makes it surge and foam, as the sea does round 
the whale in his death-throes, when he makes it boil like a pot. 

What is the moral effect of political effort t Is it agitation, or 
quiescence 1 The latter, surely. It has no tendency to stir the 
great moral deep. It tends to apathy and torpidity It generates 
a superficial and fictitious animation, like the stimulus of alcohol, 
but torpor and lethargy follow, and become the permanent con- 
dition of community. It is this that the clergy desire, and. there- 
fore if any anti-slavery agitation must be had, they decidedly 
prefer a political to a moral one. A moral agitation they will not 
countenance or permit. And they are shrewd in this, for they 
could not control it, or long survive it. They deprecate moral 
agitation beyond all other things. They rather have a civil war. 
They would prefer a dozen foreign wars, to one such agitation as 
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is now going on for the slave, at the movement of old-organized 
abolitionism. And the^ could well afford to. Foreign wars make 
work for the clergy, and are without danger to thern^ Their 
prayers arc in demand in the army, or at least fur the army, and 
they are copiously furnished, if they happen to like the war. A 
civil war would be personally hazardous. But war-pestilence, 
(among the laity) famine, (not extending to the parsonage) earth- 
quakes, inundation — any .thing, rather than ihe dreadful moral 
agitation now shaking the land, and putting in mortal jeopardy the 
very divinity of their hoary order. If you wish to annoy slavery 
out of the community, touch the pro-slavery church with the 
Ithuriel spetr. Bore out her Polyphemian eye, with the red-hot 
iron of Truth. You may touch any of. her institutions but t^ie 
church, and she will take it insensibly^ 

And yet the professed abolition cries out: — Beware how jou 
disrespect the Church and the Ministers. Anti-Slavery must not 
lose its reverence for them— come of the slave what may. Abgl- 
ish slavery if you can, but reverence the Clergy, and the Pulpit, 
and the Steeple, whether ot no. Our conscience and judgment 
answer NO. , " God speed the right*' 



CHURCH AND STATE. 
[From the Henid of Fueedom of July 15,' 1848.] 

It was the curse and ruin of the Church, when she consented 
to the friendship and protecticm of the armed State. Christianity 
left her at that moment, and has never since darkened her doors, 
except to bear testimony against her. Our modern Church is a 
mere creature of the State. She is as much a State institution, 
as Banks, Insiurance companies, Turnpike Corporations, or Cot- 
ton Factories. And the State is her preserver, as well as creator. 
This is what wc.h^ve been all along saying, while the impudent 
harlot has denied it, unblushingly, as harlots, always deny, I sup- 
pose. She has claimed to be the bride of Christ— while all along 
she has been the mbtress of the military State. She b, like all 
19» 
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other harlots, enamored of the cockade and the scarlet coat of 
the soldier ; yet when put' to the profession, she disfigures her 
face, and claims to be " the bride, the lamb's wife." Mark be- 
low, in the legislative act protecting her, the reliance she piits dn 
Clod, — mark her faiih, A few conscientious individuals have 
tried to speak for the slave, a few times, in her heathenish syna- 
gogues, and it has filled all her borders with mortal alarm. It 
scares her more than the Roman Eagles did the old High Priest- 
hood at Jerusalem,— K)r rather than Christ's speaking, which they 
feared would bring the Romans upon them, to take away both 
their place and their nation. Frightened out of her heathenish 
ivits, she runs for protection to the State House. She fled in this 
town to Justice Badger in the first place, and he tried to relieve 
her by imposing a fine, tciihout any law. For when the church 
prosecutes, she must prevail, law or no law. The Church did not 
'daretisk, however, a continuance of prosecutions without lawj 
lest, by and by, she might get hold of a magistrate who would ask 
'her for her law. She thought she would make sure, and have a 
law made that she could produce, if called for. Mr. Tuck, (not 
Friar Tuck, but Squire Tuck-^the Tucks, by the way, have been 
famous as champions of the Church, ever since the days of the 
self-denying clerk of Copmanhurst, celebrated in Ivanhoe,) — Mr. 
Tuck of Exeter, a lawyer, introduced the protective bill, and an- 
other evangelical member of the bar, Squire Wells of Lancaster, 
advocated it. And General Court passed it. And now, if a 
prosecution should be commenced, they have got a statute to base 
it upon, whose only defect is, it is flagrantly unconstitutional. 
"But that is no consequence. The constitutionality won't be 
looked up. Foster is a non-resistant. 

Here follows the act. It will do to go, by and by, among the 
"blue laws of liberal old Connecticut, and the red laws of en- 
lightened old Massachusetts, under which they strung up women 
by the neck, on Gallows Hill, in the charitable and brotherly town 
of Salem — for the unscriptural vocation of witchcraft They 
hung them under " Thou shalt not suffer a witch to live"— adc^t- 
ed into the law book. 
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Dietnrbin^ Religions Meetinir** 

STATE OF NEW HAMPSHIRE. 

Jn the year of omr Lor^ eighteen hundred and forty-bJDo, 

An Act relating to the Disturbance of Religious Meetings and 
Assemblies. 

Sec. 1. jBe it enacted hy the Senate and House of Represent' 
atives, in General Court convened, That if any individual shall 
disturb any religious meeting by speaking in the same so as to 
interrupt or prevent the stated and orderly proceedings and ex- 
ercises of such meeting, and said person shall not desist from 
causing such disturbance and interruption of such proceedings 
and exercises when thereto requested, it shall and may be lawful 
for any magistrate or police officer or any other individual of such 
meeting to remove said person from the same ; and such magb* 
trate^ police officer or other individual may also remove any in- 
dividual or individuab causing disturbance in a simQar manner 
while the people are assembling at^ or leaving, their place of 
worship. 

Sec. 2. And he it further enac-ted^Thvi any individual offending 
as aforesaid, or aiding and abetting therein, shall be liable to be 
prosecuted therefor before any Justice of the Peace for the Coun- 
ty in which the offence shall have been committed, and on convic- 
tion thereof shall be fined in a sum not less than one, nor more 
than ten dollars, and may be required to recognize with sufficient 
sureties in a sum not less than fifty nor more than one hundred 
dollars, for his appearance at the Court of Common Pleas for the 
County in which such offence shall have been committed, at the 
term Uiereof next thereafter to be holden, to answer to such mat- 
ters as may then and there be objected against him in behalf of 
the State, and for his being, in the mean time, of good behavior ; 
and if at such term it shall be made to appear to such Court that 
such recogizance has been forfeited by a repetition of such of- 
fence, such Court may order that such offender further recognize 
in a sum not exceeding two hundred dollars for his appearance at 
said Court to answer as aforesaid at the next succeeding term 
thereof, and for his being in the mean' time of good behartoi* ; 
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and such recognizaBce may be required by such Court from term 
.to term so often as such forfeiture shall be incurred. 
Apjtroved, June 23, 1842. 

HENRY HUBBARD, Chverior. 

The Congregational Journal is out in ecstacies with a copy of 
this church law, ud the ^eeches of the two lawyers, who spoke 
in favor of its passage. And it accompanies them with a long 
and most inflammatory and Jesuitical comment, which the Bap- 
. ,tist Register copies with stupid alacrity. They forgot even their 
toaier hostilities — ^their aquatic squabbles, in their common (bar 
of Liberty of Speech. Friend Wood's article is full of mobocrat- 
ic malignity and bloody instigation. There is not a particle in it 
of. the fairness .of a common, political-partisan appeal on the etc 
_ of ui election. TheLog^abin speeches in the time of the great 
. political mania ef i840| were candor and charity compared to 
it — as a politician always is, compared to a priest. ' I am glad, 
- however, that they. are all out with their church statute, and their 
inflammatory comments. The more they say, the quicker they 
will ' be found out Abolitionists can describe them^ but they 
alone can show theijtiselYes, and prove the description true. I 
am glad the Chureh has fled to the State House for protection, 
and laid hold on the horns of the State altar. I am glad she has 
been driven to confess that her only guarantee is in the Cohstitn- 
tion, and not in the Gospel, as she has hypocritically professed, 
and made the people believe. The people respect their Consti- 
tution, i>at they do not believe it is the Gospel. They have great 
respect and reliance on the State House ; but it is in matters of 
this world. They look there for protection to the body and^ to 
pD(^rty — but not for salvation. They don't regard it as the 
fountain of the Church of Christ, or the proper fortress for the 
,Church to run to, for protection. They don't regard faith in the 
. General Court as a saving faith, and will have little Confidence 
in a worship or a religion^ that has to acknowledge it for a pro- 
tector and preserver*. 

J charge upon meetiog-house worship that it is a creature of 
4be State, and .not of Christ — that it relies for .protection and 
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support on the strong arm of the law, and not on God. They 
have denied it. Now they have proved and more than confessed 
it. A humble individual or two has attempted to speak in their 
meetings-^not rudely — not indecently — not triflingly. Any thing 
like this they could have borne, but seriously, sc^emnly and truly, 
and this they could not bear. They have fled to the State for 
armed protection, and they have got it, and are madly proclaim- 
ing it. Those religious editors are clamoring about their " con- 
stitutional rights," and " rights of property," " rights guaranteed 
by their fathers," and all that-* with all the pugnacity and mar- 
tial ferocity of the parties to the Rhode Island war. I am most 
heartily rejoiced to see them at it, seeing it is in their religicHi. 
I am glad they have procured their penalstatute. It shows their 
Christianity. It will be broken, of course. God will be obeyed 
rather than they. Men will be found to speak in their syfia- 
gogues, besides St^hen Foster, who, but for this fifleen-gallon 
law, never might have thought of it. And women too — ^the wor- 
shippers will drag them out — some of them they will maim and 
cripple— others they will perhaps kill— others they will prosectile 
and imprison in the spirit of Christ, and for the protection of 
His church. He had founded His church on the Rock, he said. 
The Catholics say that Rock is St. Peter. Our New Hampshire 
Protestants say te is—St.' General Court. Let the prosecutions 
he multiplied. The Church will show her cloven foot by it. 

it is curious to see how New Organization nestles, on this 
question, by the side of the pro-slavery Church and State. Ottr 
little aqueous friiend Worth, who used to be one oT the board of 
managers of the New Hampshire Anti-Slavery Society — and would 
have managed it to this day, if there had not been a spirit of liberty 
in the movement that threw off the clerical nightmares — is hand 
in hand with the old Observer. He is copying from the Congre- 
gational Journal. The eternal question of dip or sprinkle seems 
forgotten, and baptizo quotes infant baptism by the whole col- 
umn. Herod and Pilate are cheek by jowl in hatred and fear 
of free speech. And well may they fear and hate it. It is a 
hand-writing on the walls of their synagogues. 

I know the critical nature, apparently, of the controversy we 
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are in. The Journal and Register imagine we have at last taken 
a position od which they may venture out to meet us, and th^ 
are quitting their entrenchments. I know we join issue on oDe 
of the extreme points of our cause, and that for the moment the 
enemy will seem to have the argument against us. But I know 
we are right, a^d it will turn out so in the proof. 

The Right of Speech is the anti-slaverj Palladium. It is i^i 
spear and shield. It is the Herculean club of Liberty. Violale 
it, infringe it, curtail it, restrict it, regulate it, and it dies, ai^i 
liberty and reform with it I know it might be abused j and 
probably would be» if it Mrere free. But its abuses are as the 
small dust of the balance, compared with the infinite evil of the 
denial of the right. The abuses are Jiot worth naming, and frej^ 
men never would namp them. They are magnified to mountains 
by the fears of tyrants. What would Daniel Noyes and £ben- 
ezer Gummings care for a half-hour's interruption of their hhr^ 
ling petformance by St^hen Foster^ if they were pot conscioqs 
of being gviUy jugglers, engi^ged ia a wicked, profession that 
they could not curry on, if the people had their senses. They 
would be glad to h^ve Foster, and such as he, ^peak, if they wei^e 
in an honest business. Be wpuld help them, insteful of inlor- 
rupting them. Such a man as Daniel L Robinson, the Hetho- 
dist preacher, would not be interrupted. He is an honest ma^, 
and understands the tri;^ eharacter (to great^extent) of a chrtstiapi 
minister, and understands christian liberty, and f a|ues it Fos- 
ter's speaking in kis meetings can't endanger hiin. If he ^>eaks 
^rroa: there, Robinson is free to meet it; and if it turns -out npt 
to he error, he wants to know it, and promulgate it himself. But 
a Priest is afraid of the truth, ibr he knows truth would unfrock 
him. He knows truth is fatal to a human priesthood. 

It is a severe question*— but I am glad it is up. It has got \o 
be met for humanity, and the quicker the better. The right set- 
tlement of it will go mightily for the abolition of slavery. 
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COBBETT'S AMERICAN GARDENER. 

4 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Jiily 15, 1842.] 

This book, which is one amon^ a thoosand, and one of tho 
few worth buying, or haying, or that are not worse than notbiiigi. 
among the inundation of books Mrith which the press is flooding 
the world, I ought to have noticed before^ Luther Hampton of 
this place, booksdier, has recently published a stere^yped edition 
of it He sent me in a copy, for which I sincerely thank him-^- 
as well as in behalf of the community (ot giving them an ediuon 
of this rare and valuable w(Mrk« 

John Randolph said William Cobbett was the first genius ji^v* 
ing. He told the truth, though he was a slaveholder — and hin 
testimony is the more valuable because he hated Ck>bbeit. He 
hated him because he was a friend of humanity and human lib* 
erty, and Randolph himself an aristocrat and a tyrant. Ck>bbeti 
had a bad reputaticm, fof the reason, I have no doubt, that he 
deserved a good one. The clergy hated him« for his indepen- 
dence, and his defiance of the aristocracy, of whom the clergy 
are always the hangers on and sycophants, wh^e they have nol 
the power of contrc^ing them. When they can rule them, they 
do — as they do ev«-y body in their power ; and when they cannot 
domineer over them, by force of their jugglery, they fawn on 
them, and help them tramf^e down the. people. Cobbett was a 
formidable antagonist to the tjrrant classes, and hence they hated 
him, and have given him a bad name, which is an honor to any 
man in a priest-ridden world. 

This work on gardening is a modest, unpretending book, like 
all sterling productions. It is written in a style as beautiful a9 
the subject, and as natural as a garden ought to be. It is worth, 
buying for the style of it, aside from the infcN^mation it contains. 
Every body can understand it at a glance, without a dictionary. 
And the book that can't be, never ought to be read. These books, 
that abound in dictionary words, are learned nonsense and im- 
position. Cobbett' s Gardener is full of short, every day wordf^ 
which the people can understand, as readily as they can tell an 
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onion stalk, or a cabbage plant. It is like Pierpont's poetry in 
that — abounding in mouosyllabled words. You will find whole 
lines of them uninterrupted, every one as full of meaning, as it 
can hold — the beautiful, strong, old Saxon — the talk-words — 
WOTdfl for use, and not for show. Every young man and woman, 
who has been injured in their talk and writing by going to schocJ, 
ooght to buy Cobbett's Gardener, or some other of his worka. 
A young collegian should read it twice a day, till he gets welli 
of his pedantry. Cobbett will cure him if- any body can. 

" Do you teach your sons Latin, Mr. CobbeU?" asked a geq- 
tleman. '' No," said the commonHseose sage — ** but I learn them 
to shave with cold water ! " A bit of learning worth more to a. 
mtti with a beard, than all the Latin the Monkery ever preserved 
from the ruins of Rome. 

You can understand the '^Gsurdener" with once reading, josi 
as readily as you could the talk of a sensible gardener himself — '. 
and those who have followed it, say it turns out to be true— con-^ 
trary to the fact of most agricultural books, which are mere q>eor 
ulations and theorizing, which no body can afford to practise. 
The subject of this book is a beautiful one to read of and talk 
of, if you have not any ground to work it out on. Gardening—^ 
nothing is more interesting or profiting. We associate Paradise 
always with the idea of it. The great Lord Bacon (by the w^ 
not half the man that Cobbett was) said " Gardening was the 
purest of human pleasures." One of his famous " Essays" was 
** Of Gardening," if I remember tlie title. But he wrote of a 
garden for kings and princes, — Cobbett's gardens are for men--^ 
for families, — and that speaks the difference between the two 
authors. Bacon was a wori^ipper and slave of kings, — Cobbett 
a friend of man. The learned world call the one, " The great 
Sir Francis Bacon," and the other Cobbett, or Bill Cobbett, 

A glorious garden, whether small or large, is a sort of Eden, 
and it is a fine idea, whether it was a literal fact, or an allegory 
merely, to show God's kindness to the man and woman He had 
made, that He put them, at their beginning, into a garden, '^ to 
dress it Mid to keep it." We fancy Eden was every thing a 
garden could be ; but I dare say it would not have hurt Adam and 
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Eve to have put into their hands a copy of Cobbeit, written in the 
primeval language of tramanity, which', whatever it was, they 
spoke, no doubt, in the same style Cobbett writes. They had 
not been to College — ^Adam to a University, nor Eve to a Board- 
ing Sohod. 

I cannot help saying here, what a pify it is that onr cities ai^ 
large towns are (Crowded together, so that they eannot have garw; 
dens. What a glorieus sight a city would be, interspersed with 
them,^^and how refrediing «ad healthful to live in it, oonqiared 
with them now, crowded with stones and bricks, like an dd, over- 
stocked grave yard* A good'^ large garden, where every Eun^y 
conld raise all their vegetables, and have them fresh and sweety 
and have the exercise of carrying the garden on, as weU as th« 
recreation and health and eirpyment of straying among its idleys. 
What a luxury and a bles»ng! A garden and a lawn, — a city 
could enjoy them both, as well as the country, i>iit for a miser aUe 
avarice^ which' holds the land so high nobody ean buy it, exc^ 
for the site of their hateful-looking piles of building. Thus sel^' 
ishness always cheats itsel£ ^ 

Newburyport has a good many gardens ; bat if the town should' 
Jlomrisky as they call it-— commerce would pile up a great brick 
store in every one of them, as Boston has. And our little city 
of Concord is trying to crowd out all the gardens, and fill up with 
edifices — ^because a garden is not profitable ! They can afford a 
meeting^houtie in almost every street ; but a garden, with its re- 
fi-eshing opening, and its indescribable beauty, can't be afforded ! 
One good garden of a quarter of an acre, or a <{aarter of that, is 
in my opinion vrorth more to a village than a dozen meeting-^ 
houses! It furnishes stmt food, ^ well as gratification, — the- 
meeting-house nothing but spiritual starvaticm^ — and it don't cost 
so much to maintain the gardener neither. 

Buy " Cobbett's Amerioan Gardener," every body that has got 
the money. 

2a 
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AT HOME AGAIN. 
[From the Herald of Freedom of S^t. 2, 18tt.] , 

** Home is home, " &c., even returning from anti-thwery 
journings abroad. Anti-Slarery, whiefa m^kes wetj ivliere hoine 
to the abolitionbt^^for it affords all t^ love^ and ail the affisctioi»» 
tie kindneasea and congeniality of fediag, whidi coimtitute iht^ 
tkarm of literal home. Anti^larery makea every wker^ mdtne 
iham homey for it is disintereeted and free, while homei in th&oU 
English sense of it, is neither, — and notfai^ better than a dea of 
^eifishness and diaoontent I laean the ordinary human honiai, 
where animal relationship is the chief tie that binds the unhapf^i^ 
inmates together. • AntsrSlavery deliver^ home fironi the e«ne of; 
aelfishnesa. Every, home might be so delivered. Every ibody 
might have a home, and every body be at home, every where. 
And miserable, priest-ridden selfishness must not always keep 
mankind at enmity with each other, as it now does. They ami 
brethren. They must trust each other, and love each other— ^and. 
tbey may live happily and gloriously on the earth. It may. be 
done — it will be^-^or there is do God, and ought to be no man. 
** It's coming ye^^for a' that" 

My last letter from abroad was dated at Lynn — glorious Lynii^ 
with her High Rock and her sea ; — her silvery Beaches and li^ 
Nahants; — her noble people — ^£*8e, but for their priests — and 
freer from these, than^ any people of their number. I weiat a 
ride, Tuesday afternoon, to Swamscot,.ane of her villages, and' 
the Ocean House. Our friend G. Estis— the subject of Rewr* 
end brother Sanborn's impudent treatment detailed in the Herald, 
of to-day-— carvied three anti-slavery friends of us, in her father's, 
carriage through Swamscot,- the city of the fishermen, to the 
neighborhood of the Ocean House, a &mous tavern retreat from 
the city, about two and a half miles out of town. G. Estb may 
be churched, for keeping company with wife, Hannah Buffum and 
me, " in the manner she did" as solemn parson Sanborn has it — 
in that ride. For it was just such a " manner " as she rode with 
Beach, and walked with colored Douglass. 



9WAM$COT. ^ 

Swamscot is ail ftshermefi. Their UisinosB is all oq the deep 
Their village is ranged along the ooeaii margin, wliere their 
bfave little fleets lay driiwn up, and which are out at day-break €^ 
the mighty blue— where you. may aee them brooding at anchorw^ 
still and intent at their profound irade^ as so inany fiies on tl^ 
back of a. wincing hofftae^ aad ior whose wimi^ngs they care ^a 
iitde as the Swamscot Fishers heed the restless heayings of the 
sea around their barks.; Every thing about savors of fish. Nejts 
hang out on ^ery enclosure. **" Ftakes," for curing the fish are 
attached to almost every dwelling. Every body has a boat — and 
you'll see a hii^e pair of sea boots laying before almost every 
door. The ^ir too savors strongiy of the common finny voca- 
tion. Beautiful little Beaches slope out from the dwellings into 
ifae Bay, all along the village— where the fishing boats lay keel^ 
op, at low water; with their useless anchors hooked -deep iaioX}^ 
sand* A stranded bark is a sad sight-— e^ecially if it is above 
high water mark, ^i^iere the next tide can't relieve it and set it 
nfloat again. The Swamseot boate though, all look cheery, antf 
as if sure of the next sea-flow. The people are said to be th0 
(jree^ in the region— ^wing perhs^ to their bold and adventu- 
rous life. The Priests can't ride them out into the deep, as they 
can the shore folks. I understood Foster went among them, and 
spoke several times, and that they received him with generous 
cordiality, and heard him like fi-eemen. It an't the first time 
Truth has found a warm welcome among Jishermen. 

Wednesday we took a ride to Marblebead. It is worth going 
a hundred milesj to a New England countryman, to see Marble- 
head. It look^: like foreign lani The rocky foundations, the 
steep, narrow, winding streets — the tall, old-fashioned houses, 
make it look like some of the small antique placesi saw in Eng- 
land and Scotland. " Marblehead's a rocky place." Tliere's 
no mistake !|bout that k seems all a ledge of rocks, and the 
.houses and streets are where openings happen between. There 
is no road through the town. You have to come out as you gp 
in. Marblehead is the end of the world in that direction — uiv- 
less you taJ^e ship. And there are plenty of keels in their beai^ 
tiful inland harbor* It looks like a pond among the New Hamp* 
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shire hills. A high ridge of rocky upland rises between it and 
the main ocean, and the fleet of large fishermen that lay in tiiere 
at anchor, looked as snug aild safe as if they were in a mill poad. 
Marblehead is Bwamscot on a larger scale. Her iishers go off 
into the great ocean, and are gone weeks or months, on theGriaiid 
Banks. There was an alarm among them, the day I was iher%, 
about one bark, that had nol been spoken for an unusual time. 
They are oflen lost at sea. The place is foil -of widows, I wis 
told, from losses at isea, and in- the last war, to which many bra^ 
but foolish men went from Marblehead. I was -astonished tolfear 
the people were peculiarly pro-slavery. They are mostly d«no 
erats, and are afraid probably of 3d Partyism. They must be 
shown that that is not abolitionism. We Rmnd but one abolhioii 
ftmily there, Thomas Woddridge's, a ** cdmfr-outer " Quidcitf . 
Garrison or Foster must go among them, and tell the Ix^d ** fisli- 
ermen of Marblehead" what anti-slavery means, and they trill 
embrace it. They will be abditionists fast enough, when they 
learn that anti^lavery is hunranity, and not pcdidcs or seetarhoi- 



The printer warns me there is no nxmr to eontiniie^ I may 
ramble a little further another week. 



t€ 



BELLr-RlNGING. 

[Fron the Heiald of FrMdaa of Sept 30^ 184iL} 
Sermojts in stones, ahd beaks in running brooks,"* &c.. 



weather-cocks in straws — every thing shows how the whole c&ft^ 
eem is going on. Only notice every thing, and yon will seeh. 
I have been struck, within the last four and twenty hours, with 
this ding-dong-belling, going on in the village. It means' and 
shows a good deal. The bell is the tongue of the times. It hot 
only telfs that time is gone, and how much of it — but it tells the 
times, and how they go. "One man in his time,*' says Shake', 
" plays many parts." I thought this morning it was true of some 
bells. There is a poor dinging slave hurig tip in the b^iry "^^f 
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parson Cummings' house of Rimmon in this village. (I speak as 
I <Jo, because I want to bring famliariiy and irreverence over the 
pretensions of such folks.) It has to play many parts. It play» 
one good part — when the hammer of the town clock strikes it 
The tower, where it hangs, does one good service — showing the 
face of that clock to the villagers, and giving them the time o' 
day. All else, that I now think of, is mischievous. The solemn, 
doleful, monkish knells, wailed out on the people's ear, to tell 
them when parson Cummings is to commence his magnificent 
performances, to keep his Baptists from straying into the paths of 
truth and righteousness. Not but what the Baptists are as good 
as any of the sc^emn sects. They have been the best of any, in 
their humble day, when they were persecuted. That is the only 
time any of the sects are ever good for any thing, and it is then 
comparatively only. That dismal, go-to-meetin' summons too-r- 
that priestly, canting tone, rung out to call the bewildered multi- 
tude to hear Knapp play upon their fears. It sounds priestly 
and ghostly. Those who obey it ft)Uow a Jack-a-lantern. God 
bids them not follow such leads. They trifle with all the gui- 
dance He has kindly furnished them, who muster at such suifip- 
monses. A dismal, funeral sound — ^ais from the tombs. The 
human ear never ought to hear such sounds, any more than humaH 
eyes ought to be blasted with the sight of ghosts and apparitions. 
It is not right f and every body, in their right mind, knows it ! 
If you want to use a bell for honest purposes — ring it out, hon- 
estly, as you do when there is a fire. (That is another good use 
for the Baptist bieU, I had forgotten.) Don't let it whine out, like 
a canting divine. It only dismalizes the people. They ought 
not to be dismalized. They can't repent truly, when they are. 
They are only scared. There is no saving repentance in fright, 
or in dismalitjf. 

This Baptist bell,— ^I heard it ringing another of its clerical 
cries this morning, summoning the solemn converts of Sunday 
to the sister Court House. A more rapid and secular ding-dung, 
this call to court, — as well as more honest. There is no monkery 
in it. It is a devilish sound, to be sure, — ftdl of quarrd and liti- 
gation, but it does not profess to be a sound fh>m Heaven. How 
20» 



234 GREAT MEETING-HOUSE ERUPTION. 



liill of hurry it is ! It calls to ruin — headlong ruia. Not the 
4eep and everlasting destruction of the cathedral-going call, hut 
ruin of estate and of temper, — which thej in vain seek to ire- 
trieve, hy afterwards running to the meeting-house. The reme4j 
•s worse than the disease. When will mankind hearken to Gp^, 
rather than to a human Ptiesthood and its allies I The same .hell 
ean call to meetin' and to court, as handily as the same parson 
«an perform at a Revival, and at opening the squabhle of a Court 
Session. The tongue of the Reverend Bell and of the Revereod 
Divine are alike versatile. 

Another benefit I had forgotten in that belAry and .steepl€HF--a 
"weather-cock on it tells the way of the wind. A minister's 
steeple is the very place for a wecciher-cock. Th^e is one up in 
iiis pulpit, and the vane on the steeple rod is not truer to the cur- 
-f ent You can tell the ^ay of the popular current to a cerjtaintj, 
iby the heading of the pulpit weather-cock. 

I like the covT bell on the common, and the sheep bell on -the 
Ihill — and the dinkier bell — and the rail road belL That is a ca£>- 
-ital sound telhng the starting of the mighty cars — and the bell on 
•the Steam Boat prow, ringixig for a trip over the great Atlaotie. 
J don't love the Factory Bell, or the State's Prison Bell, or the 
Oourt Bell, or the Sectarian meetii^' bell. They all strike heavily 
and dismally on the heart of humanity. 



GREAT MEErriNG-HOUSE ERUPTION. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Oct. 14, 1842.] 

This town has been for the last few weekfr-^particularly the 
last week and Sunday, — the scene of another volcano of fanati- 
-ciraa, — far more «crious and more deleterious than the great Sec- 
ond Advent outbreak, that occurred here a moqth or two since. 
That " Midnight Cry'' had reference to a single event, which 
a little time will set right, — unless other expositors shaU, after 
April, set the land agog with a new reckoning for the conflagration 
that is to devour the earth. And it was not a movement in favor 
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of the Clergy — the regular Clergy— or of any of the established 
Sects. The present b a Baptist excitement. It is carried on in 
behalf of that ambitious and peculiarly gross sect, whose distio^ 
guishing ceremonial-^^immersion under tr^zfsr— can bring so 
much more apparent scripture warrant, than can the gentee!i&r 
water ordinance of the politer sects, that it makes them quit^ 
rampant and forward, as well as more grossly external in their 
religion. All their water ceremonials, by the by, are mere Jo* 
daism — ^Christianity allowing of neither the dip nor the sprinkh^ 
its baptism being wholly int^.rnal and of the Spirit. This gencN 
tation, however, can't probably^ be made to believe it. 

I did not intend taking any special notice of this eServeft- 
Cence — but to let it pass, and only do what I could, to prevest 
its heaping anotheir burden on to the back of over-laden Aiiti* 
Slavery, already staggering under the hindrances of Church and 
Clergy. But I can hardly refrain from bearing my testimony 
against it. I am aware the testimony will scarcely be heard. 
The irreligious world will not hear it. They rfrcarf Anti-Slavery, 
as much as the anti-christian religionists hate it. * A note of re- 
monstrance will hardly be audible, amid the roar of fanaticism 
going on around us. It will avaH as little, as Scott said' of the 
music of the Welch pipers amid the noise of a battle—^" as the 
whistle of the stout mariner amid the roar of the tempest." Yet 
I will bear it. The times may not be so desperate as their signs 
would indicate. 

" Eben" Cummings' Baptist house of worship had been thronged 
for several weeks, like a play-house where tickets were to be had 
for nothing — ^to hear Jacob Knapp — a shrewd, and I should judge 
from what is said of him, a tonguey and somei^at eloquent priest 
I have not been tb heair him, save a few minutes after his first 
arrival. I do not deem it right to countenance these consecratea 
priests — or their drag-out worship, in which Truth has no heaiv 
ing, and Liberty of Speech no place. Prom the crowds that 
hurry after him in " broad-road'* " thousands," Knapp must have 
no small share of that coarse, harrowing, popular eloquence^ so 
attractive in Religion that deals not in principle and duty, but in 
hopes and fears beyond the grave. I deprecate it altogether — iX 
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has no tendency to make people Christians, or to reform them. 
Sunday, the people poured into the village in streams from everj^ 
quvter. They looked like the devotees of Juggernaut, flocking 
to a great festival,^-or Mussulmans, trooping to Mecca on pil- 
grimage. I went down to the river side with a neighbor who had 
got touched with the infection — to witness a grand immersion— ?- 
the upshot of the week's agitation at the meeting-house. I had 
never witnessed any of these John the Baptist occasions^ aiiU 
thought it might be my duty to give some sketch of it in the 
Herald. I reached the river, and what a sight for New England 
eyes and for our boasted century ! A perfect gathering at.Gaor 
ges, or the Yellow River of China. I call it a John Baptist occa- 
sion. It differed from those in many particulars — some uniiq- 
portant — ^some vitally important. John probably did not plunge 
\na subjects under water. Or if he did, he went under with them. 
For it is written that the priest went down into tJte water, as wel| 
as the pupil, and that both cttme up out of the water. If the dis- 
ciple was dipped, from the expression, ** went into and came out 
of>" — so was the minister. But probably neither were. Thej 
both waded in — that is clear — and then, as the object was to 
tj^ify a spiritual cleansing or purifying that was to come a(\er« 
water was doubtless poured on. Dipping would not signify puri- 
fying — unless it was accompanied with a drenching and scrxibr 
bing, like sheep-washing, or a clothier's rinsing. But this ifi 
unimportant, only that this plunging is a barbarous and degrading 
business. I can't bear to see humanity h^mdled in that way. It 
is not the way to handle the Image of God, But the materisd 
and important difference is this — John did not profess to baptize 
afl a Christian, nor did his followers profess to be baptized ae 
such. The Christian Baptism was afterwards at Pentecost — with 
^re — not with water. Christ was ba))Uzed — but it was as a 
Jew — as he was circumcised — and as he fulfilled all the Jewish 
ritual. He told John he wanted to be baptized in water, to 
conform to the Jewish ritual. And John admitted that his kind 
of baptism was to be superseded by Christ's. I baptize with 
water, said he, — but there cometh one after jme, &c., He shalj 
baptize you with the Holy Ghost and with fixe. John hesitated 
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ta baptize Christ, and said he needed rather to be baptized of 
him. And so he did: • The Retkrend Eben Cummings would 
not have been so diffident. John Icnew that Christ would net 
baptize with water, or allow ^iter baptism in his system, vaA 
that he came to sweep aH external ceremonials ' away — and' wt 
all know; ^ho read, that he did not baptize with water— *^ 
teach his followers to, and that his apostles -did what they could, 
to keep the ceremonial from lingering upon their Jewish cob- 
verts, as it did with other Jewish rites. Phifip. went into the 
fifater with the Ethiopian prince, — and Paul baptized •a few, btft 
thinkedGod he did not any more;-^for he was not sent to preoeh 
water or tise it,-.-but to preach the gospel There was jffr# in 
the gospd — no water. Our sectarians can understand water; fflld 
go into it. It is an outward c^enK»iai, Imd if tt cleanses at alt, 
cteans cHiily the ^* outside of the cup and the platter." That isr^ 
cheap cleansing compared to cleaAsdng the heart and hfe. Th^r 
load down their religion with all the rites of Judaism, and With 
Pagan ceremonials, while they trample Christ*^ teachings trad^ 
foot, in their lives, and call living them out luid- disregardinjg 
ceremonials, Tn)£(fe2t#y. They beHeve the Bible — nfiost furiofitf- 
\f, — as a matter of worship^-\mX they practically set at nauglit 
HETvcry ifnportaxtt' truth in it. They say it can't be practiced -^thal 
it i^ not to be lived up lo till MilfenninnK Tbejr must carry on 
Rt.lgion till then. Then they will' be willing tb live, and not t31 
then, a6 they ought to. These times, they say, Christianity is 
not adapted t<K - True, it is ndt, and true also that their religidd 
is, exactly adapted to the times. It demands no ref<»rmation — 
BO godliness of Ufe, nothing but a religious change of feeimg, 
and a reZs^tousdei^anor, which admits of wholesale participation 
in all that is going on in the profitable 'world. 

But I am straying from the Baptism. I reached the river, and 
beheld the mortifying, humiliating spectade. Both banks, t>elow 
the bridge, lined with a gazing — spell-bound multitude of manjr 
iiandreds, intent upon the barbarous ceremonial, about to be gone 
through with. The bridge itself was loaded with them from end 
to end — in their variegated Sunday dresses— ^a perfect rainbow 
of living beiftgs, in color as weH as m shape-^spectators of the 
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priestly display ^ing on in the water below. From Uustkick 
<9rowd on the farther side of the stream, whiere the converts and 
their maaagers were posted — flanked about with i^ctiitors in 
C^riages and on foot — ^pressing to the very waiter's edge-^^aroee, 
«9 I was crossing the bridge the Baal shout of ^* prayer/' finovi 
-Uie hoarse voice of Knapp, accompanied by the Amena of tlie 
brethren, and now and then by an out burst, in some of the popu- 
lar revival tunes of the day. By the time.I reached the riYer, 
they were ready lor the final cerenvony, the '* burial in baptiam^' 
Mfi they nusquoting}y call it. Knapp Jed out a convert into the 
tUrean), wading to his middle-^bare-headed and mumuring a (est 
^---arrayed in his. monkish robes*— and stretching his right hand 
in^ressively toward heaven, he uttered the bi^tismal exdasn^ 
lion, and plaagi6d the poor implicit Convert backwards into il|e 
river — ** In the aikme of the Father and of the Son and of tJie 
Hely Ghost.'' It rung along the water like the tones of a Gem- 
Tent Bell to the ears- of the listening multitudes. He then led 
/title dripping subject, with pnmd humility to the shore. -Then 
4Maother and another succeeded — both men a^d women^— to 
aome fifty or sixty — fi-iend Eben Cammings lending his hand 
and voice, though not with the rough grace and impressive 
nefss of Knapp. He seemed to do it more by rete, and there was 
nothing of the meaning and hoarse mu^io of voice in his pei- 
Ibrmance, as in Knapp's. A Methodist minister also bore pait, 
.with scHne of his Wesley an fc^owers, whose sturdier " Amena^ 
and shoutings,, at cmce indicated their deiiomination. There thej 
were in the same crowd with the close^emmunien Baptists, and 
dij^ing in the same water. After they come out though, and get 
into the fold — ^no more going together, till they get *' to the land 
of Canaan.*' I did j;kot»learn why there was this s^arent co^ 
lescing at the river. To show that the revival was not Sectarian^ 
probably ! How will it turn out when they come to ^e- off into 
the rival churches? 

A perfect scene for the Ganges-«^his pageant — ^rather than for 
<Mie of our free and enlightened New England rivers — were it not 
that Idolatry, in spite of the gospel teachings, has made a Ganges 
of every stream in Christendom. Every where the unconscioiui 
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traters are |nrostituted to these Gbd-dishoDoriiig, man-debasing 
rites. I could not behold the spiectaele but with grief and sor^ 
row, and walked away home. 

I found the streets deserted of all bat the thronging carriages' 
md their impatient stamjHng horses, which seemed to line the 
long street, where stands the Baptist Temple. They had broog^ 
in the people. They would carry them out again, as full of prrn^ 
eiple and truth, as they came in, only a' degree or two hardened 
against the claims of God sad humanity. Tjiey have witnessed 
an imposing display of ReKgi&n, They have seen the mighty 
multitude. They have heard the wild sin^ng and the solemtf 
prayer. They have seen the awful priest, walking majestically 
into the river, and there offering up his children to God. Ttey^ 
have read the word baptism in the Scriptures. They are tanghti 
it is by water, and is a Christian ordinance. Dipping is its most 
impressive and impoi^ng form. The river side— ^and the stream/ 
and the o'er-arching heavens, and the voice of the Priest, and> 
the shout of the converts, and the throng and gaze of the hushed 
multitude — all have conspired to strike them with over whelmingf 
effect, and they go home dreading the day of their own death, 
and th^ day of judgment^ that shall otertake them without tliis 
Religion. 

And what is this Religion ? It is a Religion, that sanctions 
war and hanging. It trains in the muster field. It enlists into 
the army and navy. It prays over a training and a court. It 
goes as chaplain into the service. It enslaves men, women and' 
children. It works them to death on the gory plantation. It 
sells them at auction like cattle. It sells the brethren and disci- 
pies of Christ, whose religion it professes itself to be. It tells 
Christ himself there— if doing it to the least of these his breth-^ 
ren, as he says, is dmng it to him. 

This Religion is overrunning the land. It hates Anti-Slavery 
and Peace and Temperance. I trust it is flourishing to its own 
catastrophe. It is- waxing proud. " Pride goeth before destruc- 
tion.^' It is *^ haughty,^' I trust it is the hbtightiness that ** goeth 
before a fall." 

The Sects here are in conflict. The Meetii^Hoases are 
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rifallmg each other, with hot emuklioa. I yfisk thorn all a Kil- 
ktt&jfiy-cat success. Opr Unitarian and Univ^salist iriends aiA 
defending against Knapp's furious assaults upoa the^o. . But it is 
w^h sectarian weqions. In a ^eotarian wacfarel wain them they 
•annotf cope with him. As. fdain men and. women, as troe re;* 
Jbroiiers they might, bat is '.meetmg-house aectariajBs they caa'.t. 
Kaapp will iMToye. -an overmatch icHr them, far he has '' Hell'' 
«nd ''-^ire " among his war c^ies, and they have not . He can 
preach Hell and Damnation and fiar, to. bis auditory, and thej 
Qon preach nothing but their cold ratimtUities — if they are ror 
4i«ii«/. Hell is the life of .Sectarian Religion. Fire and Brim- 
fllone on one side, with ** screawng Devils/' a^ friend Kj;ia(]|» 
calls. them, and Heaven on the othei-^to stir the fears and the 
h€ige» — Christ's name and p€r$on — His imige o^ the cross, ioa 
qlead of his truthr^^ia the Catholic uses his imag^and his picture 
-Hill ihese are a play upon the imagin^i^, before which cold 
Universalism and Unitarianism, were tRey .ever so reasonable, 
ve utterly unavatling. And those other Evangelical Houses— 
Boutob's and Noyes' — ^Knapp will carry the multitude all asfray 
&<wn them — and he ought to. For if their worship is right, any 
of jk, Knapp'» ought to. take the lead. He goes ahead of ithem 
all, in activity and zeal. They have no life — no zeal — no iisiBlr! 
log — no power in thenu If Knapp should keep on a month l4;m- 
ger, he would desolate every one of them, and friend Peter Ten? 
broeck's reading house to boot — and leave them ** a beggary, 
i|Ccount of empty boxes." And I really wish he might. They 
%re all dead-arhead obstacles to the Anti-slavery Cause, and any 
mpral change that should demolish them, would necessarily be 
for the better. Anti-slavery would stand a better chance with 
new converts^ than with old, case-hardened church-members., 
New converts have some life in them, and generally, some cour 
science. I£ their priest were out of the way, we would enlist 
them in the cause of humanity, and make men and C^risti^i^s of 
tbQm,.if we could oidy get access to them, before they are tied up 
ipto the church — in the stanchcUls of sect. > Afler that is done to 
them, they are within the overseership of the priest- and hiaxaar 
jority, and they must undergo a revolution before tbey can get 
free. 
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We must have a series of Christian meetings here in behalf 
of Anti-slavery. Not to deliver the agitated community from the 
infection of the Baptist meeting-house — as they greatly desire — 
for they are extensively troubled. They are wrong, and there- 
fore afraid. But to proclaim God's truth, for the benefit of 
humanity. If they will hear it, it will make them free, and save 
them from the agitations of Sect and the terrors of Damnation, 
If they will become thorough-going, disinterested abolitionists, 
these things won't move them. Anti-slavery is now a great 
test for God. Whoever embraces it conscientiously and from 
right motive, will find rest to his troubled soul. There is no bet- 
ter occasion or test extant than this. 



NEWBURYPORT JAIL. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Oct 28, 1842.] 

This christian institution of ours is now, in my opinion, the 
focal point of Anti-slavery attention, as containing within its 
merciless precincts an advocate and fearless asserter of the 
Liberty of Speech. Speech is the main weapon of Anti-slavery. 
Speech is the battering Ram, or rather the Cannon, to crumble 
down and pulverize the ramparts of Slavery. Nothing can de- 
molish those walls but free Speech. If Speech is free in the 
land, those walls and the citadel within them, are exposed to 
overthrow, and the dragon within the citadel may be hauled 
out, in all its uncouth and scaly monstrousness^ and lefl to coil 
and twist in death under the mortal influence of killing day- 
light. If Speech is bound in the land, those walls, that citadel, 
and the monster within it are safe forever. The life of Anti- 
slavery then is freedom of q)eecb. In behalf of that freedom, 
and for asserting it — Thomas Parnell Beach b shut up in New- 
buryport Jail. I call Anti-slavery's attention to that Jail. I want 
Thomas Beach to know that so long as he suffers there for 
Anti-slavery, Abolitionists will turn all eyes and all hearts to his 
position, and to him. Let him not find that he is deserted and 
21 
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forgotten. Let him not be mortified and disheartened, at U>e 
thought that his great movement is unappreciated, and that he 
too, like other reformers, has got to wait till-after ages shall get 
light enough to do justice to his memory. Of what avail to him 
is the respect that will be paid to his memory ? And let me tell 
abolitionists, that not much respect will be paid to theirs, unless 
they appreciate and sustain him now. 

Slavery lives because the slave can't be heard. If he could 
tell his story, the world would rise en masse, and rush to the plan- 
tatioo. They would not have such an accursed scene going on 
upon the earth's surface. But the slave can't be heard. His 
tongue is out. lie is dumb. Hi^ advocates have tried to speajc 
for him. His hellish enslavers are so many of them church mem- 
bers and clergy, that the clergy of the free States say his advo- 
cates must not be heard. It will break up the church, and break 
us up, if slavery is disturbed. They shut up the people in their 
Sunday prison the meeting-house, and have so holified the daj/, 
the Jiouse — and themselves^ in the people's eyes,, that they dare 
neither hear the slave's advocate, nor think a thought on any 
moral subject whatever. 

Beach has visited the people in this prison-house, and for it the 
clergy have imprisoned him. They have done it by their under- 
strappers. Shall the abolitionists forget Beach ? Not if they are 
abolitionists. The Anti-slavery press should thunder at his prison 
gates. And Beach himself thunder from his cell. — lie is thun- 
dering. 

If he is to be imprisoned with impunity for asserting the Right 
ot Speech, then Anti-slavery is hopeless. I tell abolitionists, they 
cannot advance another inch in their enterprise, till the clergy 
are routed from their vantage ground on the breast of the people, 
which they hold by virtue of this tyrant meeting-house system. 
The people dare not hear the truth. They are afraid of the 
ministers. The ministers tell them it is iiifidelity, and if they 
listen to it, they will go to Hell when they die. And they are 
afraid it is iSo. And why should they hear us ? Are we to expect 
the people will be willing to go to Hell, for the sake of the trutli ? 
They are not. so desperately in Jove with it as that 
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The clergy have got them. And their hold can't be broken, 
unless somebody can speak besides themselves, at worship. They 
should have equal right with others, but not the exclusive right. 
They have the whole now. And if it is disputed, they can get 
the daring intruder shut up in prison. Is it for abolitionists to 
turn their backs up6n him when shut up there ? Will they go 
further, and regret the imprudence and impropriety, that led him 
to incur imprisonment ? Will they join the clergy, and deny his 
Tight or his duty to speak in the public worship? 

I deny the right of worship where every body can*t speak. 
The runaway slave has a right to come into any house of wor- 
ship, and thunder the story of his enslavement in the ears of 
the congregation. I wish to Heaven the next one that passes a 
northern meeting-house would do it. I wish he would rush in, 
in prayer time, and charge his unutterable wrongs and the 
wrongs of his people, on the liypocritical wretches' that are 
there mocking God and Humanity, with their abominable and vile 
oblntions. I -vrish crcry' Rimnion House in the non-slave states, 
could be simultaneously stormed and broken up, by the apparition 
of a runaway slave, — ^panting, bleeding — ^gory from the Hells 
of the South ! See if they would carry on their mockery in his 
presence! See if they would drag him out! See if your soph- 
omore Noyeses and your^ Secretary Stevenses would drag a run- 
away slave out of their comely-looking church out here — as they 
dragged out his eloquent advocate Stephen Foster a few Sah^ 
baths{?) ago. 

Beach is in Jcdl for the Cause of the Slave and for the Right 
of Speech !- I Hurl the fact before the abolitionists and into the 
teeth of the pro-slavery community. " Liberty of Speech" in 
New England is the liberty of a stone cell ! 
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THE HUTCHINSON SINGERS. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Dec. 9, 1842.] 

These Canary birds have been here again, charming the ear 
of our Northern Winter with their wood-note music. Four of 
them were here, out of a nest of fourteen. All of them, I under- 
stand, are to flock together to a warble, at Nashua, at our coining 
Thanksgiving — though one has to come from Illinois. The 
Concert will be worth the long flight — and well worth a journey 
from here there, to listen to. I had rather keep Thanksgiving 
(if at all) on the melody of these living birds, than on a whole 
poultry yard full, of dead turkeys and goslins, which make up the 
usual Thanksgiving feast, as well as the usual gratitude. 

These " New Hampshire Rainers" sung here two evenings, to 
rather small audiences. One night,they were at an out-of-the-way 
hall, and the other night there was a sharp snow-storm. It would 
not have kept the people from a. Baptist. meeting, to )if!8r. ihfs 
brimstone melody of Jacob Knapp, but it kept them from hear- 
ing the simple, heart-touching strains of the " iEolian Vocalists." 
Perhaps I am partial to the Ilutchinsons — for they are abolitioi^ 
ists. It need not aflright them to have it announced. It won't. 
If it would scare away their listeners, it would not scare them- 
selves. But it won't. Human Nature will go and hearken, and 
be charmed at their lays — and the time is coming, if it haa not 
come already, when the public conscience will feel quieted at the 
thought of having heard music from the friends of the Sl^ve, 
and patronized it. How natural for Music, as well as Poetry to 
be on the side of Humanity and the Captive. And how glori- 
ously employed it would be in Humanity's special service. I 
wish the Hutchinsons had a series of Anti-Slavery Melodies, to 
sing at their Concerts. A Marseilles Anti-Slavery Hymn, for 
instance, with a Swiss " Rans de Vasche.'' An English " Rule 
Britannia," — a Scotch " Scots wha ha'e." An Irish " Battle of 
theBoyne," or a poor American Anti-Slavery " Yankee Doodle." 
Give me the ballad making, for a revolution, said some of the 
sages, and you may have all the law making. What an agitation 
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might the fourteen Hutchinsons sing up in the land, with all 
their voices and instrnments strung to the deliverance of the 
bondman ! Would the South send on to t)ur General Court to have 
tliem beheaded ? The General Court would not touch 2i feather 
of their crests, if they could only hear one of their strains. 

A word of their miisic here, the other night. Among the 
songs sung, was " The Maniac.*' I had heard it recited with 
great talent, but I was not prepared to hear it sung. One of the 
younger of the brothers performed it with appalling power. It 
was made to be sung, I think, rathfer than recited or acted. Music 
alone, seems capable of giving it its wild and maniac expression. 
A poor maniac is imprisoned — and starts the song at the glance 
of thfe Jailor's Light entering his cell. The despairing lainent 
and the hopeless imploration for release, accompanied with |)r6- 
testations that he is not mad, are enough to break the heart. It 
Ought to have been heard by every Asylum Superintendent, though 
they have grown less of the Jailor than formerly. 

The Airs were modern — most or all of them, and though very 
sweet, were less interesting to me, than if they had been songs I 
knew. If they had had some of the Old Songs intermingled, I 
think it would better please every body. Some of Burns'. The 
Bonnie Doon, or The Highland Mary, for instance. Fe^ pro- 
fessed vocalists could touch either of these, without profanation. 
I think the Hutchinsons might, for they are simple and natural in 

their music. I should love to hear them warble 

n 

w " Te Banks and Braes and Streams, • i 

Around the Castle of Mont^romery !" 

Their woodrland tone — ^their clear enunciation and their fine ap- 
preciation of the poetry — ^together with their perfect freedom 
from affectation and stage grimace, would enable them to do 
justice to the great Scottish Songster. And it would do the peo- 
ple good to hear them sing him. Will they take the suggestion, 
and when they sing next, at least as far North as here, will they 
sprinkle their catalogue, (in the singing, if not in the handbill,) 
with a strain or two from the Glens of the Scotch Highlands. 
And Rans de Vasche, too, I would venture to mention to them — 
21» 
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or The Cattle Chorus — the Lowing of the Cows among the Alps, 
that makes the Swiss Exile mad, when he hears it in a foreign 
land. Their spirited imitation would tell in that, with grand 
effi^t. 

Oh ! this Music is one of God's dearest gifts. I do wish men 
would, make more of it. How humanizing it is— ^md how puri- 
fying— elevating and ennobling to the spirit ! And how it has 
been prostituted and perverted ! That accursed drum and fife,-— 
hpw they have maddened mankind ! And the deep bass boooi 
of the cannon» chiming in, in the chorus of the battle — tbat 
trumpet, and wild, charging bugle, — ^how they set the military 
devil into a man, and make him into a soldier ! Think of the 
Human Family, falling upon one another, at the inspiration of 
Music ! How must God feel at it ! To see those harp strifes. 
He meant should be waked to a love bordering on divine, strung 
and swept to mortal hate and butchery. And the perversion ia 
scarcely less, when music is profaned to the superstitious service 
of Sect, — its bloody-minded worship — its mercenary and Ingot 
offerings. How horribly it echoes from the heartless and priest* 
led Heeting-House ! 

But it will all come right, by and bye. The world is out of 
tune now. But it will be tuned again, mid all discord become 
harmony. When Slavery and War are abolished, and hanging 
and imprisoning, and all hatred and distrust — when the strife of 
humanity shall be, who will love most and help the readiest, when 
the tyrant steeple shall no longer tower, in sky-aspiring contempt 
of humanity's cowering dwellings about its base, when pulpits 
and priests and hangmen and generals — ^gibbets and jails, shall 
have vanished from the surface of the delivered earth, then shall 
be heard music here, where they used to stand. The hills shall 
then break forth into singing, and all the trees of the field dap 
their hands. 
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I^EECIL 

[Prom the Herald of Freedom of Dec. 30, 1842.] 

Wb speak of the " freedom" of it, and of " Liberty of Speech," 
as though it were even to be claimed that the human voice shouM 
not be regulated at all times and under all circumstances, by the 
arbitrary caprice of tyrants. The human voice is free of course. 
It is as naturally and inalienably free of every power but the 
man's that utters it, as God is free, and language would hardly 
be marred more by the phrase freedom of God than by such ex* 
pressions as Liberty of Speech. Who should think of regulating 
a man's speech but himself? What has he got it for, but to use 
at his discretion, and what has he discretion for, if not to govern 
himself with, in speech and thought. If a man has not discretion 
enough to govern his own utterance, how can he govern his 
neighbor's? How can any number of men, each and all incom* 
petent to regulate themselves, regulate others? Those others 
meantime competent to regulate them, though incapable of brid- 
ling their own tongues— or rather of guiding them without bridle^ 
as the Parthian manages his unreined steed. Human speech is 
sovereign. Nobody can govern it but the individual it belongs 
to. Nobody ought to think of it. Every body has his hands full 
with his own, which he can manage and ought to, and which he 
cannot innocently commit to the manage of another. It can be 
done. Speech is good for nothing unless it be done. Men better 
be without tongues and organs and powers^ than not use them 
sovereignly. If it be not safe to entrust self>government of speech 
to mankind, there had better not be any mankind. Slavery is 
worse than non-existence. A society involving it is worse than 
none. The earth had better go unpeopled than inhabited by 
vassals. How it must look to spectator eyes — tenanted by ham- 
pered immortality, with clipped wings and hand-cuffed wrists and 
fettered spirits. What angel would ever light upon it but that 
dragon-pinioned one who as John Milton has poetized — lighted 
once from Hell on its ''bare outside." Better have been kept 
bare to this day, than peopled by a tongue-tied race of men. 
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THE BOSTON MISCELLANY, 
[rrcwD the Herald of Freedom of Feb. 10, 1843.] 

A monthly, literary periodical, edited bj H. T. Tuckermiuiy 
Bad for sale by John D. Norton, bookseller, of this town. It ia 
an elegant pamphlet, embellished with enirravings in the fine style. 
to which they are carrying that Jine art in thi# country. Januar j. 
and February numbers have been kindly handed in at our prinUng 
office, by the agent. If I could say any thing to advance iktj? 
interest in disposing of the work, I would gladly do it. And I 
could, if I had the skill, say considerable in its favor as a spirited 
and able literary Journal. 
. I feel awkward at attempting to touch any thing literary. Not 
merely that I>make chimsy work of it, but because I feel doubtAil. 
as to the utility of promoting the cultivation of mere letters. For 
what is literature, but the luxury of words and pieriods. What is 
the use of it ! It has nothing of the power of unlettered talk, or 
illiterate writing — if snch there may be. It engenders only an 
artificial language, that nobody talks, or can talk, except those fie- > 
tHious creatures, the scholars^^and they, only idien they are not 
in earnest ; when they are learned. Put them to theii necessities, 
and they forget their book style-^^heir compound words and their 
constructed periods, and have to talk off just Itke any body. 
Literature is a mere accomplishment, intended to be displayed 
only by the idle. It is like the parlor furniture, to be used (if it . 
can be called use) only by epmpany. It is but pedantry, in- its ' 
best estate. True, strong, human thinking don't want it, and 
can't make use of it, if it happen to possess it. It has, in fact, 
to get rid of it^ before it can make the natural and necessary use 
of speech. Human speech is of almighty power, almost, when • 
unalloyed by learning. And yet the strong-minded, unlettered 
man bows reverently before the helpless scholar. It is a grand 
mistake. This literature produces nothing for humanity. It 
originates nothing, improves nothing, invents nothing, discovers 
nothing, tt talks hard words, about the labors of others, aiid is 
reckoned higher and more meritorious for it, than genius and labor 
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are for achieving what learning can only descant upon. Learn- 
ing traded on the capital of unlettered mind. It struts in stolen 
plumage, and it is mere plumage. A learned man resembles an 
owl, in more respects than the matter of wisdom. Like that 50^ 
emn bird, he is, about, all feathers. 

The Felwuary number of the Miscellany has, among other 
spirited articles, an essay on the genius and character of Macau- 
lay, the celebrated critic and reviewer. It is written with un- 
common activity of style, and power of language. I have seeh 
but little of Macaulay's writing — but should think .the writer of 
this essay, displayed a good deal of the peculiar talent that dis- 
tinguishes him — and were not Macaulay the subject of the article, 
it might pass pretty well for one of his own. It is in his keen, 
brave, dashing style — maintaining the flowing period and the 
almost good sense of common 'talk, amid comprehensive words 
and scholar-like phraseology. But it is only about books and 
their writers, and of what consequence to humanity are either of 

these. They ore but oopiea — and resemblcuaocs of copies — when 

we might be gazing on originals. Works, whole Alexandrian 
libraries of them-^what are they good fori Common sense *** es- 
teems them as stubUe." They are food for nobody but the moth, 
and his fellow-stadent the book worm. Some old invader -burnA 
up ever .so many ^f them, in a famcuis library , long ago, I believe 
in Egypt. They called him a Vandal, or. some^uch rude name 
for it. But he might have • been a very clever barbarian for all 
that I wish he had burnt nothing more valuable — viz. human 
abodes and their cultivated fields. Our Second Advent friends 
contemplate a grand conflagration, about the first of April next 
I should be willing there should be one — ^if it could be confined 
to the productions of the press, with which the earth is absolutely 
smothered. I would not care if there should be a bonfire of aU 
the learned libraries — e^^cially the divinity, and that would bum 
like tinder — ^most of it. 

Humanity wants precious few books to read — but the great 
living, breathing, immortal and glorious volume of Providence: 
" The proper study of mankind,"~;-that this is " Man," and 
Qod's other works^ is not mere poetry. ^Tbere is truth in it 
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.Life, real life, bow to live — how to treat one another, and how to 
trust God in matters beyond our ken and occasion ; thfese are tbe 
Jessons to learn, and you can find nothing about them in the If- 
.braries. I would add a wcrd more of the Miscellany and its other 
spirited and able articles, but toil-worn Anti-«laTery can hare litde 
ieisttre or fancy for literature, while a sixth of the country wel- 
ters in brute slavery, and the mass of the other five sixths, m 
heartless indifferency, or religious rage, at the feeble attempts 
making for its disenthralment. Literature shows, on such a coun- 
try, liketbe marble gleams on a whited sepulchre, or like finery 
on a harlot, and the gaudier it is, the more painfully unbecoming. 
I wish we might get free of slavery, before we multiply our lite- 
rature much further— or our literary (or religious) institutions. 



RICHARD D. WEBR 

[From the Henild of Freedom of March U, 1843.] 

I HAVE long intended to introduce this dear Irish IViend, more 
ftdly and particularly to the readers of the Herald of Freedom^ 
whose columns have been graced, by some of their finest verses, 
Irom his pen, and into which, I am copying «ofnc letters from the 
Freeman's Journal, a Dublin paper, to the editor of which ^ley 
were addressed by W^ebb, on occasion of the plunder of his 
household furniture, by a parish priest. The Fetters ai-e most 
pertinent to our Anti-Slavery occasions, — for they illustrate the 
Priestly office. Not the Cathdic priest, — but the Protestant, — 
and. priesthood the world over, and in all times, since it first be* 
gan to platf upon mankind. Had the Priest, who robbed Rich^ 
ard Webb of his chairs and his tables, been a Catholic, our clergy 
would have been ready enough to cry out at his Roman cupidity 
and audacity. But it was' a Protestant priest — an evangelrcsd 
divine, — an orthodox minister, — ^which " alters the case." Our 
whole bevy of Divinity here, in all its sectarian variety, are in 
solemn fellowship with the Reverend plunderer. 

I received the papers from Ireland, containing these letters 
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last December, and should have published tiiein immediately, but 
ooe of them got mislaid ot destroyed, and I have had to send 
qlear to Dublin to 8«^ply it ; — for I determined, if I could, that 
these degant and two-edged epistles should be recorded in the 
Herald's columns. I wrote in the time of it, a rough sketch of 
the writer, to go in before them, and am sorry I have lost that 
aiao, for it was penned when I felt in the mood of it, and I can 
now neither recal it, nor hk on any thing to answer its place.*^ 
I nmst try, however, to tell the reader who Richard D. Webb is. 

I shall never forget my first introduction to him. It was in the 
gallery of Free Masons' Hall, London, whither Garrison, Remond, 
Adams and myself, had ascended, to be spectators of the fettered 
Anti*Slavery Convention going on in the gorgeous Hall below.. 
It was the morning of 18th of June, 1840. It was as magnifi^ . 
cent and Inrilliant a Convention as subject Philanthropy had ever 
assembled. Old Organiied Anti-Slavery, however, fresh from, 
one of its Bunker Hill conflicts with tyranny this side the water, 
could' not enter in at its narrow portals-^at a gate so strait, that 
it would not admit the tiny form of Lucfetia Mott. We could 
not condescend, as representatives of the American Alxditionists, 
to go where their credentials were not a pas^ort* So we betook 
ourselves to the spectators' gallery. It was at once rumored ia-^ 
the HaU, that Garrison was. in the Gallery, and our position soon 
became the centre of obseriration and resort Among the earliest 
who came vp from the Convention, to give us the right hand of 
fellowship, was Richard D. Webb. I have not time to mentioR 
the other distinguished names, that shortly after graced the gal- 
lery with their presence.-<^The Aliens, the Haughtons, of Ire* 
land — the Peases, the Opies, the Fryes and the Lady Byrons of 
England. 

It was not long before I became deeply interested in Richard. 
Webb. It was not his persona] appearance^-for that is not 
striking to a stranger. It was not what he said-^for he said but 
little. It was what he didn't say, and how he didn't say it. Ins 
most '' expressive silence," that made me feel myself in the pre> 
sence of a man of genius. And then his kind and tasteful alten- 
tioQs-^his significant and ori^nal manoersj hid modesty um) hit 
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keen good sense. I felt strongly interested to be with him, . and 
was highly gratified, not to say flattered at his kindnesses to me. 
I remember the jaunts we had together, in famous old LondoDy 
and the spots we visited. Old Charing Cross, with its equestrian 
statue of King Charles I, and the interesting facts he told me 
aixmt it of the times of Cromwell. — ^The Palace at White Hall, 
huilt by Inigo Jones, and the door the unhappy Charles was led 
out at, to the platform, for execution.r— The Queen's Horae 
Guards, a dreadful troop— we paused to look at, there at the head, 
quarters of England's Military Power,— every monster of them, 
in* perfect uniform ; accoutred all over, like so many porcupines 
-r4heir appalling whigkerif scarce blacker than their weather- 
darkened faces— all mounted on horses exactly alike, black as a 
raven, not a white hair about them all, and as heavy as the char«. 
ger rode by King Richard in the Lists. — ^We saw their move-, 
ments at their royal quarters, at White Hall, and went in among 
them. They were the creatures that rode right over Marshal 
Qrouchy's veteran cavalry, at Waterloo. We passed under the 
eaves of Westminster Hall, — and by the little guide board to 
" Poet's Corner," mounted at the entrance of a lane in the rear 
oS Old Westminster Abbey. (We bad not time to go in.) It. 
WAS fine to see these things with the interesting Irishman, and I 
there, from far New Hampshire. Webb seemed at home with 
the history of every thing we saw. We went to the Cloisters of 
the Abbey. I wish I could describe them. Low, lancet«arched, 
gloomy, ancient passages, where the Mcnkhood of the twilight 
ages used to pace their penitential rounds, — paved all over with 
dUapidated grave stones, with their worn-out Latin inscriptions— r 
chiselled there in memory of this and that Abbot, of the ninth of 
tenth century ! It was rare to roam them with Richard Webb, 
and hear his brief, impressive remark. He knew every thing 
about the whole, that reading could impart — and told it, ^ we 
Yankees cannot tell things. 

But I cannot begin to give account of where we went, and 
what we saw. Then again a visit with him to the London Zoo- 
logical gardens — a congregation of the whole animal creation, a 
rare place to be at, with kim. And many a time besides^ I had 



RICHARD D. WEBB. ^53 



with him in London, before going to Dublin, where he so loving- 
Ij met dear Garrison and me, on the wharfed bank of the Lifiej, 
as we stepped ashore from the Glasgow Steamer, and took us, post 
haste, through the crowded streets of the Irish capital, . to - 160 
Great Brunswick, his own more than welcome home. There we 
had a great-souled time with the Webbs, the Aliens, and the 
Haughtons, the Oochrans, the Downeses, and the Drummonds. 
But only for three days. I marvel we came away so soon, but Gar- 
rison wanted to go home. We ought to have staid three months. 
I never met such a circle as that Dublin one, and never expect to 
again. I have seen the Boston Abolitionists, the Chapmans, the 
Sargents, the Southwicks, the Quincys, the Pierponts, the Phil- 
ipses and the Jacksons, and the others of that constellation, too 
many to name, — but they were not Irish, It takes Old Ireland 
to top out darling human character. Genius, refinement, heart, 
(a bosom-full of it) simplicity, hospitality warmer than brotherly 
love, high-souled philanthropy — Reform of the most daring cast 
— I never felt so much at home any where before. Undef the^ 
roof of my own mother's son, I never experienced such a liheritf 
as I could not help feeling , in a single day, among those Irish 
hearts. And when we sailed for America, who should be there, 
on the deck of the Acadia, as she weighed anchor in the harbor 
of Liverpool, over two hundred miles from Dublin, but dear, 
generous Richard Webb, — ^to bid us the loving, parting good 
bye. God bless him forever and ever ! 

But I was going to say a word of his character and person,— 
though something of the former may be guessed at already. 
And the letters will give some taste of the quality of his genius 
as a writer. He is a short, stout, bald-headed duaker, his hat not 
quite in full fellowship, — the brim approximating a little towards 
the narrowness of the- world's peoj^e's. A half-collared coat, 
with, I think, checked pantaloons, and shoes, with the thick soles 
of Old England. He looks in the face like the portraits of Dean 
Swifr, — only there is heart in his countenance, which the Dean'9 
lacks. There is that grave, unlaughing humor, which Swift must 
have felt, whether he showed it or not. There is a print of him 
in the Penny Magazine, which tdways makes me think of Webb 
22 



254 RICHARD D. WEBB. 



la company Webb takes little part in conversation. He heai^s 
every word — but says little except by way of stirring up talk. 
He is meditating your character, which he studies with a staunch 
cariosity. He acts, in a circle, like an amateur amid a gaUerj 
of portraits, only he does not seem to be examining any bodjf 
He seems to have a perfect passion for character, and will get ii^ 
to your very inner man, and find you all out, — at least all thp 
good of you, — for he does not dream you have any thing elso. 
He literally '' judges other folks by himself,^' in this behalf. H? 
jrummages after character, not to expose it— or to use it fai his 
purposes — but from the mere love of it. He dees net stare at you. 
He only considers you, and weighs you in the nice scales of taste. 
He must have amassed a great amount of the article of charac- 
ter. His mind must be a depot of it, and he might write a rare 
book of sketches, — for he has seen the best company of his time 
in Ireland and Britain. He went to Scotland on purpose to see 
Walter Scott, and could give a portrait of him, fuller and nuNre 
graphic, I doubt not, than the world will be likely to get of the 
great Magician. I wish he would. 

- Webb's standing in Dublin may be estimated from the fact, 
that he is highly respected, and familiarly associated with, by 
$uch folks as O'Connell, though, as a philanthropist, the great 
Orator does not, in my apprehension, come up to Webb and his 
Dublin associates. He is by profession a printer. These letters 
I said, give some idea of his temper and talent as a writer. I 
wish I could print some of his private letters. In these he excels 
all writers I have ever seen. He writes, as well as any body else 
could talk — if they were ever so earnest, and ever so konesf. 
But his hand writing cannot be printed. It is " past finding out," 
It looks like hierogljrphics taken in short-hand. 

Webb's father is living — a hale, ruddy, fine specimen of the 
old Irish citizen. He was over at London at the " World's Con- 
vention," with his three sons and their wives — with more charac- 
ter among them, I venture to say, than was carried into the Ark 
by the like household, who embarked, of old, for Mount Ararat. 
The other two sons are James H. and Thproas— of whom suffice 
to say here-— they are worthy their brotherhood. I hc^ Sfeam 
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will undergo such augmentation of improvements, as soon to 
bring them all over here, to some of our New-England (and New- 
Hampshire) Conventions. 

But I am hurried — ^the printer wants copy — ^I can say nothing 
as I wished to — and regret I have lost my December manuscript, 
which, heavy as it was, had some life in it compared to this 
This is most " lame and impotent " for a sketch of such a man 
as Richard Webb, He is a Poet — a Genius, an Abolitionist, 
and an Irishman. What more could be said of a man. Read 
his letters, and see how a protestant priest can treat such a man. 
I give his plundering Reverence joy of his tables and his chairs, 
seeing he has to digest them along with Webb's letters. 



LABOR. 
[From the Henld of Freedom of May 9, 18431] 

It is enslaved outright, in one portion of this democratic Re^ 
public, — and despised heartily in every portion of it. Wedth, 
and Edjucation and Indolence, and empty-headed Vanity in all 
its departments, are worshipped. Labor worships them, among 
the rest, and despises itself. The laboring man, generally, de- 
spises his vocation, and himself en account of it, — about as 
our Negro brother despises himself, on account of bis com- 
plexion, &c. 

And Labor is generally poor, as well as degraded. It earns all 
that is earned, by any body in the world, and might naturally be 
expected to share some of its own earnings. - The Slave get» 
none of his, and the free Laborer as little of his as Usage and 
the Religion of the times can't help his having. These get away 
from him all they can, and generally leave him ragged poor. 
And he thinks it all right, — or if his nature is restless under the 
horrible perversion, he does not dream that there is any fault in 
his tyrants and plunderers. He adores and worships them, and 
despises his brother in poverty and toil. Half the time — nine 
tenths of the time, he would be a tyrant himself, as thej are, if 
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he had the power. It is the vice of the general morality, that he 
is so, and that springs from the Religion of the People. A peo- 
ple's religion is generally, perhaps always, their own viciousnese^ 
exalted and sanctified, and made sublime enongh to be wcnrship- 
ped. The People create tlieir Gods in their own image,-^ut 
thunder and lightning, &c., into their hands, and thus worship 
their own wickedness. Our Religion, whatever name you v^ny 
call it by — as it is preached and practised, and carried on-^- 
makes us what we are, and, among other de^^rable effects, places 
Labor where it is, — and sets up Idleness over it, as its Lord and 
Master. 

I deny that Labor ought to be degraded, or ought to starve. I 
am bold to deny it. I hftzard the startling assertion, that Work 
ought not to go hungry, or naked, but have something to eat, and 
to wear. It may cost some of our remaining subscribers, to saj 
it, but I will risk it. I say nobody, that earns a living by labor, 
ought to go without it, and I might venture further — that nobody, 
able to labor, but who does not labor, ought to have a living. I 
would give them one for the honor of the race, or as God sends 
rain on the unjust, but they do not deserve it No laborer should 
want, and no idler should enjoy, — and no man has a right to be 
idle. He may be for all me, but not for all himself. He owes it 
to himself, to earn his bread at the least,^ — and to earn it by useful 
labor, and not useless — much less mischievous labor, — as too 
many earn, or get it by now. Further, as no man has a right to 
be idle, and live on the earnings of others, so no man ought to 
be obliged to support the idle, or to labor much (if any) beyond 
support of himself. There ought, of course, to be labor enough 
done on the earth, to supp(»t all its inhabitants, richly-^and if it 
were properly shared, no one would need do more, and none 
would do less. Men have no right to overw(M:k themselves, if 
they can help it They owe it to their nature and to God, who is 
dishonored (if that is possible) in its degradation. It is in der<v 
gation of glorious human nature, to overwork it, and more grossly 
so, to have it slothful and idle, and basely live on the unrequited 
toil of others. 

Every one owes it to himself, as wdl as to his otherwise over- 
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burdened and injured neighbor, to do manual labor enough, to 
earn the bread he consumes, and all his support. He must earn 
it for himself, or somebody else must earn.it for him, which is 
clearly wrong. He may say he pays for his support, but he ought 
to consider that he pays money that is not his own, — for he did 
not earn it — and social combinations that cast it upon him, are 
vicious, — and in violation of human welfare and right. I would 
not disturb them violently — but I think they are wrong, and will 
say so. 

If every body worked as much as they ought to, nobody would 
be obliged to work more than they ought to, which would be a 
mighty amelioration of human condition and character. A peo- 
ple broken down with labor, whether free labor (so called) or 
slave, must be morally degraded. It is easy for a Priesthood to 
ride such a people. They have not the leisure, nor the elasticity 
of soul, to appreciate or assert their own freedonu Their backs 
are bowed down, like a kneeling camel's, and the Priest mounts 
them easily, and rides, all their miserable lives long. 

Every body ought to earn his own living by manual labor, and 
if practicable, had better earn thus much, by cultivating the face 
of the ground. To say nothing of the healthfulness of such la-> 
bor and the enjoyment of it, — which every body needs — there is 
an independence about it, a certainty of renumeration, that humaa 
injustice or folly cannot defeat. An4 then it is due the face of 
our mother earth. The gloriois old mother, her children, (for 
they all repose in her motherly lap) owe it to her, to keep her 
whole face, her entire surface, where there is terra firma for the 
noble plough, dressed to her taste and their own. They ought to 
deck her '' universal face in pleasant green." And labor enough 
done by all, to earn their living, would do it. There need not a, 
man overtoil himself, to turn all earth into a paradise, — a fit 
abode for gods — and godlike creatures would then inhabit it. 
Mechanical labor is useful, necessary, honorable. But prosecu- 
ted constantly and uninterruptedly, it is not so healthful or plea- 
sant as when mingled with the cultivation ani adornment of the 
earth, nor so sure of requital. He who vests his labor in the 
faithful ground is dealing directly with God, and human fraud or 
22» 
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weakness does not intervene between him and his requital. He 
is very apt to get his reward. The mechanic is quite apt to fail 
<yf his. No mechanic has a set of customers equally trustworthy 
ts God and the elements, — or so unfailingly able, as well as will- 
ing to pay. No savings Bank even is so sure as the old earth, 
to restore all its deposites and with overflowing and gushing 
usury. Every mechanic knows his own condition best, perhaps. 
But am I extravagant in saying it would be well for every one to 
cultivate the earth enough to raise his own support ? There is 
enough earth for all — ^provided humanity could be allowed to come 
on to it and dig. 

The earth is as fine a one as God could furnish us. I don't 
believe the Clergy or the Legislature could better it— or our hon- 
ester friends who are looking {or the Prince of Peace to c<»ne 
with the torch of the incendiary and set it afire. I tell our con« 
flagration . friends, by the way, if Christ touches match to this 
glorious earth of ours, (which if He be God, He made to the 
best of His Almighty skill,) and burns it up-— or burns a single 
human creature that sins and suffers on its surface, he is not the 
** Son of man " revealed in the New Testament. There is not a 
trait of character of him, delineated in the gospel, that such an 
act would not violate and outrage. No, let no such infiammatO' 
ry ' scenes be anticipated. Would toe bum the earth, and our 
miserable neighbors,— if we felt right towards them ? No— nor 
if we felt right y should we ever expect God would do any such 
thing. It is only when we are wrong and wicked, ourselves, that 
we clothe our God with such an incendiary and revengeful dispo* 
sition. Nero set Rome afire and played on the fiddle at sight of 
the conflagration — ^Nero would most naturally attribute to God 
the disposition he was then manifesting. 

But the earth is as beautiful as -God could make it. They 
complain of its being cursed. The only curse now resting on it, 
it seems to me, is the curse of an indecent, idle tyranny, and the 
curse of down-trodden, back«broken labor. No wonder the earth 
is cursed and blasted. See war let loose «ipon it, under the sanc- 
tion of religion, to devastate what poor, desponding Labor has 
done towards its adornment. See how it drivfg;? its harnessed 
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horses through the harvest field, and ruts it with its accursed can- 
non wheels, and tears the sweet green sward with its murderous 
shot. And how it mows down the laborers, manuring the earth 
with their bones. That is all war ever does for agriculture. It 
manures the ground with the blood and the bones of the cultiv^ 
tor. Waterloo, they say, was made fat in this way, by thai dar- 
lipg system of Kings and Clergy. They rained blood on that 
field, and the plaster of Paris they spread on for manure, was 
the bleached and powdered bones of the soldiery. But I am 
digressing, as friend Palmer of the Courier almost wittily said of 
the Herald, the other day. 



SPRING. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of May 19, 1943.] 

At last it is here in full flush. Winter held on tenaciously 
and mercilessly, but it has let go. The great sun is high on his 
northern journey, and the vegetation, and the bird-singing, and 
the loud fi'og-chorus, the tree budding and hlowing are all upon 
us — and the glorious grass — superbest of earth's garniture — ^with 
its ever-satisfying green. The king birds have come, and the 
corn planter — the scolding Bob-a-link. " Plant your corn, plant 
your corn," says he, as he scurreys athwart the ploughed ground, 
hardly lifting his crank wings to a level with his back, so self> 
important is he in his admonitions. The earlier birds have gone 
to house-keeping, and have disappeared from the spray. There 
has been brief period for them, this spring, for scarcely has the 
deep snow gone, but the dark green grass has come, and first we 
shall know, the ground will be yellow with dandelions. 

I incline to thank Heaven, this glorious morning of May 16th, 
for the pleasant home fi-om which we can greet the spring. Hith- 
erto we have had to await it amid a thicket of village houses — 
low down, close together, and awfully white. For a prospect we 
had the hinder part of an ugly meeting-house — which an enter- 
prising neighbor relieved us of, by planting a dwelling-house right 
before our eyes — (on his own land, and he had a right to,) which 
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rdieved us also of all prospect whatever. And the revival spirit 
of habitation which has come over Concord, is clapping up a 
house between every two in the already crowded town ; and the 
prospect is, it will be soon all buildings. They are constructing 
in quite good taste though — small, trim, cottage like. But I rath- 
er be where I can breathe air, and see beyond my own features, 
than be smothered among the prettiest houses ever built. We 
are on the slope of a hill — it is all sand, be ^ure, on all four sides 
of us, but the air is free (and the sand too, at times) and our 
water is a caution to tee-totallers. There is danger of hard 4rink* 
ing to live by it. Air and water, the two necessaries of life, and 
high, free play ground for the small ones. There is a sand pre- 
cipice hard by, high enough, were it only rock and overlooked 
the ocean, to be as sublime as any of the Nahant clifis. As it is, 
it is altogether a safer haunt for daring childhood, which could 
hardly break its neck by a descent of some hundreds of feet 

A low flat lies between us and the town, with its State house, 
and body guard of well-proportioned steeples standing round. It 
was marshy and wet, but is almost all redeemed by the translation 
into it of the high hills of sand. It must have been a terrible 
place for frogs, judging from what remains of it. Bits of water 
from the springs hard by, lay here and there about the low ground, 
which are peopled as full of singers as ever the gallery of the old 
North Meeting-house was, and quite as melodious ones. Such 
performers I never heard, in marsh or pocl. They are net the 
great, stagnant, bull paddocks — fat and coarse-noted like Archi- 
bald Burgess, but clear water frogs, green, lively and sweet voiced. 
I passed their orchestra going home the other evening, with a 
omall lad, and they were at it — all parts — ten thousand peeps, 
shrill, ear-piercing and incessant, coming up from every quarter, 
accompanied by a second, from some larger swimmer with his 
trombone — and broken in upon, every now and then, but not dis- 
cordantly, with the loud, quick holler , that resembles the cry of the 
tree toad. " There are the Hutchinsons," cried the lad. " The 
Rainers/' responded I, — glad to remember enough of my ancient 
Latin to know that Rana or some such sounding word, stood for 
frog. But it was a ^* band of music,'' as the Miller friends say. 
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Like other singers (all but the Hutchinsons) these are apt to sing 
too much — all the time they are awake— constituting really too 
much of a good thing. I have wondered if the little reptiles 
were singing in concert, or whether every one peeped on his own 
hook, their neighborhood only making it a choms. I incline to 
the opinion that they are performing together — that they know 
the tune and each carries his part — sel (^selected, in free meeting, 
and therefore never discordant. The h<mr rule of Congress might 
be useful— though far less needed among the frogs, than among 
the profane croakers of the fens at Washington. 

They will soon disappear — the people are a building, they will 
soon turn every frog-stand into a human habitation, and hide 
every square yard of surface with a tenement, huiU to let. I wish 
the owners woald build to live in, and that every poor tenant 
might turn owner. I hate to see a whole village rented oat, with 
nobody at home. But success to the little town — they are as 
busy as bees, and the noise of the carpenter's hammer, and the 
clink of the stone cutter are as universal as the frog-peeps. I 
can't imagine where so many people are coming from, or what 
they are coming to. I am entirely unacquainted with the con- 
dition of the business world. But I hope they will all hare some* 
thing to eat, and something honest and useful to earn it at. If 
they should not, there will be a sorry congregation of the poor 
people here, by and by. They will be in as bad a box as a pond 
of frogs with the water drained off, or dried up, or superseded by 
the sand of the house builders. Temperance and industry will 
get a living almost any where, though I would rather get it in 
country, than in thick-settled town. 



THE STULTIFYING POWER OF SUPERSTITION. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Sept. 15, 1843.] 

It robs humanity of the light of intellect, as ;well as of all 
moral principle— and all moral sensibility and scrupulousness. I 
was much struck with an incidental developement of this in Dan- 
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iel O'Connell. I am reminded of it now by seeing him called a 
" bigoted Roman Catholic," in Amasa Walker's letter. It was 
at a dinner table in London. I was dining with Joseph aiul 
Elizabeth Pease. Late during dinner, O'Connell was announced. 
He came in wide awake, with all his splendid nature in full aai« 
mation and play. It was parliament time — and anniversary time 
at the World's Capital, and O'Connell had a prominent part to 
perform at every philanthropic meeting held in the old city — as 
well as being not an entirely idle spectator in the House of Com- 
mons. He sat down to the table directly opposite to me, across 
it. It was the first opportunity I had had of seeing the Great 
Agitator in private, and I did not abate all the observation I 
could decently take of his masterly countenance. It was all of 
a light flame of intellect and genius, when he took his seat, and 
cast his regard about on all at the small tabje. He was scarcely 
seated, when I observed his fine face part with its entire expres- 
sion, and become an idiotic blank — as unmeaning as the visage 
of a great calf. It was so sudden and so extreme and so hide- 
ous, that it amazed me. He was at his holy Catholic devoti<Mis be^ 
ibre meat. The corners of his beautiful and eloquent mouth were 
wofully and idiotically drawn down — that eye, whose flash ani-^ 
mates Ireland, and ** whose bend doth awe the" Wellingtons and 
the Broughams of England — had not only '^ lost its lustre," but 
put on an expression of positive insignificancy, as much surpass* 
ing the competency of common eyes to " signify nothing," as 
its ordinary brilliancy exceeds that of every-day men. He 
crossed his broad and desolate forehead, with a most unmeaning 
finger^ and then letting it down, of its own imwitting weight, he 
made another >^ on his great breast. There was not a man in 
the United Kingdom, I don't believe, who could have looked 
like such an infinite fool. It was bul an instant, and the idiotic 
fog went off, and all that was O'Connell emerged again at once. 
It amazed and confounded me. It was Catholic monkery, and I 
could therefore look upon it with Protestant intrepidity. I could 
behold it as it was — and I never shall forget it. I never before 
had a consciousness of the blasting power of Superstition over 
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Human Nature. I here beheld it in the extremity of its poten- 
cy. It had transformed Daniel O'Connell, in a single instant, 
into something vastly more than a natural fool. 



POLITICS. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Dec. Id, 1840.] 

Our people seem to think it is the chief end of man. If our 
gods could be sculptured out, or depicted in any way, and given 
name and form — some queer-looking one would have to be drawn 
representing the Divinity of Politics. They would have to pic- 
ture an armed rogue — and yet he is one of our crack deities. He 
would rank almost as our Jupiter. Mammon would be a rival 
with him for the precedency of worship, — but along about elec- 
tions, the money god would have to stand round for a day or two. 

Every thing runs into politics. — It gives such a chance to fight, 
and show power. They have dragged the poor old Temperance 
enterprise and the Anti-slavery cause to the ballot box — and tried 
to make them enlist in the squabble of elections. 

The Teinperance movement they may swamp there, if they 
will, but not the Anti-slavery, so far as I can hinder it. And 
there is a band of moral abditionists, who will keep up the anti- 
slavery front in the field of truth, and not suff^ it to be identi- 
fied or confounded with this physico-morajl, this pacifico-military 
demonstration, into which new-organization attempted to betray 
the cause in New England, and into which it has casually fallen, 
to some extent, in other parts of the country. Politics would be 
Anti-slavery's death. Third Party would figure under its ban- 
ner, till it might become numerous enough to attract the cupidity 
and the purchase of one of the other two great gambler parties, 
who alone can maintain a perpetual play in the country. There 
it would be absorbed, and there's an end of your anti-slavery. It 
would compromise on very low terms with any party that would 
reward its leaders with official power. Politics is gaming, and 
whoever will dabble in it attains the morality of a gambler. All 
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gamblers play for the winning — and Third Party will go the wAy 
of First Party and Second. The only object of Party is Power. 
To get it or to preserve it, is its only possible motive. Any thaig 
that would bring power, or perpetuate it, is always unhesitatini^y 
and unscrupulously resorted to, — and any thing that would hazard 
it, shunned, with instinctive dread and avoidancts. Third Party 
can be indifferent honest, only while it remains too feeble to be 
contemptible — when it shall have attained numbers to make it an 
object of continued scorn with the two rivals— or a little onward, 
when it rises to the dignity of being odious — it will be sucked 
up at once. Three Political Parties can't live. It is impomble. 
So soon as Third Party gets big enough to begin to pass musler, 
ch: to attract inspection^ it will be devoured by the great polilioal 
Anaconda, quicker than ever a famished Boa swallowed a rabbit. 
Then where is Anti-slavery — swallowed — with Third Party. - 

Let, then, all abolitionists redouble their anti-^avery, moKal 
energy. We must keep the country in a state of alarm for its 
l^o-slavery institutions, until slavery is abolished. Instead of 
vainly endeavoring to avail ourselves of these blood-stained, soul- 
fettering institutions as instrumentalities, which would abeorb 
our movement instead of aiding it — we must lay the mwal betlk- 
axe at the root of every one of them that is hostile to human 
rights, or that is interested to oppose our free movement. Instead 
€>f defending ourselves when they abuse us, let us throw away 
the shield, and rush upon their citadels. Let them do the de- 
fending. We have nothing to defend-— our sole business is at- 
tack, and consequently we have no use for defensive weapous or 
armor. 

. A ** Liberty Party" Convention is called in this State, I see 
by the People's Advocate. I would have abolitionists beware of 
involving themselves in it. As politicians they can choose, be- 
tween Third and the other parties, — but not safely, as abolition- 
ists, as it seems to me. I don't ask of any politicians to quit one 
party for another. I ask all aboliticmists, and e^ecially Third 
Party men (nominally) to quit their parties entirely, and quit pdi- 
tics entirely. I would quit it, as I would drinking ^otsmdking^ 
{X cJiewing, or any other immoral practices. I would qoii the 
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ballot box^ as I would the militia. It is as iifHinoral to vote or be 
TOted for, for pditical office, as to train or enlist in the army. 
Why not t What is the difference T There is a physical di^r- 
ence between training on muster day, on parade— and marching 
to storm a town, or attack a troop in battle. But what difference 
in the character of the two movements? One is a training for 
the other. The spirit of them is the same. So political action 
is of one spirit and intent with military. The weapons of both 
are violence, and the instrumentalities of both, bloodshed uid 
murder. 

What is the government, after which all jxilitical actimi ia dm- 
ing, "but an armed battery! What is its voice, but the report of 
cannon — its sanctions, but the bayonet and the halter ! Let them 
have their governments, and their armies, and navies,— out of the 
anti-slavery field — ^but not in it I have nothing to say here 
agunst government and politics generally, as immoralities,— hnt 
with special intent to have them dbne away as institutions aside 
from our movement. They are immoralities,' and therefore not 
to our anti-slavery purpose. It is immoral to strike a man,' or 
threaten him, or to ask the sheriff to do it for you— -or the miKtia 
officer, or the governor as such — or the penal law-maker— or the 
voter. IMbral action is addressed to the moral qualities of e 
moral being — and does not act physically oin the body and animd 
senses. There is nothing reformatory in animal action. The 
very beasts are injured by this political sort of corrective and re- 
form. 

Good farmers are learning that there is a better way to treat 
their cattle than by blowsL The hobtler of intelligence and kind- 
ness, is ceasing to maul his noble horse. They are leaving off 
the practice of breaking steers and colts — for the reason that it 
IS cruel — undeserved by the brute, and unworthy the en^hyer, 
and because a wMe horse or ox, is better than a broken one. 
Political action is unfit even for bmte animals. Is it fitter ibr 
man t Is humanity less susceptible of moral influences than 
what we call brutality t A politician is but a man driver, a ho- 
man teamster. His business is to control men by the whip and 
the goad. His occupatkm would he uitlawfiil and- inex p edient 
23 



^g^ SHAK£SP£A^ GALLERY. 

toward even tlie cattle. I saw a l)ook in Ireland entitled " 'pile 
Rights of Aniinals." The title alone was worth more than most 
lM>oks. It suggested a grand idea — that 8uima}s had rights, an4 
^vere not to be the victims of arbitrary caprice. Have ma|ikjnd 
any ugbtst Yi'ill those ballot-box haunters i-espect these rights, 
or will lliey vote them down? They ca^'t^get the power, these 
Third Party people — they can't rationally expect it. They may 
amuse themselves in organizing, and fussing and^struggling for 
it-r-esteeraing themselves of little consequence as men, they may 
strive to make themselves of some, as voters. There they 9an 
cotmf , as thfi constitHents ojf an office-holder— or ratlier of a iifif 
didate — for they can't get office. The political Evil (j cuius woi4d 
cheat them out of their party, by a compromise, long before he 
would allow them to approach within reach of power. Qut >i'hile 
they are amusing themselves with this fictitious effort ailer it^-^this 
loimic politics, — this boy's train'mg — for it all amoujits to this^ 
and no more — while they are at this, they lose all relish for high 
naoral enterprise. They will run all to tham politics, ajid when 
that eYaporates, they will disappear. Whereas moral anti-slavery is 
immortal — and immortalizing to the spirit. It cannot be cheated 
by compromise— ror wearied out or baffled. It rises the fresher 
fpm every conflict — invigorated by its own exertion. It contin- 
ually rises and broadens in aim and instrumentality, and life's 
evih and mischtefk must give way before it. 



•"SHAKESPfiARB GALLKRY." 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Apn^ 10, 1844. J 

I M4UIT try to keep open a little department ibr the accommoda- 
tion of the weekljMMming Nos. of our Bard. It is contemi^ated 
there will be a hundred of them,r*if 8i>, it, would warrant qutt^ 
a permanent establishment. I onee bad i^ bk of «g1io1v or^, 
that I might have laid out here to some adv^ntag eg — and a mod* 
erate eye to notice, and hand to note down the beauties botli q£ 
text and UkusttatioU, aa they- are here diei^ayed. And once, hafi . 
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I attempted it, in soMe pitiful stotariaii, or p^uty, or literary sheet, 
I thoold have stood a chancs' to get qaoted into the p^riodicxds 
round, and credit given, openly, and iny sheet' suhscribed ibr. 
But BOW, why, if k: ^CitAd paiht here with Shakespeare's 6wn 
peneil, not a vatnal pran of then aH would dare borrow it, and 
own where they giot it,-— or scarcely steal it, for fear of detectioi). 
Not detection by the ownet, but the party cf sect — their (n»neft. 
Who dares ^ote from the Herald' of Freedom t Who dares in- 
sert the gidlant natfn^ oirisr an extract ini their cowering sheets, 
aiid let their c^wner^'or overseers discover it— even though ^e 
article were vitdl enongh to rescue the whole periodical ttadk 
ebhvioaf But t'^cannot Mame them. They are dependents. 
They ''most Hve,** as Burns said by the mouse. And to qUbte 
the Herald of Freedom, or Liberator, would nd more allow thetd 
to have breads than editing one of them, affords it -to me. It is 
<getting t4> be safe a&d tolerably 'comnion to copy from (he National 
Stttidard. ** Mrs. Child*' has been quoted, a considerable while, 
and waa while she ediited the 8tand^;-^*not as the '^ Anti-Slavei^ 
jry Standard," but as>^ Mrs. Child.** It was theft, thn* to borroiir 
without Kberty. They wouldnH have dared treat any other press 
than the aati-slavery, so. They trifle with us, as they do with th6 
poor colored people. But they won^alwaySL The wheel is tumingi 

The 3d Na of Shakespeare -has arrived. It goes on with 
Hamlet, beginning with last of Act III. Its first cut, the " Palace 
of Rosenberg," with its steepled towers threatening the sky. Oh 
how inhoepitaftle, how pitiless, how unlike welcome, or shelter, 
or home, these palace towers, and all turrets look. Minarets, 
they are sometimes ealled« Is there a Latin word that meails 
threaten f that it cam hare sfhrung fi-om! They threaten hmnan- 
ity, as well as heaven-'--4he9e wnna^ttw and steeples. Woods 
gloom aroand this '^ Roseftberg,'' — a Kingly fountain plays in its 
ftont,— «ouehaat monsters Iry.on pedestals each side its entranccf, 
to bid mdcame the' way-farer. Haughty wieB, but net happy, are 
seen loongnig in its parks^ 

Fage IbUawingy « trafnedy-loeking arin is defneted, thrusting a 
tapi«r at sotne nnssen'^rat'' " behind the arras,** — the hand of 
the left arm visible, as if elotehing sonlewhere to gif^ fwrcha^ 
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to the thrust. A desigaung jthb, poor Pcionius had an interait ia. 
Or, closer looking, ia it some dragon iiandsy sqoeezing oatpolfldfa 
on to the point of Laertes' rapier t 

On farther, a pile of the old Danish panoplj, witk th« rtvenei 
ensign, that used to frighten Britain in the days of her Seven 
Kings, or thereabouts. The Raven not very strikingly pictured. 
They made handapmer battle-axes in them days, than standards: 

On farther — " a plain in Denmark"-— covered with advaaeiikg 
forces — a proudrlooking old host — ^Norwegims, it seems, going 
with an army of mighty " mass and charge. * to take a *'^takf' 
of Poland, that would neither rent nor sell lor V fire ducat8;"*«B 
the poor captain confesses, who leads the march. Hamlet tty% 
" Two thousand soub and twenty thousand dacats will not^' pay 
the cost of it A sample of the cost and the occasion of gtneni 
wars. A fleet in the cloudy distance, on the Baltic 

A little way on, — and " poor Ophelia," — her pomp and ladyw 
ship all abjured and gone, along with her wits, — and she in pen^ 
sant garb and attitude, asking maniac questions at some stranger, 
I take it to be, gaping, curiously, out at a window. She, poor gal, 
is singing love-songs, along. A sad transform. Though I hardly 
know which is the most undesirable pickle to be in, this, or the 
peacock one she was born ajud bred to. 

The next pictorial — the sailors handing Hamlet's letter to Ho- 
ratio. The poor fellow, who delivers it, is hoisting one foot, aad 
scratching his pate, in deprecation of the impatience of the gentlei* 
mjm he is inUrrupting by handing him a letter. Poor vassal tar, 
he thinks he is highly favored by being allowed to deliver it, and 
live. Horatio looks with all the hateful self-importanee of a 
secondrhand aristocrat, — a dependent gentleman, in presence of 
his inferiors. Nobody looks down with so ineffable an eye, as 
they that have ^to look up part of the time. Your king can afibrd 
to look on the serf with quite mitigated scorn. Indeed, he woold 
hardly frown on him, more than on a dog. Horatio, I suppoaei, 
was a kind of toad-eater to Lord Hamlet, and therefore he would 
scowl at the intrusion of a sailor. The poor, dog tars look as 
thw profession makes .them feel,-^bnt not quite so degraded and 
stupid as the servant that iutrodueca them.- 
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The next a dark pietare — the inkjr oeean vid Denmark's ships 
h^fering tipdii k, with ont^read, stormy-looking wings. The 
eloiids look threatenmg and black, and the keels tnniing np at 
the prows like the aneient galley, midte a pietaresqoe and gaDant 
show. These are the old Rorers, I snppose, that nsed to light 
down upon Saxon England^ from the North sea. ' 

And next is Ophelia, drowning — where the willows let down 
their " hoar leaves in the glassy stream." " Her clothes spread 
wide— 4)earing her u|/'— her crazy wild flowers, aH ** her wteedy 
trophies," scattered os the brook, and she, in maniac indiflerency 
to her duiger, garlandinjgher poor head, and ohanting bits of "tld 
psalm tunes — a toncfaing sight 

The next one is the cat of etits — as it is the scene of scenes, 
the grare diggers ! An did tree top orer head^— like the mud 
arm of one of the dd Connecticut rirer Elms, a centory and t 
haFf old-^-tree^lmbs-to the rery wooden life. Under it standee an 
ancient cross, that the old Northern superstition had posted tfaen^ 
in the church yard, in behalf of the " dead and turned to clay." 
At its foot, the Two Clowns, one with " a pick axe," and the other 
with '* a spadei." They are discussing ." Crowaer's 'questrLaw.'* 
One is the old Sexton, by his look. He settles the legality of 
Ophelia's burial. His younger fellow-digger looks for all the 
world as if he was asking if ** that was Law !" Stupid as his 
pick-axe, his cod's eye within an inchof smiling,-at the delightful 
legal intelligence he i» getting. While old Coke sits, handi 
clasped on his shovel handle, and looking with all the sage satis- 
faction of an <ald ceonsellor, who cares as little as he knows what 
his opinion is good for, so long as it goes for law witb his poor 
hearer. They are looking one another most intelligently in tbef 
face. The inquiring elown^— the )aw-pnpfl, is lifting <»ie hand 
almost into a gesture. Clowns I See to what, Society can reductf 
that " piece of work,'^ this same Shakespeare elsewhere calls 
** man." It doesn't look much •* like a god, in action'?^— or ** an 
angel, in appreheiiBk»,'^hercf. ■ On tlife opposite page an impo- 
sing old chuKh. These dd cathedrals !^-^4t is- they, have madv 
" man" into •* downs." 

On the next page, a Ml hand emerges from a partiy dog graTe, 

23» 
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a clown's hand palpably, vielding a q[>ade, whick is tarjaiog^^out 
a skull. A w<mderfully expressive liule cut It is tbe skuU of 
Yorick — " three and twenty years i' the earth," and now again 
visiting the air and light, bat not to jest ibr the entertHimnent of 
kings. The king he used to entertain, had himself gone to eutprt 
tain other jesters and digestets-^eTen ''my la^y worms." - 

On another page a picture of Yorick, capering like a jfo^l, as 
he was, with young Hamlet on his back, who looks like an alrei^(y 
spoiled child. Another picture — and a kingly apartment, and 
humanity around a table, in all degrees of debasement — ^its two 
debasing extremes, the jester and the king-— the jester performing, 
and the miserable king laughing most royally and majesticallj^— 
both most apparent *' fools." Obsequious courtiery is sitting ;by, 
tickled to death, 0^ course, in obedience to his tasteful Majestj, 
and his Miyesty's wit, as displayed by his Majesty'ff jester. . 

This ends the pictonal of the No. A long notice of it-4>ut 
not long in the scratching. 



OORGEOUS SKETCH OP OTH3NNELL, AND THE TARA 

MEETPING. 

XFrom the Herald of Freedom of May 17, 1844^] 

The friends of humanity — xead^ s of the Herald of Freedom-r- 
will take interest in movements any where in the world, in behalf 
of poor, down-trampled^ subjected human kind. Th^ agitations 
of O'CkNinell are for a comparatively low object. It is not much 
for poor Ireland, to be transferred from an Imperial to a Provin- 
cial Parhament To be ruled on the banks of the subject Liffisy, 
instead of on the banks of haughty, riU^ old Thames. To be 
devoured by a domestic Locustry, instead of one that lights down 
upon the other side of the St. George's channel, and there sucks 
her fAtn blood through a tube, a little protracted. Her veins will 
be exhausted in either event, aad Gavemw^eni will drain them 
dry. O'ConnelJ doesn't cteqaaqd ^(^oveniinent for the Isis^ 
people. He doesn't deem them capable of it| iff himself ciq[(ahle 
of it. He does not aspire to freedom, himself. Ha is a coateoted 
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subject. He acknowledges allegiance to his Queen, and doesn't 
feel dishonored by the subfeetion and vassalage it implies. But 
he is struggling upward. He is making advances. He is learn- 
ing there is something of more potency than powder and steel. 
He has armed his millions with weapons that are an overmatch 
for Wellington's Bayonets, which could disperse the whirlwind 
onset of Napoleon's Guards — even with their unarmed and de- 
fenceless hands. The hard hands of Irish Labor — with nothing 
in them — they ring them like slabs of marMe together, in response 
to the wild appeals of OConnell, on the hills of their country — 
and the British troops stand conquered before them, with shoul- 
dered arms. Ireland is on her feet with nothing in her hands, 
impregnable and unassailable in her titter deiencelessness. The 
first time a nation ever sprung to its feet, unarmed. They hare 
no defensive weapons, and they are secure from attack. The 
veterans of England behold them, and forbear to fire. They see 
no mark. It won't do to fire upon men. It will do to fire only 
on soldiers. They are the proper mark for the murderous gun. 
Men cannot be fired at. O'Connell, by circumstances, has found 
it out, and is taking advantage of it. He will learn, by and by, 
that if there wasn't a musket in Ireland, no Red-coat would dare 
cross her channel. It would be a grander purgation for the Em- 
erald Isle, than St. Patrick's, which rid it of the serpents. If all 
Ireland would make proclamation, banishing from their green 
borders forever, all instruments of death, and avowing eternal 
peace and good will to man, England would cry, conquered and 
beat ! to all the world ; and would withdraw and disband her le- 
gions. They would disband, of themselves, ott the spot, and turn 
Irishmen, and throw their hateful-looking war trappings into the 
ocean, and learn the direful trade no more. It is coming to that, 
the worrd over, and when it does come to it, oh what a long breath 
of relief and of rest will the tired world draw, as it stretches itself, 
for the first time, out upon earth's greennsward, and learns the 
meaning of repose and peacf^ful sleep. 

But this is not the mere introduction I sat down, at this inter-' 
val of manual labor, to give to the French Viscount's account of 
the Tara meeting, on the Hill of Kings, and by the Stone of 
Destiny. It is frcnn a paper fresh from Ireland. 



379 THE HUTCHfN80!f8. 



THE HUTCHIN80NSI 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Jane 14, 1844.] 

* * * One word more. The Hutchinsont. No one wilt 
vpij longer tax me with hyperbole or exaggeralion — ^when I exuU 
uX these matchless Anti-Slavery songsters. They surpassed then^ 
selres at the Convention. They came out with some new straini^ 
ajad sung some that were net entirely new with prodigioua am4 
indescribable effect Ames says it takes an orator to describe 
an oratoTy— or write his life. I say it would take musicians aiui 
music to describe these singers. Their outburst at the Coo* 
rentioQ, in Jesse's celebrated. ''Get off the tracky".is absolutely 
indescribable in any words that can be penned. It rqiresented the - 
moral Rail Road in characters of living light and song, with all 
its terrible enginery and. speed and danger. And when they came 
to that chorus-cry, thai gives name to Uie song, — when they cried 
to the heedless pro-slavery multitude that were stupidly lingering, 
on the track, and the Engine "Liberator" coming hard upoa' 
them, under full steam and all speed, — the Liberty Bell loud 
rlngmg, and they standing like deaf men right in its whirlwind 
path, — the way they cried "Get off the track/' in defiance of all 
time and rule, was magnificent and sublime. They forgot their 
harmony, and shouted one afler another, or all in confiised outcry , 
like an alarmed multitude of spectators, about to witness a ter- 
rible rail road catastrophe. But I am trying to describe it I 
should only say it was indescribable. It was 4ife — it was nature, 
transcending . the musical staff — and the gamut, the minim and 
the semi-breve, and ledger lines. It was the cry of the people, 
into which their over-wrought and illimitable music had drgen" 
trated, — and it was glorious to witness them alighting down again 
from their wild flight into the current of song, — like so many 
pwans upon the i^vcr from which they had soared, a moment, 
wildly into the air The multitude who heard them will bear me 
witness, that they transcended the very province of mere music,— 
which is, afler all, like eloquence, or like poetry,— but one of the 
subordinate departments of humanity. It was exaggerated, snb- 
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limated — transcendent song. God be thanked the Hutchinsons 
are in the Anti-Slavery raorement— -for their sakes as well as for 
ours. Their music would ruin them, but for the chastening influ- 
ences of ouf glorious enterprise. It will now inspire all their 
genius and give it foil play/— and will guard them from the se- 
dttctioDs of the Mattering world, which, but far its protections, 
wonld make them a prey. I note them, not to praise then. I 
ant above that,--*«s they are. I do it in exaltation for the Cause, 
and for their adimanitum, though while they are abolitionists, they 
do not need it Anti-Slavery is a safo regulator of the strongest 
genius. I here take occasion to esj^ in defiance of ail rule, that 
Jesse Hutchinson, Junior, is the most gifted song writer of the 
tim^s — so far as I' know. None of our most approved poetry 
comes up to Ins — ^writt^h in the hmrly <if the antt-^Iarery debate. 
It is pefhaps ciwing to (his and to the fact that he' writes to sing 
rather than to read — writes under the inftuenee of song-^-that 
the tnnsic precedes the poetry in his mind — that the words eorae 
at the call of the music, imd are drafted into its serrice^— or rat bier 
▼dilnteer at its smnmons, — that his poetry shtgs so much better 
than PierpoBit*s, or Burleigh^s, ^Lowell's, or Whittier's — or Any 
of the bards. Burns wrote his immortal songs to match the tunes 
sent him by 'George Thompeoa. He couldn't sing, lik^ Jesse 
Hutchinson. I don't know as he could ait all. His soul could', 
if his voice' cofildn't,—-and under its inq>iration he poured forth 
his lays, in songster verse. ' What songs he would have left us, if 
he could have written under isuch a spell of musio as possesses 
the Hutchinsons ! Jesse's songs temind me of him. *' The Slave 
Mother" is hardly surpassed in simplicity imd pathos by any 
thing of Burns. I only mention it to call the attention of the 
pe<^Ie to what is going on in the Anti-Slavery fidd. They'll ad 
misi fl, if they doni come th^e. 
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[From Uie HfnldLof Freodom of. Jnlj 26, 1844.] 

. T&I8 is the {sdlnresqad 'and appnpdale' ntee of « covlMMilf 
j^Bg art8tQcrat» of Bootan, wk^ li«re«iriwdte4 tbenwellRee in 
ibehatf cf our JLebgion md Law. f TimTigm 1'^ TlK^f «i»a 
.ttilicary covpanj, a portieii of tke "mr« defence ^ the fiUit«»'' 
And to he mxnt tlMjr ave: ha '^aare: defenoe^'' and oid^r defiFtme. 
jktia a tiger inatitatkn-^lun Staie id hmmI have tiigeiiNili d^ 
jfiMice. ^d ito ^y and aietar, the Chnreh, ia a tigvcM leiVed 
At Church the Blatn'a abter. She m never akin than lhl«. -^i^ 
if the brkie*-^:8tateVi w2fe. Or, ratber^ the Stafir't mumfm, 
jl being forbidden by «' enr MntitntionV' that Ctaireh wd filale 
inlenaanry^,. Skit ia theState'a j^anuncur. , bdiffiMw-liPQni.^t)^ 
nlliaBee carried on «?er the water, m that it is iXlicik hero, anApnt 
confeased. WeU^ the defoice of: tibMse intnusisa is iho iniM|i»**- 
•fM: the lurmed and aecontred tig^isai bi\ the land^ : : 

The "Boslott Tigers" ha?e leoently siflied not Imki tlfek 
jiiD^e,. pn a seoetvto.the cities of New York sEsid- BeltiisKHPak 
The papers are f^te animirtediii annennoii^ft *The giesl 
Boston presses advertise, «ith imMenae ^esger jp<bss? and 'enndatsen» 
tins sally of their ckjr *' Tig^us?' — and fl|^a)c vcsryi elpqucptlj luld 
graphically of their tooth.and sUv;e<luipBieat,rttttd, their etiiped 
BtHgcd unifomL One would tbi^k'rroBa their tone, that Boston 
was one great menagerie — or fOa Afri^fUEi or Indian desert, wilk 
hyenas and pards lor editorA, . Their editors are, sop9 of them, 
half hyena, and it is -with <|uite a feUom feeling, that thejr an- 
nounce these salliee of '' The Tigris.-' ^ I vn^ 8<^ry tof een.feif»d 
^uclcini^nnn, /cff tbaCooriec, ^ofiy^canean, as to adv^srtise ^* T£h$ 
Tigers." I understand '' The Boeton Tigers'' bsd e clltpWin gn 
out with them. Of course, they would have a chaplain. I am 
told the Reverend Mr. Lothrop, of the Unitarian Church, served 
on this expedition. A chaplain to tigers ! And why not tigers 
have chaplains, as well as 74's ! Parker Pillsbnry, snmetimes, 
in his speeches, guesses the Cuba Blood Hound Regiment had 
them. And why shouldn't a regiment of tigers ? There is notb- 
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ii^ uMompatible in iL A cbaphuil is-^ftrniverous — and is nalu- 
raUj ann€d likeauch » xegiiDeQl. Ind^, I know no Uo^mb so 
adapted ta a ohaplainej,— «or so congenial^ or so in need of oii#>. 
aa a traop of Bengal Tigera, or a brigad^i^ slajrery-jtrained Blood: 
Honnit^ feom cigistian Qabm, 

-■ Tiiiae/' lloaioaTigen"<T^jr tbe way, are a pretty be?y to iH 
loeae npon theraontbem eiliea aiMi Ihe inl^«Md*ate villagee ai»d 
liamlata. Tkey wili wma&:pr^ on the io«>d,: and after they getr 
there, Tbay wilLnol be oentent with the ji^rciy of their chaplain.; 
Ckoery, what ia the nmfosm id cjiaplain to.a. Ifoqp pf ligeri^I The. 
Hieiy-ef the Pjinre off eaecwifiBUBed with 1)9^^ There 

is. ezcelleni. aaihtMry .meaning in thjul n^ife of " Tigera." Uj, 
tbekgrig ugain Iwnttder if .that Royal Bengal Tiger hMhiapri^ 
vale ehaplaiiH^hNi " chaplain in crdiriaryr " Bui thia. is a]i utfidUi 
apecidatHn— sand uavidA^i|a:a|Uic)^vigQf,^nr wi and reiig^onai 
inatknliona. . 

''Xte Tigera'- ie> on^ a apirited and gi^Unt name fiir a hand 
of patriotic yonng Boatoftianay who^aya^. »nae4 Sof (be defence; 
q£ that eeuntry^ apd.tre ont ibr ^eaaofung and.()iacip)ine. They 
jr^. npt qaadrope4 tigars,--but chrifsti^ yonng." gentlemen aS. 
paoperty fu^ sUmdi^^'' (^t i^ not gohig oa.aU-foura») and onljF 
oaUed V. Tigeira" 1^ wi^ of. diaftinctiofi; and iHqatiathHi 

• t ■ . . . ■ . . I 
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, [Fr^ the Herald of Fvee^om of ^^ept 27, 1841] 

Tnaa velic of iwdai barbanan/iaiatiil hept np among ua, ai*- 
thoBgfa it ia ge uiag elopg tawndthe Tesy^iddkPoftbdlMieeiirV 
tnry'>-^nmehaalkndof ai »pefacid of light and toanoong^ and #ha* 
nee Ow people alii <€ODtinae the annual^ or oAener cuatom of 
triekiBg tfaeniaaives ont io a: kibd of damage: finery » andl marching 
tbonk in the dirty hrandiahing: miadiie^NHin inattnmente in their- 
handa, or vanning them oh tbck ahouidei^ ^ Th^y hanre the ideir 
it is aomtho^ n ec aaMu ry to thcnr liberty end aifety* 

lley) hsMrhni am malnnce drthfe4>arhatiam thia week, » thk 
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place. They cali it '' Oei^eral MtMter"— and tt is preltj g mii vd, 
quite too general, for the credit of a reallj pretty semtfale Had 
oiTilized people. The people of Coiicord*-4o. nj nothmg- a£. 
tomtui aboot, who were, I soppoee, enftged^in it*-*^* kimvliel* 
ter. I know they are under the beaightiiig inflmoic^ gi QtaM 
House and PUlpit, — both of which ineulcatB the dirMity ^B^^Jt' 
eM muster, hot the» 'they kAow betler^-«^fov tAmn a a lig hrt^ofl 
tlie digt dawning, and they musl see tnd know the iblly aodrlte 
etil of such things he this rummy and ridiculoos *^ nostei." iaai 
sorry they- have not i^k themseifes ready to protest eoifaUy agaioH^ 
it. If they woiddr-the people of thk capital tcpnori akib#,-it^Ae 
General Court would, I doubt not, rq>eal, aUea8tjtl» lawobiignigt 
^e people to play the antics of *' muster.'^ Sut it iaooe of Aoiir 
tilings diat people, generally, disKke to move hi first^-^^-^aiid fiNt 
Aofiag in it (as in 0^7 ether reform,)^ is lektathcfimMMtmi 
The judicious go on in the foolery till the fanatics make<h-^eii» 
effdly Tidiculous or infiunotis, -and then it- becomes j irtft wbi fa to 
leaye it off. So it will t)€f with this prank of *' vHistar.^'- -S ''- 
. I Was approaching the Main Street of the tilUig e ■# o b> lay* 
suburb residence-^he morning of the sotemii ^^ccasiiiMi,' atidf 
coCikl perceive something ailed the p^le I met dii"ths Wivf/ 
There was a sort of '< gi^^t training'- eagevness in Umv look,' aiftd' 
hurry in their step. I don't know but I walked a little quicker 
than common, myself, as I dr-ew nigh, and -beheld the current of 
the day setting up street towards " the ground." I knew it was 
training day, for I had heard a oa^nfin^or two fired off about sun- 
rise, — and now and then a drum tap or the squeal of a fife in the 
course of the morning. It was ludicrous,^ — as welf as melancholy, 
to^tand and seethe poor human mukitudetnidfeby in^faedili^ 
Goweopd Main Street 18 never Idcking for dui^»«i4Nit -sow* thane.' 
had been along dronght, eo aeteie^as almost to- amount, to an: 
omen fen: our Advent friends, who axe looking agaiii fbr'aonfla* 
gration,-*^aMi the dust they kioked up as tiwy driov^ and jpanred 
a]ong,-i^man and beast>(if the dtstinctibn eontaiues trauiiag day>): 
was f a caution," ds waU a» a dood. Poor codgen^ cp ibot^<Ad: 
and young, evidently from .som^ .distBnco, as their poor :'tother: 
dothcs bore' dusty .wstnessy^^'-fNiIUng^OD^'^iil^ 
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Lafid/as if it would be death to miss of getting there in season. 
Lots of pediers — getting in late from neighboring musters the 
day before — hastening to get on to the ground to mingle in the 
auction chorus that swells up there so harmoniously with word of 
command and the voice of the chaplain ! By the way, I descried 
the chaplain of the day — ^friend Rydw, of the UniTersalist pulpit^ 
hastening with animated step, towards " the place where prayer Is 
wont to be made." I had just b^en told friend R. was to per<*> 
form — and was rather sorry, because his pulpit had lately been 
taking liberal ground toward the anti^luvery movement,«~aiid 
Anti-Slavery has ''no dealings" with the muster field. I rather 
friend R. had lefl the chaplaincy to Reverend Mr. Dow, of last 
year— or some other of the orthodeixy, to whose ranks friend Dow 
has recently been converted from Universaliem. I think the peaal 
ikkh of orthodoxy is in better keeping than friend Ryder's, with 
sulphurous gunpowder and the other instrumentalities of muster 
field. 

But I saw him hastening to the field at real military rlite. It 
occurred to me, I would like to go and witneto his prayer, — and 
take one glance at the accompaniments. It might afford matter 
for a wholesome word in the " Herald of Freedom," und I hadn't 
for a long time witnessed such a thing as muster Devotions. 1 
had learned moreover, — ^which I wockld mention for friend Ryder's 
credit, that on application from the commander of the Regiment 
to go and open the muster with prayer, — he declined, or hesitated, 
on the ground that he was not friendly to fighting, and thftt the 
Commander gave him to understand — ^if he would go, he should 
be at liberty to pray in his own way. It occurred to me, friend 
R. might make it in his way to pray tt real christian prayer, (in 
sentiment, — for Christianity doesn't hdd to praymg at musters of 
any kind, ecclesiastical or military,) one that would blow muster- 
and ^1 other kind of fighting, up sky high. I was in hopes he 
would. Accordingly I resorted to the "tented field." The 
troopers were there, stretched out in line, — not very long, com- 
pared with the people, — and ndt the crowd of people that used ta 
throng at a muster. I was thankfUl too, to see no women amcxigf 
them, the brief space I was in sight There was movement and 
24 
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evolution among the troops — a gathering inwards, into a sort of 
conference shap , which I soon perceived was a manoeuvering for 
prayer. I followed the multitude of people across the guarded 
lines, where paced the sentinels with trailed musket, to watch 
Ihe borders of the field ! The people were permitted to overpasg 
it — for it was to prayer I We all huddled up dose to the armed 
men. I was almost afraid the people would run on to them, — ibr 
they seemed to have no fear of trainers before their eyes. And 
the idea of prayer on such an occasion and under such circum* 
stances, seemed to strike all minds as more of a joke than any 
thing of sober earnest. I was very glad it did, — for- if there is 
imy thing of Christianity ever in these prayers, the incongruity of 
throwing them up from a n^uster field, is most monstrous. .The 
CkNmmanding officer looked rather seriou»— but it seemed more 
irom anxiety to get through the manceuvre right, than any care for 
t)ie prayer. When he bad got them all posted about, according 
to regimental gunt t, and so they wouldn't be likely to run over 
iriend Ryder, who was on ibot-^and who^ I understood, abso- 
kitely refused to perform horse-back, — the Commander took off 
his cocked-up hat, and ordered " all heads uncovered for pr-ayer." 
The troopers took off their caps, but the people didn't, — a soul 
of them, that I saw, — so it was wholly a military affair^ The 
Colonel intimated, in some way, — I believe it wasn't " word o' 
command" — to friend Ryder, that he might— or must — or could — 
or should— or would — I didn't catch the term — proceed. I didn't 
hear whether he said " lead in prayer" or not. But it amounted 
to a call for prayer, and friend R. took his position and began. 
I was really interested to hear what a man could say in such a 
predicament. I didn't se^ how he could say any thing. But 
friend R. did. He began by invoking the " God of our fathers," 
meaning, I suppose, the revolutionary — continental " fathers" — 
which was in mijitary style enough, — but he went on to call Him 
"feat her'' — and the armed and accoutred array around him, His 
** children'' — and to treat the muster as a sort oi brotherly., f ami- 
Ip affair. He didn't pray for a bit of the spirit of '76— nor for 
any thing that goes to make up or stir up the soldier. Said not 
a word to the '■' God of Battles^" any more than if there . hadn't 
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been any such Deity presiding over mankind, to set them by the 
©are, — not a urord for *' grace" to nerve the arms of our tro<^ 
and steel their hearts to look on blood and carnage without flmch- 
ing or winking, as stern old parson Barnbam would have done, 
had he been there, — n'^t a word, no' even enough in the prayer 
for a 4th of July — ^so far as I remember. It treated mankind as 
brethren^ and God as the father of us all — and wound up by ask- 
ing that in the end all should be received into peace and heaven 
together. He had hardly said " amen" — when the Colonel cried 
out, ** shoulder arms !" and up went the guns and baganets — in 
quite a fraternal — brotherhf, fondly way, I saw one officer on 
a horse trying to run his sword into its case — while friend R. was 
in the midst of his prayer. The sword looked like any thing but 
a family ntensiL He didn't put it up with any reference to the 
prayer— -or to there being a prayer going on. He seemed to put 
it up because he was tired oi carrying it in his hand. A druni 
struck up, rul>-a-dub-bing, a little way back among the trainers* 
The Colonel seemed to think the drum and prayer didn't ke^ 
time, and rode off and had it stopped. But the noise outside the 
lines kept on through all the prayer, and the cry of the pedlers 
rose there high above it towards heaven, mingled with the snap* 
ping of crackers and all manner of training-day uproar. 

After all, it was as fitting an oeeasion of prayer — ^was it not—* 
as friend Daniel Noyes* worship, fresh from a drag-out of Foster ) 
I saw no man look half so much 1 ke ** actual service," on the 
muster field, as friend Stevens, the Secretary of State, when )kI 
laid hold of Foster,-^^r so much like giving the word " fire," or 
" push baganet V* as friend Daniel Noyes did, when he gave the 
signal for the drag-out They went to prayer in friend Noyes' 
worship, right after it — ^and why not on the muster field amid 
guns and bayonets, canteens and cartridge boxes, which are all 
provided expressly to defend this ^exy worship. 

After prayers, I understand (J didn't stay to attend it) they 
had a sham fight, among other exercises. One officer, I was tokf, 
made a speech to the men — in which he told them " war was ac- 
cording to the circumstances of the age —if it wasn't according 
Co the ^irit of the age" — which he seemed to regret — and dwell 
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much on the duty of soldiers Id be brare and itbedient, and on the 
value of discipline. 

Well — this is one of our religious institutions — ^this General 
Muster — as much so ad the Gallows — ^the Pdpit — the Priesthood 
—Slavery, or any other of them. And really, it is becoming, 
now the people are seeing it in its truQ light, one of the least 
harmful of them all. 



AUTHORITY. 

From the Herald of Freedom of Dec. 4, 1844.] 

It is high time this old Incubus were in^ the sepulchre. It has 
long enough been the great bug-bear to frighten the spirit of Re- 
form — ^the giant scare-crow, looming by the road-side of human 
advancement. And it has long enough flapped its ba^looking 
wings in the eyes of the anti-slavery movement It has stood 
across our path-way in every Protean variety of alarming shape. 
It has towered before us in the form of " Glorious Constitutions," 
and " Happy and inviolable Unions ;" of " Ck)mpromises," and 
"Guarantees," and "Revolutionary Fathers." The creatures 
of slavery, all of them, in all that makes them important to the 
question. The people are getting accustomed to these sigktft^ 
and can almost look these forms of authority steadily in the face. 
But Authority has showed itself in the more awful apparition of 
THE Church, with her dreadful array of Sabbaths and Sanctu- 
aries and Sacraments and Priesthood. With these she has reared 
herself up across our anti-slavery path, and with hollow admoni- 
tions warned us to go back. Her Priesthood have had a Book, 
now getting into the hands of the people under the requirements 
of the age— out of which they read the warrant of man to enslave 
his brother, and God's express command as well as permission 
for the damnable deed. The Book was handed down from God 
out of a cloud, on some mountain top half hid in thunder — to 
some one of " the world's gray fathers" — and so far back in time, 
that the age itself when it occurred, has become clothed with a 
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kind of prescriptive divinity. Religion pictures the awful tra- 
dition — even at this period of the world — respecting the half-seen 
hand of the Almighty, as the hand of a man, reaching down the 
terrible trust out of a black cloud, to the implicit and awe-struck 
receiver, who is honored as the messenger of God to the trem- 
bling race. With such pictures as this, does doctorated and 
learned divinity play upon the apprehensions of the people, and 
mould their worship. The Book is at length in the hands of the 
People — but not to be read. They may open it and perform out 
of it their religious services — ^but it can be read by the priests 
alone. For an ordained and learned Priesthood are held neces- 
sary to the interpretation of the Book to the people, and to their 
being instructed in its doctrines. The people can read — and the 
Bible is amply in their hands. Yet it abates not at ail the neces- 
sity of an interpreting Priesthood. Two-and-twenty thousand 
Clergy at least, are c^dained xwer this land, to open the Book, 
and declare to the staring people the interpretation thereof. Set 
apart by— one another, they are, for the expounding of the 
Scriptures, and the unveiling of so much of their mysteries, as 
the eye of the age can bear and live. True, the mass of these 
interpreters are at mortal odds with each other, and the Church, 
under their infallible guidance, is wandering in hostile sects. But 
the Book is the standard, and the infallible authwity of God, and 
his revealed will to man. 

The Priest reads out of it that man may enslave and butcher 
his brother — and the Church receives and inculcates his teach- 
ings — and the abolitionist or friend of peace who gainsays the 
frightful inculcation, is silenced by being branded as an infidel 
and fanatic. 

I do not stop here to vindicate the Bible from these imputations 
cast upon it by its worshippers. Nor to vindicate myself from 
the charge of infidelity, for demanding the immediate abolition 
of slavery, independently of authority, and in the face of author- 
ity, it may be. I deny the competency of Scripture, or of any 
other authority, to sanction slavery. Without disimting with the 
worshippers of the Book, whether or not it sustains these abomi* 
nations, I demand their abolition in the name of suffering and 
24» 
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outraged humanity. If they meet roe with a text, and say they 
got it from the word of God — I reply, I camiot inquire where 
you got it. I, of course, might say it could not he the word of 
God, from its very nature — and that whatever Book contained 
it, was not God's word. But I have a shorter, and I think, 
safer answer. It is, that my demand is right, and your defence is 
false — self-evidently and palpably. I cannot examine your text — 
for meanwhile humanity suffers in chains. My eye is on its de- 
liverance, and I cannot suffer it to be averted for a moment It 
is more important that humanity be disenthralled, than that 
the Book should be vindicated — or its contents correctly as- 
certained. Abolish Slavery first, and examine your Book after- 
wards. If your Book, or its defenders, demur to this, I fear it is 
the enemy of human welfare. If it is friendly to liberty, it will 
not make its own claims paramount. Its friends would say, save 
humanity first — " how much more is a man, better than a" — 
book. I might quote abundance of anti-slavery passages from 
every page of the sacred authority — but I will not do it now. I 
deny now that it is an authority, however Anti-Slavery and how- 
ever true and glorious its contents may be. To be useful, it 
must address itself to human understanding — not as an authority 
to control the will, or move upon the feelings — but to undergo 
inquiry and satisfy the understanding. 

Is this right? May Anti-Slavery take this absolute ground ? Has 
the human mind the power of discerning the right — and is there 
any such thing in human economy as right and wrong? If there 
be, then it must be discernible by us— and not only so, but plain- 
ly and palpably discernible. The impartial eye cannot fail to 
discern it. And to be impartial is our absolute duty. We must 
be so, of our own, self-regulated motion. We must not wait to 
be moved to it. It must be our voluntary movement — made 
upon adequate reason. We are not at liberty to ask God to do 
our work, or to work transmutation in us, in order that we may 
become involuntarily willing to do it ourselves. The duty is 
ours — therefore the performance of it must be. We are com- 
petent to do it — or it is not duty. And to know it also. And 
when we have done it, it is done, and not till then. So long 
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as we do not do it, it r^fttatns undono*— and perhaps wc undone 
also. ^ J 

But if you deny the authority of scripture, you are an infidel. 
Perhaps I am, and perhaps I am not — but what then t What if 
I am? Is it an answer to my truth, to mike me out'an infidell 
I claim to be an abolitionist. I demand the abolition of slave- 
ry — ^Bible or no Bible. I demand it, even if the Bible sanctions 
it. Am I right in demanding its abolition ? That is the question 
for you to answer. Meet it upon its merits. I demand it of 
those who may never have seen the Bible, or heard of it. Let 
those who attach authority to the text, use it for the overthrow 
of slavery, as an argument. They may use it as an authority, if 
they can go no higher — if they cannot comprehend the power 
of truth, or the rights of the soul. But I demand for the slave- 
holder the right to ask a reason, when you call on him to let his 
brother go free. He is under no obligation to regard your ao* 
thority. He is entitled to a reason. He has a reason, I grant — 
always in his own bosom, and is never without <Hie — ^why he 
should instantly cease slaveholding. It is for that reason I ask 
him to do it — and denounce his refusal. 

Anti-Slavery has been attacked with the Bible— and it has en- 
deavored to defend itself with the same weapon. The attempt 
may have been successful, or it may not — but the attack has still 
been renewed. The pro-slavery text is still quoted, and all the 
counter quotation — and all the interpretation, and argument based 
upon it, have failed to oust the biblical slaveholder of his refuge* 
Grant him that his Bible is God's word — that all within its lids is 
inspiration and infallibility — that its writers, compilers and trans- 
lators were all infallible, so that you have now a revelation of the 
will and doctrines of God — and so long as he can find one out of 
the hundred texts he will quote you, he will take refuge under it, — 
and you cannot reach him. You do not touch his heart — for you 
have not appealed to it. You have appealed to his fears — and he 
can answer you by authority, which settles every thing in the eye 
of fear. You have not reached his convictions — for you have 
not allowed him any. Or if when you appealed to his heart — he 
replied by a text — ^you admitted the validity of his reply, by join- 
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ing issue with him upon the text. Should you aot have deciined 
all consideration of his text, and held on upon his convictions of 
the intrinsic iniquity and wrong of slavery 1 

I denounce slaveholding, because it is hurtful and degrading 
to man. Not because it is written that God bath made of one 
blood, d&c. I do not care if there are twenty kinds of blood in 
the veins of mankind. It isn't a question of blood. It injures 
the negro to enslave him, and the white man to be his master. 
This can easily be shown and enforced, and cannot be gainsaid. 
But '' Abraham held slaves." I care not if he did. ''What 
Abraham did, was approved of God." I care not for that. Is it 
fight for you now, to enslave a man ? Give me a single reason for it. 
Is it not inhuman and barbarous 1 No man can deny it '* But 
. did not Paul send Onesimus back V* If lie did, I must send 
Paul back. That is all I can say to that. I will not go into that 
natter. " But you are an infidel." I will not go into that neither. 
" But I will call you so, and destroy your character with the 
people, and frighten them away from your enterprise." No doubt. 
But I will appeal to the people on the self-evident nature of slave- 
holding — and will tell the people that this is what the man^efends 
who calls me infidel — that this is what he says his Book defends, 
and that he calls me infidel, for denying the competency of the 
Book to sustain a system like that. I will ask the people to 
abolish slavery and then to examine that Book and see what is its 
real character and claims to the consideration of mankind. And 
I need not say to them, after they have abolished slavery, that 
if they find the Book countenances it — or any other iniquity,^ 
they ought to spurn not its authority only — but its teachings and 
its spirit. Meanwhile, I let the Book stand on the shelf, and ad- 
dress myself to the overthrow of Slavery — on every principle that 
has power in the human breast. 
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PROPERTY. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of March 15, 1844.] 

I HAZARD the opinien here, that mankind have got to abandon 
it, in practice and in idea, or they never can live peaceably or 
honestly. And what is more, they cannot have a living. There 
cannot be enough raised on the earth, under any conceivable de- 
gree of cultivation, to feed the race, and keep off starvation, on 
the property system. If the whole earth's surface were a garden, 
ihere couldn't be. Vast multitudes would have to star^-e to death, 
and nearly all the rest would live in fear ef it — and . the few who 
didn't feel apprehensive enough, of coming to want, to lead them 
to occupy their minds and cares almost constantly, through life^ 
in getting a Uving, wonld run for relief from their lonely, rare, 
and strange condition, to suicide, in some of its forms. Properi- 
TY can't give mankind a living, " any way you can fix. it." I 
throw oii^ the idea. 

ANOTHBR IDEA. 

Every human creature is entitled to the means of living — ex 
officio — from the fact that he is here on the earth. It won't do to 
starve an infant— -or an idiot— or an old man past his Iab<»r — or 
any body else, who from deficiency or incapacity of any kind^ 
can't get a living. If he is put here, or found here — if he is 
here, he is, ipso facto, {therefore) entitled to comfortable means. 
He is entitled to it-— consequently — ^whether he earns it or not — 
for he is so when he cannot possibly earn it. It is not charity 
(unless of that kind they call good will — the kind friend Paul 
speaks of, where he puts it ahead of '' hope and faith.") It isn't 
supplies furnished to a pauper. He is entitled to it — ^no thanks 
to any body. He is as much entitled to it — free and above-board 
— as a trout is to a brook, or a lark to the blue sky. He can eat 
and drink, as independently, as he can inhale the air, or see the 
light. Why not? If he cmi't, he better not be introduced here. 
Is it well to put a human " young one" here, to die of hunger, 
or thirst, or even of nakedness, or else be preserved as a pauper * 
Is this fair earth but a poor house, by creation and intent ? Was 
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it made for that — and were those other round things, we 
dancing in the firmament to the " music of the spheres" — are 
they all great shiny Poor Houses, with chance of escape to the 
few upon their respective surfaces, who can manage to moiM^po- 
liase the wherewithal, and beconoe the overseerft of the poor, for 
their spheres ? I don't believe pauperism is the natural condition 
of humanity. It is its inevitable, as weH as actual condition, 
wherever the means of living are transmuted into "property," 
«nd held as such. The very fact of propertyizing the means of 
living — will turn mankind-— or whatever kind — into paupers, and 
0¥erseers of the poor. It cannot b^ avoided. One fair glance 
at human aifairs, shows it has done it for the race, now. . One 
retrospect, through the tube of history, discovers it so in all the 
past. And no expedient — ^no varied eflRDrt, no shifting of mfr- 
chinery can make it result otherwise. Make air the subject of 
ownership — of exclusive property — and there isn't enough of it. 
In our forty-five mile stratum round the earth, for the lungs of ever 
so scanty a population — much less for the himdreds of myHone 
now punting upon it. Mak« ''property'' of the sunshine, and 
nine tenths of the human race would have to grope in unintermitted 
darkness — and the other tenth have their eye-sight dazzled ont by 
excess of light. Nobody could see by it. And there isn't water 
enough on the earth, fresh or salt, to give the population drink, 
if it were made " property." And they would have made it so, 
if they could have guarded it from common use. And so of the 
air and sunshine. This hateful, wolfish principle of af^roprift- 
tion wouldn't have lefl a breath of air, or a ray of light— free to 
the use of any soul on God's earth, if it could have possibly pre- 
vented it. But air and sunshine " won't stay" owned. They 
can't be appropriated. Ownership has laid hold of humanity it- 
self — and appropriated it, directly and confessedly — body and 
soul — but it can't grasp the subtle sunshine and the "nimble 
air," and hold them to self, " heirs, executors and administrators." 
If it could, it would, and we should see air sold out by the breath, 
and sunshine by the ray — for what they could be made to bring. 
And the mass of mankind wouldn't have a comfortable supply of 
either, and myriads would die for want of both. There would 
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be as abundant a supplj of al] the other means of living — nece»- 
iaries, comforts, elegancies — ^luxuries if you will — as there is now 
of air and sunshine and water, were they not made ^* property/' 
That is, if there were good nature enough and good sense enougb 
in exercise to leave them free. To appropriate them, is to 
appr<^riate human lift. To saake them '' property'' is to make 
life property. To make them subject of ownership, of accumur 
lation, of loss, of theft, &c., is to make human life subject of all 
these. He takes my life, said Shakespeare, who takes the means 
whereby I live. I mention the authority, for people think some- 
thing, of him. To appropriate the land and its products— spon- 
taneous or produced, is to inevitably debar mankind a living. I 
say, inevitably. Make these things ''property/' and there isn't, 
and can't be, enough of them on earth, to keep the people alive, 
be they many or few. Henry Clay says '' that is property, which 
the Law makes property.'' The brilliant creature was driven to 
say it, to maintain slavery Law is the author of '' property," and 
it can as legitimately make one cmnmon thing, or creature, so, as 
another. A creature, as legitimately as a thing, and one creature, 
legitimately as another. A biped, as a quadruped — a man, as an 
ox. Accordingly Custom Law has made man '' prc^rty." It 
has chosen the Negro. He is docile, and j^iant, and will bear 
being appropriated — alias enslaved. It would enslave, alias 
appropriate any other class of mankind, that could be kept and 
used in that state. The Law is no respecter of person or thing, 
in this behalf. May-be I am impracticably fine here. May-be 
not. I am sick as death at heart, at this mortal—miserable strug- 
gle among mankind for a living. " Poor Devils" — ^they better 
never have been born, a million ibid — than to run this gauntlet 
of life — after a Uving-'^OT the hare means of running it ! Look 
about you, and see your squirming neighbors, writhing and twist- 
ing like so many angle worms in a fisher's bait-box — or the wrig- 
gling animalcule, seen through a magnifying glass, in a vinegar 
drop held up to the burning sun. How they look, and how they 
feel. How base it makes them all — all but a few, rare, eccentric 
qpirits, who, while others have monopolized all the goods, have 
mQnqx)lized all the soul, that ought to belong to the human race. 
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I know some it couldnU spoil. But coming from house to print* 
ing office this mcn'uing — even in our small citif — I felt dismayed 
at the aspect of the struggling and panting people — ^pa^ed to 
demik for a living ! Nobody is safe on the earth amid such a 
tystem. Laws as severe as fate can't protect any body. Let it 
bd abandoned— -or let this be the winding up of the generation! 
I My. 



MACBETH. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of May 2, 1844.] 

Readers of Shakespeare doubtless unite pretty much in horror 
of his murder of Duncan, and of his usurpation of the throne of 
Scotland, and denounce his ^* I^dy" as an ambitious fiend. (Not 
*' friend," as our type said. Herald before last, speaking of her 
boaband. '' This friend of Scotland." We all agree with Mac- 
duff, in calling Macbeth *' fiend of Scotland." And why? Be* 
duse he murdered Duncan and others to get the crown. Well, 
what crown was ever obtained, or maintained, in any other way t 
How came Duncan by the crown t Perhaps, by inheritance. 
And how, his ancestor ? How came the crown on any of their 
heads, but by subjugating, and subject-vug the people, by means 
of murder and violence ? Bonaparte killed ever so many Dun- 
cans and Bourbons, to get the Imperial Diadem on to his head. 
He goes — or went — till he conquered every body — by the name of 
usurper and tyrant. The Bourbons were called Kings and " most 
Christian Majesty." And after Napoleon overrun Europe^ and 
" trampled her vineyards" all down, with the red hoofe of his 
war-horses, he was called. The Emperor. His usurpation was 
forgotten. And had he died a conqueror, his son would have 
succeeded him, and the throne of France would have gone 
down a long line of legitimate monarchs, by the grace of God 
and divine right — ^to kill, or rebel against, any of whom, would 
have been treason and usurpation. And had Macbeth succeed- 
ed, and had s<his, — had his terrible auguries turned out to the 
" hope," as wrfl as to the " ear" — his " none of woman bom/' 
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and his march of ** Birnam Wood," then had the Scottish crown 
descended legitimately in his royal line — as that of England did 
in the line of Conqueror William. After-insurgents against them, 
would have been murjderers and tyrants — the Macbeths of after- 
times. 

I know Macbeth was ti'eacheroas and murderons^ — ^but then he 
was after a crown, and how was he to get it ? He had as good 
right to it as Duncan. What right had Duncan to be King of 
Macbeth — any more than Macbeth to be King of Duncan ! If 
Macbeth had reached out civilly after the diadem, next morning, 
at breakfast — instead of murdering Duncan overnight, to make 
way to it — Duncan would have had his head smitten off, and 
hung out to the kites from the turrets of Inverness. It was a ter- 
rible murder. Macbeth was a dreadful assassin. He ** murdered 
sleep," — the sleep of his tired guest — and his kinsman. Sleep, 
that was " knitting up the ravelled sleeve of" poor Duncan's 
" care,"—" the balm of" his "hurt mind." And that "Lady- 
Macbeth," — she was a woman-monster. She put her backward 
Soldier up to it. But then, kingship, and queenship, was at the 
bottom of it all. Those terrible incentives, and prices of mur- 
der. Let mankind beware of them. Duncan wasn't wise, that 
he trusted his life ih the way of an ambitious — crown-wanting sub- 
ject. He might have known his life wouldn't have been secure,, 
out from behind his oWn battlements. Kings can't travel se- 
curely. Victoria gets shot at, every now and then, in her own 
parks. She can't take a secure breath any where in her Island. 
She dares not go over to Ireland. She has ventured to France — 
but I guess old Duke Wellington made her go — for some reason 
of State. She can't travel ahy where, " to see the world." She 
don't dare come to America, for instance — as her subjects can. 
She can't " go abroad," any where — for comfort and recreation. 
She has got a thing on her head, that makes her a mark every 
where, for the archery of exasperated and down-trodden human- 
ity. It fills her with the apprehension of Cain, lest every one 
finding her should slay her. She isn't safe any where — not even 
in the walled court of Windsor Castle. She is a Usurper, and 
if not a murderer direct, like " Lady Macbeth," she sprung from 
25 
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murder — inherits it and perpetuates it. And by nnd by, scMoe 
Macbeth will murder her poor queenly 8leq>, ^r shoot her down, 
like a pigeon on the wing — as she flits across the glades of 
Windsor Forest — ^by the side of that cipher at the left hand of 
a royal digit — the incidental Albert. Nobody need kill him. 
He ceases at the death of his wife and sovereign. 

Duncan was a murderer and Usurper, as well as Macbeth. 



LETTER FROM PLYMOUTH— EXTRACT. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Angntt 16, 1844.] 

As we were halting in the Concord street for passengers, a dis- 
charge of cannon announced the arrival of a company of Butch- 
ers, from Woburn, Mass. They were not the butchers that kill 
the calves — and wear the long white frocks — but human butch- 
ers, with parti-colored dresses on. They had come to visit the 
Concord Homicides. They marched into the streets as we sat in 
the stage. They had some hateful-looking things in their hands, 
hollow at the ends — with knife-blades fastened to them — and the 
foremost of them carried long naked knives. They were moving 
afler a savage kind of music, made by blowing in trumpets, and 
beating on hollow drums. A hard man rode a noble-looking 
horse, side-ways, before them, as they went by. This was milita- 
ry, I suppose, but it seemed to distress the horse greatly. Close 
by the Homicide leaders, I discovered a great, fat priest, lolling 
along^-one of those, that go by the name, in these days, of min- 
isters of the gospel of Peace. There he was, keeping a sort of 
half-time to the savage music, and counting one among the band 
of the Homicides. He had no gun, or knife in his hands, nor 
trumpet, nor drum-stick. I couldn't see any thing for the great, 
solemn-looking fellow to do — unless he prays for them. They 
say the Homicides have one, to every band, to do their praying. 
They fight, and he prays for luck. It was a horrible sight, and 
made me heart-sick for my kind. I was relieved when the stage 
drove out of the village, out of sight and hearing of the evangeli- 
cal racket. 
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Reached here at 7, P. M. The Pemigewassett Valley all of a 
deep green — the trees flush with leaves, and the meadows dark 
with verdure, although it is but just past hay-time. The late rains 
have made it look like Spring. There isn't a lovdier little vaHey, 
after all, aity side the sea I have been, or in any land, than this 
same ValJey of the Pemigewassett. No clearer stream strays 
from side to side of any wide meadow, and no bluer hills senti- 
nel any low lands, than pile to the skjes, to the northward of this 
sequestered hollow. I never saw it show finer than now. The 
sun was taking its last look, as we came in sight of it. A tide of 
remembrances once more flowed over me, as I passed 6y scene 
after scene, of earliest boyhood. Large trees, that were saplings 
dmost, when I used to climb them. An i Id fisliing-brook, that 
had only changed \yy growing smaller, from the clearing of the 
woods up near its isources. In oilier respects, the same as wlien 
I couldn't jump across its scanty channel. Next day, at noon, I 
had the pleasure of seeing The Hbtchinsons and their compan- 
ions (or the mountains, entering the village. To have them enter 
my native village was, to me, an event. They came in sing- 
ing Felicia Hemans* ** Voice of Spring," — and that season never 
came down upon a valley, after a long absence^ with a sweeter 
melody. 

** 1 ct)in<e, I come, ye have called me longr, 
I come o*er the moantains, with light and song.** 

And so they did. I havenU been so excited before here, since 
George Thompson came to pour his anti-slavery music, in 1834. 
Kindred advents, — George, to pour his matchless music of Speech, 
and they, their ipatchiess speech of Mujsic^ I rejoiced at both, 
for my dear native spot. I had a little anxiety, lest the odium 
entertained here for my heresies, and for me, on account of 
them, should be extended to them, as my companions and ad- 
mired friends, and prevent their having an audience, ol their 
Concert. I did not care so much on their account, for tliey caa 
get audiences enough, any where and every where, — but on ao 
count of the peq)le of the Valley here, who I wished might enjoy 
the rare treat, I had taken some pa'ms to procure for them. For 
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really, I desire to make them no unkinder return, ibr any lack of 
love they may entertain towards me — and I am 4ruly glad they 
have enjoyed it, and that I had some agency in procuring it to 
them. And I trust the day will come, and in my own day too, 
when they will all find they had as much cause to be hostile to 
me for this, as for any act, tow-ards them, of my life. 

The Concert was in the Court House — a &ie room for music, 
but too small for the audience, in a dog-day night. It was 
crowded. Many people came in from the surrounding towns. 
The Hutchinsons have never sung to a more intelligent and taste- 
ful audience, of any size, in any place. And . they never sung 
more freely, or in freer spirit and strain. The air was somewhat 
oppressive and non-elastic, but they were in capital spirits. Some 
of their songs were absolutely wonderful. I wish I had time to 
particularize. I want to say a good many things about that little 
Concert— «-to me, the most interesting they can ever give. But I 
have no time. I was glad to see ray old and venerated friend 
Judge Livermore present, at the age of near fourscore — though 
it was several miles from his residence — and a dark evening. 
And when they sung Longfellow's "Excelsior," — and Judsoa 
sent down that chorus word, from the. height of the high Alps 
young genius was scaling, — " It is your own motto-word, young 
men," remarked the Judge, enthusiastically, and in his own pe- 
culiar, " excelsior" style ; a style, as rare as the music he was 
lauding. But I am interrupted, and must close. 



THE ANTI-SLAVERY PLATFORM, 

[From dM Liberty B«ll, December, 1S44.] 

Anti-Slavery has no Platform. Its wide and ilHmitabfe\p7flrf is 
without form^ and without formation. It never was constructed. 
Men did not put it up. It was not made with hands. Act or 
Corporation never' lifted tool upon it, or put into it any of their 
joiner-work. Its measureless arena lays, as it lay originally, and 
when Humanity first set down her foot upon it. 
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These " Platlbrms" have limits, and they are set up in limitation 
of human rights anfd liberty. There is not room fear mankind on 
them, not counting woman, who, of course, never sets her foot 
upon them. The Anti-Slavery ground was spread for the rac<e tp 
tread it. It is dead level— or rather living level. All leet upoii 
it stand even, and if you witness inequality of heads, it is be- 
cause some who stand upon it are taller than those about them ; 
and it is because the ground is level, that there is this inequalijty^ 
that those who are intrinsically tall are seen overtopping the reat 
These " Platforms" are not level. They arc not only elevated—* 
set up above the pit, to which they consign mankind — buxi they 
are unlevel of "themselves. They slope. There is distinotioa 
and inequality on their own fictitious and baseless scaffoldings { 
and the unevenness of tops that uppenn amid those who mount 
them is no indication of the stature of those who wear them. A 
short Honorable, or a d wa rfis h Reverend, would overpeer among 
them the moral Cedars of Lebanon. The ** Platform" admits men 
upon it. It aMiis,^>oo, topics of di^cimsian; it hvs its '' extra- 
neous matters," and its " foreign subjects." Freedom is always 
foreign to it, and Humanity extraneous. But with Anti-Slavery 
there is no admission or exclusion of men or mankind. No mat- 
ter is extruieous or foreign to it, tiiat Humanity, in 9X^ of its 
forms, feels cause lo introduce. Its great business is to assert 
for mankind, and secure to them, the right of free and sovereign 
introduction of any md every matter, within the boundless scope 
of human concern. And should Obscurity, or Weakness, or 
Eccentricity, driven into its assemblies from the ** Platforms, " off 
which Humanity is every where hunted, lift up their " irrelevant" 
voices, it is never matter ior drag^out, or silencing, or callp to 
order. Anti-Slavery's *' rules of order" arc the curder of human 
nature. The " Manual" they are writ down in, is every body's 
own bosom. The ** Chair" free^speecfa addresses, at its gatherings, 
is the gathered multitude ; «nd it speaks, amenable to no '' call to 
order," without its own sovereign breast Anti^avery fears ao 
disturbance or confusion. It bravely takes its chance on ^ 
waves of Freedom— preferring liability to hurricane and tempests, 
to the constrmed and subject eahns. It disowns, always .«iiud 
25* 
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the volcano that may heave tlie hills towurd^ heaven, aod the 
ocean to the stars, that centre-ol^gravity principle, heautifully 
described by Charles Burleigh, at a meeting in the New Hamp- 
shire woods, as sure to bring every thing safe down to its place 
again, and secure the world forever from deluge aini conflagra- 
tion. 

Anti^lavery "new organizes," when she builds her ''Plat- 
forms ;" rather, she never builds them, (or she never '' new organ- 
izes." She has si)oken, heretofore, of lier ** Platform," but it was 
with borrowed speech — borrowed from Slavery and '\i%. maniibkl 
** Institutions." She is leaving off its use, and trimmi^ her vo- 
cabulary of its outlandish phraseology. And it is her staunchest 
friend, that shall be faithful and frank to remind her of any ad- 
herence to speech and usages she comes to reform. 



LETTER PROM THE BDITOR-^EXTRACT. 

Ihrom the Herald of Freedom of April S5, 1845.] 

Plymnnth, AprU 21, 1845. 
Dear J. — Yet another letter — though 1 hope to be the bearer 
of it, myself— for I am almost literally " mad for" home — as 
poor Byron's shipwrecked sailors were ** mad for land," You 
s]>eak of Spring, at Concord, and your spring-like correspondent, 
•* K.," speaks of such a seasoli at New York city. I cannot com- 
prehend either of you, here among the mountains. ** Winter is 
lingering" here, not "in the lap of May,"— but on the breast of 
poor, dismal April--on which the grim Season is brooding and 
incubating like the nightmare. It looks more like what I im- 
agine' a Southern winter, than like any thing that can be called 
Spring. The gloom and cheerlessness of the northern winter, 
without any of its bracing elasticity. The birds are about — 
some of them — but they act as if they had been deceived ^y 
some s]yring-token or other, and urere abroad before the time. 
They try to sing— poor things, but it goes heavily--^hetraying 
depression of spirits. .. Or, it may be, I am imparting the hue of 
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my own, to tbeir music. It is tnie, «• else I fancy it, that some 
of them have lost their wonted melody. The Ground Bird, my 
own favorite mdodist, (among birds I mean) has lost that lay 
that used to make my child-heart sick, with its too sweet and 
plaintive strain. The little gray Ground Bird, with the black 
speck under the throat. It is a sort of snow-bird, and is about 
in the Spring, on the first spots of bare ground, picking up the 
earliest seeds or insects disclosed- by the earth — and at certain 
times of day, perching on the top of some lowly tree, or bush, H 
lifts its little head towards heaven, and pours a lay, I have never 
heard equalled. I have heard Canary bird, and Linnet, and 
piping-Bullfinch, and every bird, that heedless vanity has caged 
up, to civilize the "native wood note wild; " and there is not a 
note of them all to match the lay of the Ground Bird. But I 
have heard one sing this mornings firom a tree top by my native 
garden fence, and it did not sound as it used to. The tune 
might read the same, writ down, but it was of a different tone, 
and on another key, to' my ear. 

I am glad to see by your paper, that remonstrances are being 
issued from various qoarters, against the barbarous practice of 
shooting these dear birds. I would sign such a remonstrance, 
and stretch moral saasioii to its utmost tension^ in backing it up. 
The heart that is not moved by the chorus of the sweet birds, 
is not human. It is lit for treason, stratagems, d&c. I am asha< 
med that any of us have ever killed a little bird. . I bitterly regret 
the many I stoned in my boyhood. It was not cruelty with me, 
but a wild heedlessness, and the pride of marksmanship. They 
did not allow me a gun, and so I was driven (o the aborigindity 
of stone4hrowing, in which, I lament to say, I had a fatal dexter- 
ity. It ought to be regarded as a heinous fault, to kill or scare, 
an innocent bird. Friend McFarkmd, of the Statesman, grants 
an indulgence, I see, to- the partridge-i^iooter and the duck-killer. 
I would not join liim in it. A partridge haras good right to life, 
as the robin, and the wild duck, as the little sparrow. To be 
sur6, there is rather more of the heroic (or less of the cowardly) 
in hunting " the partridge in the mountain," and the wild duck 
by the margin of the lake, than in murdering a robin red^Nreait 
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singing in the top of an apple-tree. But life is iile, and rigbte 
are rights. - 1 see no right aay. one has to kill a partridge. J£ 
any hody feels carniverous, after devouring what cattle and swiae 
come in their way — ^let them deny themselves a little, and let ibft 
beautiful wood4ieB live. A tramp in the dark woods is worth a 
hundred fold, if yon can every now and then come across a par* 
tridge, or hear one whirr through the bvsbes, or drum on the di»- 
tant log. And how fine to see the wild duck '' circling the lake," 
or a fleet of them rippling its surface 1 Oh iks let the partri<lfe 
tive, and the duck, and every thing else that is ali^e, Ukd let as 
eat things no more sensitive than the firuite of the earth* 
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[From the Herald of Freedom of April 25, 1845.] 

It was my fortune to witness one, os my f etam ifrom *^ Th» 
Woild'«Coiiveotton,'' in 1840. It was on be4Lid the Acadia^ then 
making her first great tiip across the Adaatic I went ahoaerd «« 
the 4th of Aitgiist, as she lay in the rivtf Mersey, at Liverpool. 
I shall never forget how die looked fromihe quay — as, from amid 
a crowd of utter strangers, with a few dear ftiends about me, fironi 
whom I was about to part probably forever, I gazed upon her 
dark form laying out in the stream. I was in old £ur<^, and 
about to ccmimit myself for the New World, to that smuU-bark*-^ 
and she to make experiment of her power to stem the ocean -tide. 
A dirty little steamer, the Tug, took us aboard heir. The Tvg 
went back to the pier, and we were committed lor the^ariibie 
voyage. Imagination could not comfMss it, or .fathom its pathless 
c^itre, where no way*marks can ever beset up, to show where it 
was travelled. Always new and untried, is the ocean voyage, and 
the old mariner, though he may grow familiar with the sky and 
stars above him, can never grow familiar with the ocean. H^can 
know its shores and channels, b«t the great deep, out at sea, is 
always a mystery to him, as when it first is traversed. I could 
not ^see across, in my fuaoy, to imagine 4be ^ustence-cdT the4e^ 
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dear objects, I had left beyond it. Tliej were to me, as if in an- 
other world. The Acadia took up her anchor, and made herself 
ready for her journey. I hear now the wild, melancholy sea-cry 
of her Glasgow tars as they hoisted the anchor, and the clanking 
of her windlass. She walked down the river, out into the Irish 
Channel. It was in ^the afternoon, and on Tuesday. All- that 
night) and the next day, the sea was as smooth as a pond, and the 
motion of the Steamer as steady as a canoe on its surface. Night 
closed upon us just as we \e£t the channel for the open ocean. I 
remember the great Rock-^he outmost that guards the se»-mo6t 
point of old Ireland, and how it locked, as we passed it at twi- 
light, looming through the dusk. I bade farewell to it, in token 
of final and complete parting from my -dear friends in Ireland. 

It was awful to enter, in the night, upon that terrible ocean. I 
was awakened at inidni^t by the tossing of the Steamer as she 
got out where the great waves began to take hold o£ her. They 
struck her in the breast like peals of thunder. And in the mom- 
iilg, when I got upon deck, to witness the conflict between the 
Steamer and the Sea ! The great waves rolling in sheer from the 
whole Atlantic, and before a strong wind, and the Steamer en- 
countering them right ahead, with her' (I don't know how many) 
hundred horse power — and at the rate of ten miles an hour. Not 
gliding over the surges like a sail packet, but dwhing right 
through them, by main strength. It was appalling to witness the 
ccmflict. The angry ocean, as if in rebuke of her presumption, 
throwing its mountain waves against the rash vessel, and the 
stubborn ship answering it with her Steam. The waves would 
Hft her on their ridges, till it would look to be sixty or seventy 
feet down her sides, and then she would plunge up to her very 
throat in the thundering brine, with all her paddles under, and 
still going) with a noise like heavy thunder. It seemed a long 
time dubious which would get the mastery — but steam and sea- 
manship proved the overmatch, and the Acadia made her triunw 
phant way. 

I had seen among the undeivofficers of the ship a man they 
called Pike. He belonged to the Royal Navy, and had been in 
the East InAa service, and had come on board Uie Acadia to (•• 
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miliarize himself, I understood, with Bteam naTigaiion. The 
poor fellow had caught some kind of disorder incident io the fi- 
nite of the East, and I remember well the deidij, saffircmKSc^ored 
look of his eyes and complexion. He was about on deck, a day 
or two, and then disappeared — and I learned, after some daja, 
he was conlined, and mortally sick, they thought, in our eo4 of 
the ship. My berth was on the windward, and his on the lee- 
ward breast of the Steamer. I among the serraots of the nobili- 
ty aad gentry who had passage in the first cabin, and he among 
the under-officers. I had taken passage, a* a matter of anti-sla- 
very economy, and as best comporting with the outlawry of an 
abolitionist, in the steerage. I remember among my messHDOusites — 
(or rather mates in the want of mess^ for we had, as a general 
thing, nothing to eat) a youii^ Irishman, senrant to the conedian, 
Thomas Povper, who was then on his way to America, atid who 
was k)st, poor fellow, on his return, in the filiated President I 
■nde quite an acquaintance with the servant, and caught now and 
then a ^ance at the master, as he promenaded to our end of the 
ship. For he could visit our end, though we could not visit hii. 
The distinctiou w€ls lost, en his retttm in the President. 

Poor Lieut Pike was on the leeward side of the ship, where 
he could not have the air. They let a sort of funnel, or air-duct, 
down through the gangway into his berth, made of sail cloth, and 
open at the tq) like a tunnel, which was turned to catch the fireah 
Qortb*west wind. I could not go in to see the .poor fellow, fer he 
was an officer, and I but a steerage passenger. I aaw a little 
dandy Doctor about ; ship's sin-geon, or surgeon's mate, or eome 
such official, who had the dosing of him, and the killing hiiai ae* 
cording to rule. I asked him one day, how the poor inan did. 
** duite near his end, sir,^ said he, as feelingly as if I had aoked 
him the time of day. The Doctor was leaning against the ship's 
railing, and had a v<^ume of Dickois in his hand [f I could 
have thrown his calomel overboard, and him—not overboard—* 
but out of the notion of doctoring, and got the poor man into the 
iresk air, and put him into the wet sheet, and bathed him in blessed 
oold water, and rubbed hin with the friendly crash tovv^, and 
apoke brotherly words to him; no dotiht ke might have keei^ 
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saTed — not to enter again, but quit forever — the hateful service 
of that Royal Navy, the grand pirate armada that infests earth's* 
outraged waters. I have no doobt he might have been cured and 
saved, with cold water, and fresh air, and deliverance from the 
Doctor. Bat he could have neither. He co\i\d teste the Messed 
breeze only through thit canvass-respirator. Titat was sdeniijie. 
He was under the ship's Doctcnr. That was orderly and corpora- 
tion-like. 

Poor Pike died. I saw some little preparation going on among 
the sailors and under-offioers, and they told me the man was dead. 
Pretty soon, they brought up from below, upon deck, something 
sewed up in a sail-cloth sack, nlout the size of a man. There 
was a slight hush, I observed, in the demeanor of the sailors. 
They feel as much as any body, poor fel'ows, but are not allowed 
to show it. Poor Pike, — lit was his body. His occasion for ac- 
quaintance with naval steaming was all over, and they were about 
to commit his lifeless clay to the bosom of the old Deep, an which 
he had been so long a roamer. We were within about two days 
of Halifax, but all were strangers to him th^e, and tYiere seemed 
no occasion to keep the body till the Steamer should arrive. She 
kept on her way while the brief and unceremonious preparations 
were made for his burial. The sack had sewed up, in its foot, 
some heavy bars of lead — to ballast the poor clay on the voyage 
it was about to take. 

All came forward--— captain, passengers and all — to unite in 
the funeral procession. Four sailors took up the bier upon their 
shoulders. The little procession — which was all the world that 
could join it, or could witness that funeral— all the world that dead 
man had left behind him, on the deck of that little bark, which, 
however bulky in harbor or at the whirf, looked like a chip or 
an egg-shell out c»i the desert ocean — the little frineral procession 
formed, and took Up its march for the grave. They could not march 
far — so they coursed round about, douMing some points oo deck, 
until they came to a pause a litde back of the Steamer's wheel- 
house, when the foremost carriers rested their ends of the bier on 
the ship's railing. The Acadia meanwhile kept on her way, and 
I believe with unslackened speed. I was painfully struck, I r^ 
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member, w.th the perfect absence of every thing fanereal, and 
with tlie abmpt, teaman-like air of the movement. There were 
■o mourners — no tears — no relatives. The poor man's moAer— 
his sisters — brothers — ^if he had any,— wbere were they I I 
thought of it, but I could not weep. One Of our little world had 
become clay among us, and was to be disembarked on another 
voyage than ours. It was a thing had got to be done, and the 
less ceremony or delay about it, the better. The ship must be 
looked after. The dead man was no longer a passenger. There 
was noleisure for ceremonial, and what could ceremonial have 
availed, if there had been. Aa singular, however, the funeral 
eeemed to me, as the strange grave where they 'were to lay him. 
I had not known the poor man. I had seen him but a few times, 
•oon after coming aboard, as he glided about, a minute or two in 
sight, with his handsome blue jacket and trowsers on, and with 
his saffron-colored look. But it seemed to me; he should have had 
a coffin, and a pall, and some circumstance about his burial. The 
fiftiiors knew better. And that wild Ocean too, careering so'aw- 
fcdly by us — it seemed to me no place to commit a poor human body 
to, the remains of a fellow-man. These were but momentary 
emotions. The man was dead, and recked not of the ocean burial. 
I thought of my own dear brothers, I had left in my native land, — 
how if it were one of them, and thought I could hardly feel about 
it, if it were, as I should on shore. There we were, at liiercy of 
sea and sky, life a precarious thing, and to die and be cast into the 
deep, nothing so very strange. The Captain stepped forward to 
perform the burial service. There were divines on board, but none, 
I believe, of the Church of England, and these alone, I suppose, 
could officiate, at a burial of one belonging to the Church of Eng-^ 
land's Royal Navy ! The Captain read t>ut of Old England's 
prayer-book, her impressive and beautiful " funeral service at sea." 
He read it with that sort of superstitious reverence, which &ig- 
land bids all her soldier subjects feel, for the prayer-book and the 
dead, though she cares nothing for the living. We all stood with 
uncovered heads to hear it. It was finished, and the burial board 
on which the dead man lay, was launched from the railing into the 
Deep. The plunge was faintly heard, the corse sunk instantly 



THE JEWS AND HOLY LAND. 301 

and disappeared. The board was seen a moment, as it drifted 
into the Steamer's wake. The brief funeral was over, the ship's 
crew went about their business, the passengers dispersed, and 
every thing resumed at onee its ordinary appearance. There 
was no house of mourning, for the procession to return to from 
the grave. The Sea had got all that remained of her mariner, 
and the Ship was on her pathless way. Will that Sea ever give 
up that body, again, as Old England's service says it will ? Or 
had it mingled with that dread mass of rolling matter, in eternal 
undistinguishment, to be part and parcel of its " wild waves' 
play ?" 

Oh! that mankind loved humanity while living — while it 
needs and can appreciate human affection. We should not then^ 
I think, ** puzzle our will " about the destination of the dead. 
There would be so much of the living left to love and care for, 
that the dead, when at length men should go late to their dissolu- 
tion, would cease entirely to be objects of human solicitude^ 
Now, so little is cared for the unhappy living, that infinite and 
bitter and unavailing regrets, are left to accumulate upon the* 
dead. 



THE JEWS AND HOLY LAND. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of April 25, 1845.] 

I SEE, in a number of the Boston Courier that strays into my 
hand, that there is expectation of the return of these scattered 
people to the region of Jerusalem. Major Noah, of New York, is. 
appealing to the christian nations, to facilitate their return. The 
Editor of the Courier sym{fathizes in the appeal, and I presume 
that it is a general religious notion, that in fulfilment of prophecy, 
they are to return, and light down on " Holy Land," from all re- 
gions of the earth where they are scattered. And a religious 
wish, also. The people of Christendom think it kind-of-Christ^ 
ian, to desire the return of the Jews to Palestine ; to expect it, 
and to do something towards bringing it about. The Govern- 
26 
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ments, also, will probably participate in it, and be superstitious to 
employ their political power, and their armies to aid the " coming 
in of the Jews." 

Now, I desire most truly, that an end may be pat to the reli 
gions persecutions of the Jews. Christendom has persecuted them 
a* barbarously as ever Jews did Christians. And it ought to stqp. 
But then the rescue of the Jews, is of no more ccmsequence than 
the rescue of any other people — of Turks, Greeks, Polanders, or 
American slaves. The intolerance and persecution inflicted on 
them, ought to cease, not because they are Jews, — nor because 
they are Old Testament people, but because they are men, women 
and children. It is not because they were a '* chosen peoj^e," 
and had Alraham, Isaac and Jacob among them, and Moses and 
Darid. Nor because it was prophesied they would return. But, 
because they are sufferers under persecution, and it is base and 
bigoted and barbarous to inflict it upon them. Because persecu- 
tion is grievous to be borne, and wrong to inflict. 

As to the Jews flocking to Palestine, I would say of it, as I do 
of the slaves running to Canada, — and colored people ** return- 
ing" to Africa. So long as Jqws canH have quarter, any where 
out of Palestine, I should advise them to run there, and the slave 
to Canada, that is, if they could have quarter when they get there. 
But were I Major Noah, I would put in for a better destiny for 
my countrymen. I would go for their rights where they are. 
I will join him in an agitation for their liberation here, on the 
spot, as many of them as are in the country. It is their country, 
as much as it is any body's. They need not run to " Holy Land." 
They have a right to this country. Not as Jews, against Ameri- 
cans, but as men. As all other people have a right here. And 
I would not go to Jerusalem, or Jordan. New England or New 
York is as good as Palestine, and a great deal better. And Con- 
necticut River, or the Merrimack, or the Old Hudson, are either 
of them as good rivers as any Jordan that ever run into a dead, 
or a live sea. And as " Holy," for that matter. The Jews had 
better stay where they are, every where, for all going to Jerusalem. 
If they can better their condition, by migrating, I would migrate. 
I would go East — West — South — any point of compass, — ^to ket- 
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ier my real condition. Bat they better Jeave off being Jews, and 
torn mankind. They wiil make as good folks as any body. And 
if these Americana won't tolerate them, or allow them human 
rights here, I tell Major Noah, the Herald of Freedom shall be 
at their service^ iot an agitation that shall shake Christendom— - 
till its bigotry is shaken oat of it ! Not that the Herald can 
ftlont shake Christendom, unless Major Noah will help us write 
for it. But, then if Jews can't have a home, where they hap- 
pen to be, the Major, and every body else, ought to go in for a 
shaking of the Earth about it. And tlie Major would be better 
employed in carrying on such an agitation for Jewish Rights, 
than in summoning Israelites from the four quarters of the globe, 
to Palestine, Goat Island^ or any other island -in the Niagara 
River. 

As to the ** return of the Jews," I regard it as a delusion. 
The Jews had better not think of returning. Ttey would perish 
on the way, half of them, if they should attempt it. And the 
rest die of home-sickness, after they got there. Holy Laud looks 
pretty, to the fancy and on the maps the children draw of it Sun* 
days, but come to get there, sand is sand, and rocks, rocks. Let 
the Turks keep it, if they have got wonted there, and can stand 
it The Turk shouldn't be routed. And the idea of keeping 
up this Jewish distinction, is inhuman and unwise. It is time 
it was merged, and annihilated. In Humanity, as in '* Christ 
Jesus," as' Paul says, " there is neither Jew nor Greek." And 
there ought to be none. It is high time all these hostile distinc* 
tions were annihilated; these obstacles to the harmony and lel* 
lowship of mankind, done awny. Down with all of them. And 
away with your notion of " Holy Land." Why Texas is as Holy 
as Judea, isn't it, and San Jacinto as gcod a stream to baptize in, 
or any thing else, as Jordan. If San Jacinto is a streanL Is it 
not so 1 The rocks and sands of Palestine have been worshipped 
long enpugh. Wnile they continue to be worshipped, there is no 
regard left in the breast of the bigot worshipper, for his lean and 
bowed-down kind. Let Humanity be reverenced with the ten- 
derest and loftiest devotion. Suffering, discouraged, down-trod- 
den — hard-handed — haggard-eyed, — cc^&^oni BMnkJnd. Let 
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these be regarded a little. Would to God I coald alleviate their 
every sorrow, and leave them a chance to laugh ! They are mis- 
erable now. They might be as happy as the black-bird on the 
qpray, and as full of melody. The time may come it will be so. 
But it can't be brought about by these " Second Advents/' or 
** Comings in of the Jews/' — as I think. I only speak my opinicxi. 



« PEN AND INK SKETCHES." 

[From the Herald of Freedom of May 9, 1846.] 

A DOOR neighbor has loaned me " The Boston Atlas/'^ a great 
pursy sheet, as broad as a bed quilt. I, of course, have to bor-* 
row such sheets, when I wovAd look into them, — which is not 
often. They would not exchange with the Herald of Freedom, 
if it should be proposed to them; unless, perhaps, for more boot 
than they are worth. I would not exchange even, with the Atlas, 
or any other of their great political winding-sheets, unless for the 
purpose of affording some haunter of their reading rooms, oppor- 
tunity of glancing at a sincere and earnest paper. Some of them 
mt^A^ be benefited by it. Political reading rooms are not the 
ground into which to cast Anti-Slavery seed. They are less un- 
genial, to be sure, than ecclesiastical reading rooms — for the 
genius that presides over them, in hostility to freedom, is only 
human. In the Ecclesiastical Reading Room the tyrant Genius 
is divine. Human despotism is capable of being reformed. T 
would swisqt even with the Atl s, if they would, — ^I'ather than read 
a borrowed paper. But they wouldn't, I guess. Any how, I have 
in my hand a bcMTowed Atlas, — and have read an article in it, 
under the heading at top of this one, which stirs up my old fancy 
for the poets. I have almost forgotten them, in the hurly of anti- 
slavery labors and triate. Yet the Poets ought not to be forgotten. 
They are anti-slavery, themselves, almost all of them. Folks are 
obliged to be, when they write poetry. Slavery or pro-slavery 
cannot flow in poetical numbers. They have to issue in ragged 
prose. I do not now remember any poetry on the side of Slave- 
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ry. There have been i hymes, in behalf of Tyranny, such as 
that miserable, doggerel Hudibras. — pandering to the restored 
tyrants of England, against even the poor efforts at liberty made 
under Cromwell. It was rhyme, and had wit in it, — but it wasn'-t 
poetry. It would be a profanation of that eagle name, to call it 
«o. Poetry is a mountain spirit — «r a desert one— or an oqean. 
Something vast and majestic in it — comporting only with the 
genius of Liberty. All the Poets are to be ranked, I here ven- 
ture (perhaps rashly) to say, on the side of Liberty. 

" Pen and Ink Sketches," are of interviews — *' evenings" and 
" breakfasts'" — with the great modern English poets-^y a cor- 
respondent of the Atlas. He seems to be an Englishman — and, 
by his writing and the facts he mentions of intimacy with the 
poets and writers of England, to have enjoyed aome consideration 
among them. Writing here ibr pay, I suppose. Poor fellow, I 
. hope he will get some. I wonder if they would pay, any of them, 
ibr Truth. Import caU, reformatory y moral truth, I mean. " Pai 
and Ink Sketches" are true enough, I presume— but they are Ufi- 
dbturbingly so. They do not ** disturb the truiquillity" of any 
body. Editors will pay for such, — and they can afibrd to. Their 
mercenary, torpid subscribers love to read them. And they are 
better than politics. 

But I must come to an extract, which I thought I would trans- 
fer to our sheet, under a dearth of copy just at this moment. It 
is a digression, the writer says, from ** sketches," he was making 
of the living. It is a sketch of the dead. And one of the most 
daring, soaring, mighty dead of the age — or of any ages. Of 
Byron. Many unamiable points about him* English points. 
Lord points. I am sorry he was a Lord. It was a great mis- 
fortune to him and to poetry. It was the occasion, doubtless, of 
that misanthropy that streams coldly through his poetry — ^like the 
" sun of the sleepless," he somewhere mentions, *' which shines, 
but warms not, with its powerless rays." Had he been a man, in- 
stead of a Lord, and signed his name, human " George Gordon," 
instead of that marble, inhuman — " Byron," we should have had 
infinitely better poetry, and he might have had some enjoyment 
in the world. As it was, he had none. He went sneering through 
26* 
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lifey as unsympathizing as a meteor that shoots on a winter night 
He had no friends, and was ndixxly's friend. That poor Fletcher 
was his slave — and only worshipped him — not loved him. Byron's 
poetry mitigated his Lordship— hat conld not cnre it. He was 
more of a Lord than a Poe^— great poet as he was. He was 
bom a Lord, and had that accarsed aristocracy bom into him, 
that curled his beautiful upper lip all his life-time, and sneered 
-about it after he was dead. The Sketcher did not seem to 
know what ailed the " nose." I guess it was turned up by the 
distorting influence of Aristocracy and Lordship, If the Sketcher 
is an Englishman, he would wcurship it on that accoont. They 
hare a religious Teneration Gx Lordship, in England. For my 
part, I merely detest it. ■ There is nothing endurable in it. I 
would not hare it about. 

They would not let poor Byron's clay into Westminster Ab- 
bey-^^he pious English. They let in Thomas Campbell's, I see, 
» which was well — for Campbell was « Poet, erery inch of hia. 
-His themes were Britain's bull-dog glory, on the sea— but poetry 
tened in every line of him. They buried his clay in the stme 
grave, it is said, with belligerent old Sam Jc^scm's. I have 
men where they lay, in " Poet's Comer," in that old Abbey. 
Johnson and Garrick, there, side by side. I stood upon their 
Slabs— one foot on Johnson and the other on Garrick — for the 
surly old moralist had to lay with ^* Davy," at last, though he 
scorned to be on a level with him, in his life-time. I stood on 
both of them, and looked at Shakespeare* s bust in halfrelief on 
the wall of that Poet's Gallery. John Gay and Oliver Goldsmith 
and Joseph Addison were of the company. John Dryden stood 
off, in the rear, in a duskier region of the Abbey. But I must 
break off. We will give Byron's body a little corner of the 
Herald of Freedom — if they would not let it into Poet's Comer, 
in Westminster Abbey. They have not a bigger poet in it — my 
way of thinking. 
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THE ANTI-SLAVERY MOVEMENT. 

» 

[From the Herald of Preedom of May 2, 1845.] 

Let its great moral nature not be forgotten, or lost sight of, for 
'k moment, bj those engaged in it. Let not Slavery be mistaken 
for a phyiSical ^yil, or a vicious institution of law — ^that can be 
cured by statutes or by physical violence. Let us not march the 
army against it^— or rush, with sledge-hammers, to smite asunder 
the chains of the bondman, as though they were made of- iron. 
The sledge-hammers might break the slave's legs, but never can 
sunder his manacles. They are not made of materials to be 
cloven apart by hammers or battle-axes. 

Slavery is a moral evil. This cannot be too often Bieulcated, 
6r too earnestly. On the reception of this truth, and action cor^ 
respondent to it, depends entirely the success of ^(B enterprise 
for Slavery's overthrow. The chains that bind the Southern 
sl^ve are the moral sentiment and feeling of the pec^Ie of the 
North. Primarily the sentiment and feeling of New England. 
If New England were anti-slavery ip rentiment — ^thoroughly and 
energetically so — Slavery could not subsist in Carolina and Geor- 
gia. Indeed, it could not subsist there, if New England were 
not actively pro-slavery. If we were neutral here, Slavery could 
not live at the South. If we cared as much for the colored man, 
as we care for thelrishman, (which is little enough,) the South 
could not enslave him long. Could they enslave the Irish people 
of this country, long — ^provided they had them now in bondage ? 
Would not the news that white Irishmen were sdd at auction, in 
New Orleans, set all New England in a blaze? And would not 
the glare of the conflagration strike down on that gloomy man- 
market, and make the dark waters that surround it ruddy as with 
the light of a volcano ? 

As Slavery is a moral evil, our applications for its cure should be * 
moral. They should not be political, or military direct, political 
being military indirect. They should be moral. We have got 
to generate a humanity for this country, that will not allow of 
Slavery. Our present humanity is low toned. It cannot deliver 
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the dave. It allows the poor white man to be trodden under foot 
The nominal free man. The institutions among us that are so 
unfriendly to the white poor, will sustain the slavery of the col- 
ored man. They will enslave him. We ask them to liberate 
him. They reply by ordering us to hold our peace. We are 
■uiprised at this, but ought not to be. The Institutions make 
Slavery, and therefore cannot overthrow it And they cannot 
allow us to overthrow it. The overthrow of Slavery must involve 
the doing away of the oppressions practised by these iastitutioitf 
on the white poor. White Labor is all but enslaved among u& 
It ia the slave of Capital. Capital buys ii at auction. The 
Capitalist bids off the bones and sinews of Labor. The laborer 
thinks he gets the price of it It does pass through bis hands — 
bat Capital tells him how he must spend it, and imposes on him 
so many burdens to maintain the idle, that it oan keep him alway« 
subject, and always poor. It is impossible for Labor to get rich 
ot free. I mean Labor generally. The Institutions capital set| 
op will exhaust Labor's means, and keep it down. The black 
laborer it enslaves outright in this country. The means of ab 1* 
iahing Slavery must be employed in <^>ening the eyes of the 
people to these tyrant Institutions. Ajiti-Slavery tells the truth 
about them. That is the way to get Slavery down. 

Some of our anti-slavery people— of the keenest mwal vision 
formerly — are now purblind with the dust of politics. They do 
not throw political dust — but they help kick it up and love to be 
in it. It puts their eyes out. They do not hold c^ce, or vote — 
but they will hover about the polls, to watch the balloting of others, 
and about the State House, where they can enjoy the turmoil of 
legislation. It blinds them to moral truth and renders them insen- 
sible to its power and beauty. It blunts their moral sense also-— 
makes them conservative, contemptuous and tyrannical. We push 
the great Temperance Reform. These people cry out we are for* 
getting the si ave. We give out Theodore Parker's great flashes of 
religious freedom. They say it is extraneous. We go for Fret) 
Meeting. They cry " monomania " — and " departure altogether 
from the anti-slavery platform." They demand of us to be pub* 
lishing accounts of corporate antinslavery meetings — with resolvflfl 
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passed by their majorities — and lists of' their officers. This is 
anti-slavery. This is Platform abolitionism. But when our Flints 
let off fire on to the communion wine, and set its alcohol to burn- 
ing blue ; when " Prospero " touches with master hand the sig- 
nificant events of the times, and points out their bearing on the 
progress of humanity; — ^when our " K's " shed the light of their 
young genius on our movement and draw men's eyes to it by 
the beauty of its rainbow dyes, and make them philanthropists 
before they know it — and so, abolitionists ; when our Weavers, 
with a touch delicate and native as the very spider's — '* design^ 
ing " their moral " parallels," 

^ Sure as D& Moivre, witkont role or line,** 

and unrolling before the delighted eye of Philanthropy, webs 
richer than ever were wrought in the looms of Cashmere, — they 
toss their solemn heads at us and taunt that we are off the plat- 
form and dealing " in spiders and things !" They don't under- 
stand. Their eyes are full of political saw-dust. Read Thom- 
as Whalley on Authority. Is there no anti-slavery in it ? Won't 
it do as much, to prepare the people to reco^ize the humanity 
of the slave and so give him liberty, to print that, as it would to 
print a list of officers in some anti-slavery society, or a resolve 
against the Annexation of Texas 1 I think it will, more. 



LETTER PROM PLYMOUTR 

[From the Herald of Freedom of May 16, 1845.] 

Dear John R. : I am away again and under the tedious, 
home-sick necessity of writing another of these away-fi'om-home 
epistles editorial — and I haven't the spirits fo write any thing. 
It is a glorious morning, and the sun is just peeping down over 
my native eastern ridge, into my Pemigewassett Valley. Spring 
is opening fresh and beautiful and enough here " to charm all 
sadness but despair." And yet it scarce gives me elasticity of 
spirits enough to write you a dull line for the paper — which I 
told you I would do, at my hasty departure firom home. Manifold 
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misfortunes have made me irrecoverably heavy at heart — and thfe 
heaviest of all, the cold-blooded mockery of my heart's dearest 
afieetions by betraying friends. The thought of -the many noUe 
friends I have left, scarcely consoles me. The spirit perversely 
dwells on what it has lost — regardless of what remains to it. To 
think, that that little, miserable, mad attempt to insult our poor, 
hal^tarved old Herald of Freedom, down under the foolery of 
Board subjection should have made such a breach among hearts. 
And that men of such noble capabilities as my old, admired Gar- 
rison, should take such a pitiful occasion to assault me and to 
poison the minds of my dearest friends on earth against me^— 
really in my bruised state, it proves almost too much for me. 
The assurance of being in the right only involves me in the mor- 
tification that they are ruinously in the wrong — and a wrong that 
will cost them their anti-slavery lives. Those that this miserable 
quarrel estranges from me, are not those I can triumph over. I 
am ashamed at their discomfiture. My own enthusiastic admira- 
tion and eulogium of them, heretofore, come back upon me now 
in their madness and folly, and overwhelm me with mortification. 
Whom shall I dare admire and praise again. 

But I must, must drive away this depression of spirits, — though 
it is a fearful task to drive away such an invader. I meant to 
have given a word of call to the abolitionists to come to the an- 
nual meeting, and had written portion of it, you know, when the 
stage drove up to the door to take me from home. I can't finish 
out what I then began, and must deJOer saying any thing till an- 
other week, when I hope to be at home — and delivered, for the 
time being, at least, from the clamors of debt. Our staunch, old 
Free-Meeting hearts the ugh, will not forget the accustomed time 
and place of ^' June Meeting." The first Wednesdcty in June, 
the time, and the old Concord Town Hall, the place. I trust we 
shall meet everi^ body of them there. And I hope we shall see 
there too, every assailant of our old volunteer sheet, which they 
" assaulted with intent to kill," and struck down and plundered 
and lefl for dead. They stripped the slain too eagerly. The 
slain was not dead. The Herald of Freedom, stunned, not mur- 
dered, by those assassin blows^-^rose up again from the ground, 
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like fabled Anteus — renewed and invigorated by touch of his 
mother, theJEarth. I hope we shall meet the hands that dealt 
those blows — both the foreign and domestic hands. Let them 
appear and make good their felon, assault on Freedom, in free 
meeting of the Society in whose name they made the mad at* 
tempt. See what that Society itself will say to them. Let them 
hear the New Hampshire Anti-Slavery Society utter its oum voice 
on the foul attempt to murder its volunteer sheet, and then to 
dishonor the Society by shielding the deed under its name. 

'' The Board," I see, have shrewdly forestalled the ^torm, by 
issuing a Corporaticm Call, in the form of town-meeting wanrant, 
^-making out and limiting the business of the meeting I The 
first time, the New Hampshire Anti-Slavery Society has been 
summoned to such a meeting. Let the friends of freedom mark 
it as a " developement." They have selected us tqpics for our 
discussion ! I wonder if they have provided constables to keep 
the door and enforce the law on free speech ! But I have not 
time, or spirit, to say more. j!ily warmest greetings to the free- 
hearted champions of the Herald of Freedom. I will be with 
them again as soon as may be, when I hope to have lighter ^irits. 
But lighter or heavier, they shall be heavy as death can shadow 
them, ere I vrill yield an hair's breadth of ground to the tynmt 
contemners of Free Speech, the great hope and palladium of the 
Anti-Slavery movement. The coming times of the cause will 
recognize it — if it is derided now. Truth, our great weapcm — 
spoken in magnanimous kindness to those in the wrong — ^Truth, 
told to save them — not to defeat thenoe^and Speech^ to tell it-^ 
shall it not be Free ! 

Yours, for it, till my own is forever dumb. N. P. R. 



THE GREAT QUESTION OP THE AGE. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of May 16, 1845.] 

It seems to me, to be, the question between Authority, on the 
one hand, and the convictions of the Understanding, on the oth^. 
Can mankind ascertain whirt is right, or must they be authorita^ 
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lifdy told it — and implicitly obey what is told them^-or pretend 
to obey, which is, I suppose, all they com do. That is the great 
question. I hope it will be agitated, and kept agitated, till the 
truth is so far established^ and men get familiarized to it, that 
Mxne improvement can be made in their character and condition. 
Popery and Freedom, which of them is right, and which shall be 
the guiding genius of Christendom. 

^ The Anti-Slavery movement demands the ascertainment of the 
truth in this question. Anti-Slavery goes, I think, for the over- 
throw of Popery in all its forms, and under all its disguises. It 
demands liberty for the slave, on the ground that humanity is en- 
titled to be free — ^that freedom naturally and absolutely belongs 
to it It refuses to rest the slave's claim to freedom, on any ex- 
ternal authority, whatever. But from the slave's nature, and tbe 
nature of liberty, 'i\ demands liberty for the slave, as fitting for 
him, and essential to his happiness. Whether Constitutions of 
government— or any laws of states allow it him or not, or whether 
Scriptures sanction his enslavement or not. It demands liberty 
for him, because it regards liberty as good for him and slavery 
evil and hurtful. And when the opponents of thb demand present 
saored warrant for slavery, or scripture examples of slaveholding, 
Anti-Slavery refuses to consider the fact of the warranty or of the 
examples, and denies at once that they are any authority in the 
ease. It refuses to inquire whether any text is in favor of slavery 
or not— or whether " holy men of old" held slaves or not, " as 
they were moved by the spirit." It denies to ^* hbly men of old" 
the prerogative of settling this thing, for any body but themselves. 
It claims to the men of present time the prerogative of settling it 
for themselves and attaches it to them as a duty. It is answered 
with the charge of " Infidelity." To this charge it demurs, as 
Lawyers say, and says, " what of that?" What if it is Infidel- 
ity — what of that ? Truth and Righteousness say, that charge 
of " Infidelity" is no answer at all, — and that Slaveholding must 
answer further. 

But "Infidelity," says Authority, is an answer. If Scripture 
warrants slaveholding, it is justifiable. Well, another question 
arises, who shall decide what Scripture does warrant. There ia 
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a good deal of Scripture — and there has been a good deal of com- 
piling — a good deal of adopting and a good deal of excluding — 
to say nothing of very considerable translating from one language 
into another. All raising an infinitude of questions, as to the 
meaning of Scripture and as to what is Scripture. Who shall 
settle these questions ? Mr. Brownscm says, the Pope of Rome 
must settle them. Every Protestant sect sayS| their Priesthood 
must settle them, in their corporate capacity — after a '* season of 
prayer." Here is Authority. It is all Popery, every item of it, 
the Protestant as well as the Catholic. They dififer, as Monarchy 
and Republicanism do. These differ, in form — but they are 
both — government. The Republic hangs a man as sovereignly 
as a King does. And the individual has no voice in it He is 
hanged, without. his concurrence. The Protestants denounce 
Brownson as the advocate of arbitrary power. But are they not 
so, equally with himself? The Protestants refer to Scripture — 
and so do the Catholics. The Catholic makes the Church tanta- 
mount to Scripture, in Authority, and the Protestants receive 
Scripture interpretation, and compilation and selection, implicitly, 
through the hands of their corporation of Priesthood. They both 
equally deny to individuals the right and the competency of pri* 
vate judgment in aay thing. And the answer of both to everj 
unadopted truth, is Infidelity. 

And what is this " Infidelity V* Why it is thinking for your* 
self. In other words — thinking at alL To think, is to be Infi- 
del. To he implicit — and led (" by the blind") is religious. 
To think, or inquire— ror look, is Infidel. To be any thing savor- 
ing of moral intelligence, is Infidelity. To have the use of any 
moral faculty, is Infidel. Any thing, but gaping and swallowing. 
And indeed these involve an activity that is in derogation of 
thorough-going implicitness. A true believer should not exert 
his muscles, " in and of himself" He should merely, not oppose 
the Pope's opening his mouth and putting down into his trustfiil 
stomach any thing His Holiness sees fit. I don*t know but this 
is the true way— or that we have any positive or intelligent act to 
do in this world, any more than the vegetables have. I should 
like to know, if it is allowable. 
27 
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"YOU ARE BEFORE THE AGE." 
[From the H^nOd of Freedom of May S8, 1846.] 

Said an cAolitionist to iiie, a few weeks ago, ** I like your pa- 
per, though I don't take it. I like to read it — but you go too 
fast — you're before the age." A sensible reason, said I, for not 
taking the paper ! 

Iliear this on all sides — that the Herald of Freedom is "be- 
fore the age " They say it speaks the truth. Au (^hodox phy- 
sician told me the other day, '* there was too much truth in what 
I said in it" — alluding to what I had written, and others — re- 
specting the Clergy and the Church, &c. It is too true, said he,^ 
with a misgiving sort of laugh. " Too much truth in it !'* I 
suppose that is a true charge. And the reason why the paper 
cannot be supported. If it had less truth in it, it would get more 
patronage. And if it hadn't any, it would be richly maifitained 
and caressed. Some go so far as to confess there is " talent in 
the paper — no mistake." Now, if it wasn't for the truth that 19 
there, it would get along well enough. They like the talent — if 
k wasn't for the truth. I confess the charge, that there is talent 
in the paper — more than in any sheet, that issues of its size— 
and I do not know that I need put in that limitation. I, of 
course, am thinking of the writers who contribute to its columns, 
and who are not equalled by the correspondents of any sheet that 
falls in my way, though I think vastly more of the truth and 
beauty of what they say, than their talent at saying it. Why 
then is'nt the Herald oi* Freedom supported ? Why haven't we 
a list of two or three thousand subscribers ? " It is before the 
Age." Well, I admit it — and I say that is the very reason why 
it should be encouraged — read — and sustained. It is read. It 
is before the Age. Not aside from the path the Age is in, and 
has got to tread, but before it. The Age is (ifter it— on the 
way where the Herald of Freedom is now advancing. The Age 
has got to come up to it. But when it does— the Herald isn't 
there — it has gone on — and will still be "before the Age," and 
the Age and the patrons of its sheets — will still be crying out 
against it — because it is. 
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*' You are too fast." Well, friends, you are too slow. " You 
are altogether ahead of the times." Well, ynu are altogether in 
the rear of the times — astern of the times — at the tail of the 
times, if I must say rt And, which is the most honorable and 
useful position ? It is ahead of the times, to denounce slavery, 
and demand its abandonment But that is no reason anti-slavery 
is wrong— or unreasonable, or imprudent, injudicious, or any of 
the epithets a laggard Age casts upon it. Is slaveholding right ! 
Are the institutions that support it, right! Are they for the 
happiness, benefit, improvement, usefulness, innocency of the 
people ? These are the questions. " You are before the Age !" 
Well, if I were not, it's high time I were. You ought to be 
before the Age, The Age is wrong. Whoever improves must 
go before. He must quit the Age, wherein it is wrong, and the 
charge that he is before it, is an admission that he is right. When 
Robert Fukon told them steam was better than wind, on the wa- 
ter, or than horse-flesh on the land, he was before the Age- 
though not a great ways before. He wasn't many years ahead 
of it. The Age is up with him now. They will begin to build 
him monuments by and by, because he is dead, and it won't do 
him any gbod. They trode him under foot, when he was alive, 
he was so far ^ before the Age," and called him crazy ! 31ono-' 
maniac, I 8U{^K>se they called him. One poor man got the no- 
tion, some ag^s ago, that the sun didn't whirl round the Eartli — 
but that it was more likely and reasonable that the appearances 
that looked as if it did, were brought about by the Earth's turn- 
ing round on its own axletree. They come nigh hanging or 
burning him for it. They let him off, I believe, on the ground 
of insanity. They made him give it up, though — publicly — to 
save his life. The Sohmns got hold of him — ^the Reverend Di- 
vines — God*s specially called, ordained and set-apart ministers — 
chosen of God to guide the people to Heaven. They must know 
all about the sun and stars and things up the firmament — ^for they 
are guides to Heaven. They said it was contrary to the inspired 
Book, to say the Sun stood still, and the Earth whirled round. It 
was contrary to " Joshua." So they made the man take it back. 
They are a knowing people^ these Divines. They are specinlly 
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giiled of God. They can't inistiike. They were with the Age. 
This crazy man was " lielurc tlie Age" — vow, it is adiiutled by 
the very SolcmnSf theuiselves, thai the earth wliirls over, every 
twenty-four liours, and the sun is still as a mouse. Tlie SoUmhs 
dways admit things, ader '' the Age" has adq)ted them. They 
are as careful about the Age as the weather-cock is about the 
wind. They never mistake it You might as well catch an old, 
experienced weather-cock, on some ancient orthodox. steei>lc — ^ 
mistaking the way of the wind — standing all day with its tail 
east, in a strong out wind, as the Divines at odds with '* the Age." 
They can smell " the Age." They taste it, at any rate. 

I say the Priesthood is a mischievous order of men, and totally 
unwarranted by Christianity, to boot. Well, that is " before the 
Age." True, it is — but why can't " the Age" just examine it, 
and see if it isn't true, I have examined it, and find it true, 
as I think. I say so. They cry out, that I am ** before the Age," 
and must be scowled down. Garrison was ** before the Age". 
when he denounced Colonization, and went for the immediate 
abolition of Slavery. The Age is now getting up with him, 
and Reform getting by him — and if he does not upset himself by 
his Presidencji and conservatism, they will build him a^monumeut 
before the century is out. They will, before five and twenty years. 
And they will, however he may now bear himself. He has won 
the glory of anti-slavery pioneership, and can't forfeit it. But he 
has got to rest his fame on what i^ now past. He is pioneer no 
longer. He is President of the American Anti-Slavery Society, 
He goes for civil war between the States. He writes war songs, 
to set " Old Massachusetts" at war with South Carolina. Like 
the fiery ditty that came out in the papers about the time of the 
boundary line difficulties in Maine. Mr. Garrison used to be 
" before the Age" — but he is getting to be about abreast of it. 
Not quite sane enough, to be adopted among the Whig nristoc- 
racy of Boston* His rnonomania is of too recent a date for that. 
He has worn it off in some measure, but can't be depended ou. 
It may return. " Once" cra^y — " always suspected." 

" Before the Age." Well it can't be helped. These " restless 
devils," as a very respectable acquaintance called me a short 
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time since, are of necessity before the Age, as the horses are 
before the cart, or the locomotiTe ahead of the cars. They have 
to drag the Age — and therefore nnist go " before" it. The Age 
can't be pushed. It must be pulled. Shame on the louts that 
ride and eurse their horses— or rave at the steam that draws 
them. And triple shame on the worse than louts, who hang 
back — ^trig the wheels — lay things across the track to throw the 
Engine off, and after all, ride, on behind. If the Age is not up 
to its duty, every friend of his race ought to be " before the Age." 
If the Asr« is not what it should be — ^how shall it be advanced ? 
By every man*s keeping back, with it, and stigmatizing and dis- 
couracrtn? those who would advance it ? Can there be reform, 
if- nobody begins it t Will the Age advance without the peo- 
(de ; or will the people advance simultaneoasly, without some 
" monomaniac" to go ahead ? 

The divine and the statesman expend their energieET in keeping 
the Age where it is. Their policy is to -study the Age and to 
keep it from advancement. They familiarize themselves with 
its follies, and thrive by playing upon them. To reform the 
people of those follies, is to endanger the Divines' and states- 
men's craft. The follies of the people are the food of the Politi- 
cian and the Priest. Hence they are the deadly enemies of Re- 
form — always. The Priests divinely hostile, the Politicians, only 
humanly so. One arrays against the Reformer, the terrors of 
the Law — the other, the terrors of the Lord. 



ARISTOCRACY. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of May S3, 1845.] 

Let me give it an off-hand blow, here. Hateful, heartleas 
Aristocracy. I detest it above all things. I was subjected to its 
Uoated frown, when I was a boy — ^and I have a very early, if not 
a native, inborn abhorrence of it. It has no idea you have any 
rights or any feelings. You do not belong to the same race with 
your paltry, uppish Aristocrat. He does not associate with you, 
27* 
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when you are with him. He makes use of you. He does not 
recognize you as a party in interest in what is going on. Yoa 
are no more a companion to him, than his horse or his dog— -and 
you are no more than a dog or horse, if you condescend to be 
of ilia association. He belongs to the jirst fmnilies. By first 
here, is meant Icut and least in every thing honorable to human- 
ity. First in idleness — first in indulgence, first in scorn of bu* 
manity. Sometimes you will find it happtning amid the ranks 
of humanity and reform. It is when it is eccentric and ill bal- 
anced, that it strays in there. It will keep its eccentricity-H^ot 
not part with its haughtiness. One day or other it will break out 
King Richard could carouse and fight by the side of Robin Hood 
and the outlaws of Sherwood forest — but every now and then, 
outlawed fireedom would tread on the toe of Majesty, and Regal- 
ity would show its claws and teeih. Richard was an odd King — 
and went among the brave outlaws, 4md fought on loot among 
them. But when Outlawry took the liberty to epenk to him, on 
even terms of feUow-soidiership, it roused tlie Xaon in him, and 
he roared and shook his mane. Aristocracy ha^ none of the Lion 
in it — but it feels bigger than a whole den of Lions. You must 
beware of it. You can't live with it. It regards every thing 
allowed you, as an allowance — a favor. You have no rights. If 
you receive any thing, you must do homage for it. 

Now I like refinementr^^and dislike coarseness and grossness. 
I am disgusted at dirtiness of spirit. But I abominate uppish- 
ness. I like washed hands — but not these ''dainty fingers.'' 
Cleanliness and elegance, to any extent, and the refined and 
delicate taste. These are often united with yeomanly nature— 
with fi'eedom from all superciliousness and self-worship — and I 
love them. But this Aristocracy, I will not tolerate or endure. 
I have not the slightest respect for it. I will not treat it courte 
ously even. I will not treat it at all. I will not have it about. 
Out of the way with it — and out of the world. It is the very 
genius of this accursed slave-mastery. You have got to be a 
slave to it. 

It comes by birth. It comes by money. It comes of idleness, 
even. It is engendered by trade, and by office. Old wealth. 
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however, breeds it the most grossly and offensively — a generation 
or two of homage paid by (loverty to bloated opulence, will breed 
it — the worst kind. It will turn up the nose of the third or fourth 
generaticm, along — so that it can hardly smell common folks, as 
they go on the ground. Yon can tdl its nose and upper lip, as 
far as you can see them. And there is a dreadfol dumpsy daisy 
look about the eyes and eyebrows. As much as to say, ** I care 
considerably less than nothing about yek" And the voice too— 
it is amazing peculiar. 

Now, any body may be as well bom as thejr^ve a mind ta 
My father was a gentleman, as they call it-— and a schcdar. A 
good deal of a scholar. And he was educated. And was of 
Harvard College— not poor New Hampshire Dartmouth. Har- 
vard College of Massachusetts. And hei¥a» of the learned pro- 
fession* And his fother was a learned divine, and his grand * 
father — and great-grandfather— and I don't know iiow hx back. 
One of them, not for back, was President of Harvard College-^ 
and back farther yet, one was bnrnt at the stake. I am wdl de- 
scended enough, for's I know, bat somehow, it never made me 
despise any body. I never coold help seeing equal humanity in 
every living creature, however poor and forlorn. And my father 
did before me. Perhaps, if he had been an Aristocrat, I should 
have been one. But he had too much sense. Too much real 
character and manhood. I am half inclined to think, I have. 
That is — ^I haven't a vein or an iota of uppish blood in me — and 
it must be owing td something. I haven't any superfluity of 
sense, — but-^too much to be an Aristocrat. Finally, it doesn't 
take much, to be an Aristocrat I guess Aristocracy is lack of 
senie, as much as any thing. Sense-— of a certain sort— may 
accompany it,— or be in the same erefature. But it is a senseless 
concern — and moreover — superlatively hateful.......Above all pla^ 

oes, Anti-Slavery is the last place where it ought to be caught 
Let it keep out of the Anti-Slavery ranks. If it has strayed in 
there, it had better be out again. They cannot coalesce— or 
live together, and it will seduce the firmest Anti-Slavery spirits 
to betray the cause. For Aristocracy has something at stake, 
which Anti-Slavery endangers, and unH- eventually abdish. As 
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80on as it discovers the danger, it will bolt and betray tlie more- 
ment Witb the Aristocrat, Huraaaity ia nothing. With Anti» 
Slavery, Humanity is every thing. 



THE LEARNED BLACKaiOTR 

[From the Herald of Freedom of June 6, 1845.] 

I MET with him for the first dne, at Boston,--*and the Learned 
Blackaimth is a man big enotigh to entitle jonr first ifitenriev 
with him to remembrance. Elihu Bforritt ia a great man. What 
his defects are, I cannot say—but he has great talents. He is ft 
great oriAor. At least he has made one great speech in his life, 
if no more, and that, I heard, before about a single handfiil of 
people, in a partily lit hall, down under the Marlborou^ Chiqpel. 
It was at a Peace meeting. I was passing up to the Cha|>el, with 
William B. Towne and John R. French, the last erenkig^f the 
New England Convention-*^he hall door w»3 opeti as we were 
passing it, and we discovered the form of the Learned Black- 
smith, on the little Platform, by the side of Samnd E. Coues and 
the celebrated Robert Owen. For Robert Owen is now allowed 
a place on Philanthropy's chief seats, in the capital of purkun 
New England. A few years ago, and they wonld much sooner 
have admitted the — ^I don't know wha A great mark of the 
progress of fteedcfm and righteousness. The Clergy think as 
much now, I guess, of keeping thek own platform*footing, as of 
disturbing Robert Owen's. I had been introduced to !l^ihu Bur- 
ritt, the day before — and was much ihterested in . his original 
appearance, and desirous of knowing him further. I had not 
formed the highest opinion of his liberality, firom some passages 
between his ** Christian Citizen" and the Herald of Freedom. 
My companions and I turned into the hall to hear him speak a 
httle, before going up into the great Convention overhead. But 
we soon forgot — ^I did — every thing but the speaker before me. 
The dim-lit hall — the handful audience-^the contrast of both 
with the illuminated chapel, and ocean multitude assembled oyer 
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head — !iCHpe«ik painfully the estiinati<»i in which the great cause 
of Peiice is hdd in Christendom. I wish «]1 Christendom could 
h:i\o heard Elihu Bnrritt's speech. One unbroken, unabated 
stroain it was, of profound and loftj and original eloquence. I 
full riveted to my seal till he finished it. There was no oratory 
about it, in the ordinary sense of that word — ^no graces of elocu- 
tion. It was mighty thoughts radiating off from his heated mind, 
like the sparkles from the glowing steel on his own anvil — getting 
on, as they come out, what clothing of language they might, and 
thus having on the most appropriate and expressive imaginable. 
Not a waste word, nor a wanting one. And he stood and de- 
livered himself in the simplicity and earnestness of attitude and 
gesture, belonging to his manly, and now honored and distin* 
guishcd trade. I admired to witness the touch of rusticity in his 
accent, amid his truly splendid diction, iidiich betokened, as well 
as the vein of solid sense that run entirely through his speech, that 
he had not been ed cated at the college. I thought of Plough- 
man Burns, as I listened to Blacksmith Burritt* Oh what a dig^ 
nity and beauty Labor imparts to learning! 

I do not know that this was sample of Elihn Burritt's oratory. 
If it was, I was wondering I had not heard him spoken of as the 
eloquent " Blacksmith," as well as the " learned." I can think 
of nothing now that could have specially inspired him that even- 
ing — unless it was his lack of audience, and the bedlam " pother" 
that every now and then thundered over head. He had no rhe- 
toric — ^no rounded, sounding insignificant periods— no beautiful, 
unmeaning words. It. was all meaning. > 

He said men would evade the prohibitions of the gospd of 
Chris , and ight for Life, Self-<iefence^--if tliey couldn't find 
the right of it in the gospel, they would gather it &rther back. 
They would fight for life. Ajid if for life, certainly, for any thing 
dearer than life. Lib^ty was dearer than life. They would, of 
course, fight for liberty. And there was something dearer than 
I berty and life, and without which these were nothing. It was 
Honor. In defence of Honor. And there was reputation for 
Courage— 'to avoid the imputation of Cowardice. If England, 
for iostance, bade u$ not enter Canada — we must go to Canada, 
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to escape the imputation of refraining for fear of Ebgland. And 
we invade Canada. And what was honor, or liberty— or life^-cr 
any thing without Property. We must fight if property is in^ 
taded, and if for any amount of it, tlien for every amount, how- 
ever trifling, or we abandoned the right If we would fight for 
Oregon, he said, why then we roust for the loneliest dead pine, 
that stood on the remotest cliff of the peaks of the Rocky Moun- 
tains. He glanced magnificently at the career of Napoleon — and 
touched on Waterloo with a fancy scarcely short of Childe Har- 
old's, and when too he was tracing the hoeta that encountered 
there in the high and terrible strife for glory — -lie followed them 
firom the field of Waterloo, to the com fields of M England, 
where their bones, after long whitening on the plain where they 
fell-*-gathered by peasant hands — were ground to powder, and 
strewed as base manure, to raise a crop of corn, instead of a 
harvest of renown. 

I can give no sketch of his iq»eech — but it was very origtnd 
and impressive, and would be a valuable one to read-— and has 
convinced me Elihu Burritt is a great " Blacksmith" in other 
respects than '^ learning." 



IT RAINa 

[From the Herald of Freedom of July 4, 1846.] 

While I am writing, it is raining most magnificently and glo- 
riously, out doprs. It absolutely roars, it comes down in such 
multitude and big drops. And how refreshing ! It waters the 
earth. There has been but little rain, and our sandy region had 
got to looking dry and distressed. Every thing loc^s encouraged 
now, as the great strainer over head is letting down the shower 
bath. The grass darkens, as it drinks it in, with a kind of deli- 
cate satisfiiction. And the trees stand and take it, as a cow does 
a carding. They hdd as still as a mouse, while they " abide its 
peltings," not moving a twig, or stirring a leaf. The dust of the 
wide naked street is transmuted into mud. And the stages sound 
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over the road, as if they rattled on naked pavement. Puddles 
stand in all the hollows. Yon can hardly, see the people for um- 
brellas — and the clouds look as if they had not done with us. 
The prospect for the Canterbury meeting looks lowery. Let it 
rain. All for the best. It is extratiteous^ but I could har<My help 
noticing the great Rain and saying this word about it. I think 
the more mankind regard these beautiful doings in Nature, the 
more they will regard each other, and k>vfs each other, and the 
less inclined to— enslave each other. The readier abolitionists 
they will become. And the better. The Rain is a great Antir 
Slavery discourse. And I like to have it pour. No doquence is 
richer to my spirit, or music. A thunder shower, what can match 
it for eloquence and poetry ! That rush firom heaven of the big 
drops — in what multitude and succession, and how tbey sound as 
they strike ! How they play on the old home roof and on the 
thick tree tops ! What music to go to sle^ by, to a tired boy as 
he lays under the naked roof 1 And the great low bass thunder 
as it rolls off over the hills and settles down behind tbem«--to the 
very centre, and you can feel the old Earth jar under your feet— r 
that is music and poetry and life. And if the Lightning strikes 
you — what of that ! It won't hurt you. " Favored man," truly^ 
as uncle Pc^ says, " by touch eth^eal slain." A light toacfa, 
compared to Disease's, the Doctor'^— or Poverty's. I am no 
trifler with human destiny — but Ujcything that naturally happens 
to man, can hurt him. Earthquakes and thunder storms not ex- 
cepted. Fear makes some things look unkiadly-t-but live right, 
and it '* casteth out fear," and Nature won't hurt any body, <» 
any thing. If the Pec^e won't hurt themselves^ or one another, 
God never will hurt them. God is the Pec^le's friend. 
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[From the Herald of Freedom of Jaly 11, 1M4».] 

It has just burst fiere, and dispersed. It has scattered this 
morning, (Thursday,) after a day-break session, long enough to 
entitle the guardians of the People's rights and interests to a 
day's pay out of the Staters money. It is the State's, and there- 
fore costs nobody any thing. Early enough this morning, they 
held a session, to not encroach on the day, which is devoted to 
their travel home. They are paid for their travel, as well as for 
their sitting, on this day. It is, as it were, two days ; a day of 
legislative sitting, and also of legislative not sitting, but motion— 
travel. A day of travail and travel, both. They have two dol 
lars apiece, the legislators, for one of the two days, and I don't 
know how much, (I used to know) for every mile's travel home, 
on the other. It costs the Pec^le nothing, for the money is taken 
out of the 8tate Treasury, and the Legislature supply that, by 
legislation, without the labor or care of any body. They raise 
the money, by sort of yeas and nays — as we say " raise the wind" 
— " raise the d— I"— " raise Cain"— or " corn." They " raised 
$60,000" of it, at one lift, this time they have been together. 
And it is theirs, and they are entitled to it. They took a Ben- 
jamin's mess of it, this morning. 

They are gone. I miss them a good deal. My garret window 
(and I do not have to open it to look out — it is pretty much open 
already) looks right out ufk)n the great State House Yard, where 
they used to swarm, coming out. I go through it — going home. 
1 shall miss the squads of members standing ruminating, legis- 
latively, by the gravelled paths — ruminating and nominating at 
corners — or on the flights of steps up to the State House. I 
used to hear as I passed near the House, the sonorous eloquence 
of some orator in debate. I shall miss it now — and the long rows 
of hats in the great windows — all gone — all still. The yard de- 
serted — the great stone edifice left to the Chimney Swallows, (a 
quorum of these, all summer) a Secretary or two, and some other 
officers of State. 
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Well, they have held a Session. They have legislated. They 
had a Governor — who had his Council. They sat and deliberated 
and governed. I saw the Governor and his Councillors. They 
looked same as any bpdy. A littl^ gravish — not much. They 
laughed, I saw, some of them. Bought apples of the boys at the 
State House door — ea^ tbem — spit round on the steps — same as 
any body. The Legislature spit a good deal. The stone steps 
are pretty much stained with it, a kind of tobacco color, where 
they went in and out. And little wads lying about, the size of 
these dorbugs — looking as if the General Court had been chew- 
ing upon them. Ail gone now, and it won't cost a ten dollar bill 
to clean all up, and make it as wholesome as it was before the 
session. They have really done the People service — no dispute. 
They took the yeas and nays, a number of times to my know- 
ledge. I went into the gallery up above, a number of times, — a 
place prepared for idle and fcnr low-spirited people to go to — and 
I looked down and saw what they did. They took the yeas and 
nays of the entire body, several tunes. Once they got them 
wTong, and the head man declared the count botb ways — once, 
for, and once, against They rectified it, though. All these 
yeas and nays are kept a record of, A r the public use. And they 
give the go-by to several laws, that sounded to me as if they 
would have been very bad ones, if they had passed. They con- 
trived to " postpone" them " indefinitely," as they called it — which 
I imagine means putting them by pretty permanently — at least for 
the present, and till another session comes round. Oh they do a 
good deal for the public. If it hadn't been for them, those laws 
would not have been ** indefinitely postponed." They couldn't 
have been. Nobody but the General Court has the power to 
postpone a law indefinitely. The people couldn't get a bill " in- 
definitely postponed," if it wan't for this General Court. It is a 
very rare power, as well as a salutary. I thought I should like to 
see them postpone s(»ne more of their bills. 

But then we must have laws. And we must have frtsk ones. 

They must be made, or touched over, every year, or they would 

grow stale and common. The people would find them out, after 

a while, and would lose their respect for them. They don't know 

28 
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any thing about them, now, and have a great respect for them, 
and place great reliance on them. Tke Lawyers know all about 
them, and so do the Judges. 

They passed one law, pretty nearly, I am just tdd, doing away 
with Great Trainings. They didn't quite pass it. It wasn't 
"indefinitely postponed" — but then tbeGoremcr got the bill, 
and carried it away with him in his ix)cket Another way they 
hare of preventing the passage of a bad law^ md shows the im- 
portance of having Governors. If we hadn't had a governor, the 
bill destroying the trainings couldn't have been prevented, in this 
way, from becoming a law, and we shonld have had no more 
Musters. Now we shall have Musters. It is a great thing, to 
have Governors. The Governor, I am UAd, put that bill into his 
pocket, and that stopped it at once from becoming a law. For a 
bill, if it has passed ever so many Houses, is no more a law when 
it gets itito a Governor's pocket, than so much white paper. And 
the Houses can't get it out again, either of them — nor both of 
theok Not, if they were unanimous and concurred, both. If it 
gets into the Governor's pocket, they never can get it out again. 
And he can pocket all the bills they can make. And if he should 
rake it into his head to, they couldn't pass any laws. They give 
him about $1000 or $1200 a year, the Governor. TTie People 
don't have it to pay. It comes out of the State Treasury. Poli- 
tics costs the Treasury some $100,000, a year here — the State 
politics. If the People had it to pay, it would come hard. Tbe 
State's share of 'National politics costs a great deal more than 
$100,000. But that is paid by a fore-handed old gentleman of 
the name of ^' Unde Sam." Richer he is than Jacob Astor. He 
pays all the national expense. It would be terrible if the people 
had to pay it. That, and the State's together, would be more 
than the people could possibly pay. They would sink down un- 
der it. Now they get rid of it all. Old Uncle Sam pays the 
National bills, and the State bills are paid out of the State 
Tr^asury-r^money raised by the General Court. 
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«HIGH ROCK," 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Aug. 15, 1845.] 

The name of a commanding prominence in rear of the town 
of Lynn, Mass. It overlooks the town and the ocean, and a 
great distance up and down the coast — as well as far back into 
the country. The view from it is very extensive, varied, and 
striking. I do not remember such a view, from any point so easy 
of ascent I went to the top of the Rock, the other day, when 
I was at Lynn, with my beloved friend, Jesse Hutchinson, Jr., 
to see the spot he has chosen, and the beginning he is making, 
for the site of a Cottage. He has obtained title to the summit 
of High Rock, and of the ground at the foot of it, where, if be 
succeeds, he will have an unrivaled spot. The Rock ascends 
nearly perpendicularly, some forty or fifty feet At the foot of 
it, on the south-east side, ^reads a patch of good ground for a 
building and garden— of, I should judge, tL quarter or third of 
an acre. It then pitches off precipitously in front, some hundreds 
of feet to the level of the town below. On the sides it is acces- 
sible by carriage road, up one side of which, a road is already 
constructed. Jesse has dug a well and found abundance of living 
water, on a spot pointed out to him by a clairvoyant friend. This 
encouraged him to dig, when all the waking and seeing people 
told him it would be in vain to hunt for water at such a height 
On the right of his level plat, in front, rises a splendid round 
rock some ten or dozen feet, on which to plant a little Summer 
House. The Cottage is intended to be of stone, of which there 
appears to be an abundant quarry, and of beautiful quality, on 
the very spot he wants to level for its site. Jesse is a Poet — but 
he can build songs, he will find, easier than he can Stone Cot- 
tages, in this flinty, hard-money world, a^d among the cliffs of 
High Rock. If he succeeds in this design, though, he will have 
a Home there like a Song. It will look off, over Lynn with her 
ten thousand people, on to the main Ocean — unobstructed on 
either hand as far as eye can reach. Egg Rock lays in the midst 
o£ the 8e»-pro8pect — and the ragged clifl& of Nahant And it ifi 
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w'.tliin roar as well as sight, of the sea-beaten Beach, one of Uie 
finest on the Ocean's margin — ^the Beach stretching more than a 
mile, level and smooth as a house floor, and solid as a pavement. 
A fine race-ground for horses and carriages, which swarm it like 
flies— certain times of day, in the hot season. It would be most 
magnificent to see a storm break upon it, from the Cottage at 
High Rock. Jesse means to cover the whole precipice of the 
Rock behind the Cottage, with one mammoth Grape Yiiie. It 
would be as sunny there, for the grapes, as Italy, or any of the 
vineyard-slopes of France. Off South you can Bee Bunker Hill 
Monument — its great, solemn shaft of gray towering in the haze 
and smoke of Boston, and the State House dome looming just 
beyond it, and surmounting the city — all in plain sight frcMn the 
cottage window, by. and bye, when Jesse has one. To the north- 
east, the Ocean House, and Marblehead and Cape Ann — and 
from the top of the Rock, the high mountains of western Massa- 
chusetts. And Jesse means in his heart, to pile a tower of rude 
stone on the summit of High Rock — some five and twenty or thirty 
fbet high, with an Observatory in the top, where he will have a 
tdescope, and the poetical creature indulges his fancy so far as to 
whisper he will have a chime of Bells there ! I wish to Heaven 
he had the means. He would make High Rock the tallest affair 
on New Enaland's " rock-bound coast." And how sweet to sit 
in the cottage piazza, of a summer night, and hear those sweet 
Bells chime in answer to the moaning Sea below upon the Beach. 
And the whole enhanced and surpassed some nighi, by the song 
of " The Hutchinsons" themselves — his matchless brother-band 
(** with a sister in it,") there from their own rocks of " the Old 
Granite State." Apropos — I propose here, they give Jesse a 
Benefit or two, to be laid out in completing and embellishing the 
Cottage on High Rock, in a manner that shall correspond- with 
his genius, and be worthy their own peerless Song. It wouldn't 
be the first time — at least in fable — that architecture has sprung 
into existence at the sound of Music. 

I say this much of High Rock, and its contemplated Cottage. 
The reader will indulge me in it, in tribute of respect to our 
Anti'Slavery Quire, and to their gifled brother wlio has given 
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U8 the finest soDg9 of the Anti-Slayery Movement, as well as 
bekig one of the most deroted tibolitionists, and most eloquent 
advocates of free speech. 



LETTER FROM PLYMOUTH. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Sept. 12, 1&15.] 

Dear J.-^Lest I should be detained over another Herald, here, 
I employ a few hours of this holy day, when nothing secular can 
be done, in preparing my quota to the paper. I am in consider<- 
able hopes to save you the five cents for its postage, by myself 
being its post-boy. I suppose it is no punishable violation of the 
Law, to carry your own letters, in the mail stage. If it be — and 
I should do it — this *' developement" may be used in evidence 
against me— for I certainly will carry thia to you, to-morrow, if I 
go home. 

I went a jaunt, Thursday last, about twenty miles north of thia 
valley — into the mountain region — where, what I beheld, if I 
could tell it as I saw it, would make your outlawed sheet sought 
after wherever our Anglo-Saxon tongue is spoken in the wide 
world. I have been many a time among those Alps — and never 
without a kindling of wildest enthusiasm in my woodland blood. 
But I never saw them till last Thursday. They never loomed 
distinctly to my eye before, and the «un never shone on them from 
heayen till then. They were »o near me, I could seem to hear 
the voice of their cataracts — ^as I could count their great Slides — 
streaming adown their lone and desolate sides. Old Slides, some 
of them, overgrown with young woods, like half-healed scars on 
the breast of a giant. The great rains had clothed the valleys of 
the upper Pemigewassett in the darkest and deepest green. The 
meadows were richer and mwe glorious, in their thick ** fall feed," 
than " dueen Anne's Garden," — as I saw it from the windows of 
Windsor Castle. And the dark Hemlock and Hacmatac woods 
were yet darker after the wet season, as they lay, in a hundred 
wildernesses, in the mighty recesses of the mountains. But the 
28» 
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Peaks — the eternal, the solitary — the beautiful, the glorious and 
dear mountain peaks, my own Moosehillock and my native '' Hay- 
stacks/' these were the thing? on which eye and heart gazed aad 
lingered, and I seemed to see them for the last time. It was on 
my way back, that I halted and turned to look at them, from a 
high point on the Thornton road. It was about four in the after- 
noon. It had rained among the hills about the '^ Notch/' and 
cleared off The sun, there sombered, at that early hour^ as to- 
wrards his setting, was pouring his most glorious light upon the 
Baked Peaks, and they casting their mighty shadows far down 
amonsr the inaccessible woods that darken the hollows that «tretch 
between their bases. A cloud was creeping up to perch and rest 
awhile on the highest top of " Great Haystack." Vulgar fioikc 
have called it Mount Lafayette, since the visit of that brave old 
Frenchman, in '25 or 6. If they had asked his opinion, he would 
have told them, the names of mountains couldn't be altered — and 
especially names like that — so appropriate — so descriptive and so 
picturesque. A little, hard white cloud — that looked like a hun- 
dred fleeces of wool rolled into one — was climbing rapidly along 
up the north-western ridge, that ascended to the lonely top of 
" Great Haystack." All the others were bare. Four or five of 
them — as distinct and shapely as so many Pyramids — some topped 
out with naked cliff, on which the sun lay in melancholy glory — 
others clothed thick all the way up with the old New Hampshire 
hemlock; or the daring hacmatac. Pierpont's " Hacmatac." 
You could see their shadows stretching many and many a mile, 
over "Grant" and " Location/'— away beyond the invading foot 
of Incorporation— where the timber-hunter has scarcely explored, 
and where the Moose browses now, I suppose, as undisturbed as 
he did, before the settlement of the State. I wish . our young 
friend and genius, Harrison Eastman, had been with me, to see 
the sun-light, as it glared on the tops of those woods — and to see 
the purple of the mountains. I looked at it, myself, almost with 
the eye of a painter. If a painter looked with mine, though, he 
never could look off, upon his canvass, long enough to make a 
picture. He would gaze forever at the original. 

But I had to leave it — and to say in my heirt, iarewell ! And 
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as I travelled on down, and the sun sunk lower and lower towards 
the summit of the western ridge, the clouds came up and formed 
an Alpine range in the Evening heavens, above it--like other 
Haystacks and Moosehillocks— so dark and dense, that fancy 
could easily mistake them for a higher Alps. There were the 
peaks, and the great passes — the Franconia ** Notches" among 
the cloudy cliffs, and the great White Mountain " Gap." All that 
was lacking was a thunder-storm among ^hem, which I coulduH 
help wishing might be got up, before we reached Plymouth — 
though it was coming night, and I had been all the day before 
confined to the bed of an attack of fever. It was an ominous 
wish, and perhaps a rash one — for before we got within three 
miles of shelter — in an open buggy — and without even an aro- 
brella, there were nmsterings for a thunder-storm in more than 
one quarter of the sky. It was dusk when we crossed " Liver- 
more's Bridge," at a wild, craggy narrows on the Pemigewassett. 
The view opens below the bridge between high cliflfe on each side 
of the stream — and as we got about half way across, a flash of 
lightning from the southern horizon, gleamed on the long stretch 
of river mirrored below, with almost intolerable brightness. As 
we ascended the hill on the ojifposite side, came the thunder — 
and when we reached the top, we descried a battery moving 
rapidly over the bridge to the north-west— of thick, dark cloud, 
cleft with frequent flashes of lightning. It lightened, too, vividly 
and frequently in the South, so that we were between two fires, 
and the prospect was of winding off the day and the ride in a 
magnificent storm, and war of the elements. The clouds in the 
north-west, rose rapidly — as if driven by a hurricane, and a long 
line of battle underneath them, showed the edge of the shower. 
We were protected by the hills, and felt no wind. A half-mile 
from the Plymouth village (where once I had a home,) is the 
" Baker's River Bridge." (The world will know all about these 
localities, by and bye, when the Rail Road to Canada, traverses 
this valley.) We had got on to the Bridge, when, looking back, 
we discovered the rain had reached the nearest hills, and wae 
already mingling with their tree tops, and was coming on at a 
rapidity firom which we could s<iarcely escape. It was so grand 



$)2 "THE UNCONSTITUTIONALITY OF SLAVERY. 

Aiid magnificent, the whole array of night auil btorin, tliat un- 
fitted as I was to encounter them, I did not, A)r a moment, 
regret heiug out. We rode rapidly however. The storm pur 
sued UB. The great vanguard cloud advanciiig distinctly hefore 
ft| upright in the western heavens, like ilie keel of a mighty 
Steamer. As we entered the village, the Imrricane (rom the hills 
struck down before us upon the road, and whirled a cloud of dust 
into the air — so we couldn't see our way. The big rain drops 
-immediately followed, and we were at once in tlie tliick of a tre- 
mendous thunder-storm. I have scarcely ever known it rain 
heavier*— or a higher wind, or more sudden and violent tempest 
We were out tn it just long enough to witness its onset, and have 
4 taste of its power. 

I shouldn't have undertaken any tiling, so much like de^rip- 
4ion, as this, with my disheartened and o'erjaded pen. Time 
was, I could have enjoyed such exhibition of the elements, and 
have given some tame story of it, as it bcfel — but 

" My Tisions flit \*^9 palpnbly before me," — nt»w, 
*• and imagination droops her pinioii." 

I hardly dare venture a quotation. To avoid further hazard, 
I will even close my doubtful epistle — for which, if I can, I will 
substitute you SDiiieth.iig else — from yours, and our doar friends, 
tlie readers, N. P. R. 



"THK UNCONSTITUTIONALITY OF SLAVERY." 

[f'rom the Ilcrald of Freedom of i-lept. 1% IV.lb] 

Geokub Bradiiukn bade me do two things— if 1 received a 
copy of Lysandcr Spooiier's Essay — with the above tille — viz. 
Read it all — and notice it in the Ilerahl of Free4l<)m. I would 
have readily done more than both, were it only to please sa noble 
a heart as George Bradburn — who has been very boardly treated, 
by the way, by the Regency at Boston, who have the keeping <if 
Garrison. I rejjretted Bradburn's estimation of Politics jis an 
instrumentality for the advaocemeiit of the Anti-Slavery cause 
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and his active enlistment in the Liberty Party. I don't know 
but I may have spoken unduly of him, when I found hin de- 
fining Ms position politically. If I did, I will do him more than 
justice. I guess I didn't — for I do not remember ever doubting 
his right to form his own opinions and choose his own instru- 
mentalities and measures. There was never to my remembrance 
a particle of " New Organization" in George Bradbum's noble 
nature 6r conduct — ^my ground of quarr 1 with the origination of 
the Liberty Party. So f-ir a»*it was a device of clerical abolition- 
ism, to divert the Anti-Slavery storm from the Church, I quar- 
relled with it, and will quarrel — but with it as a mere political 
party — aiming sincerely for the overthrow of slavery, I have no 
contest, though I ^o n ^t symp thize with this mode of action. 
George Bradburn is an abolitionist, of faithful, disinterested and 
much sacrificing caste, and has undergone characteristic treat- 
ment firom the Board for venturing to be independent. 

I have complied with one of his requisitions, as to Lysandcr 
Spooner's able pamphlet. I have read it. That is, run through 
it — and actually and thinkingly read most of it. I imow what it 
is. I will now, as well as I can, comply with the other. Give it 
a Herald-of-Freedom-sort of noti :e. It is a laborious book to 
read. Not tedious, but laborious and toilsome. You have to 
think, as you read it. You have to read it with mind. The 
writer wrote it so, and you have to read it so. He thought, all 
the way through it There are no mindless passages in it — no 
spots where thought failed the author, and his pen went on with- 
out. It is all connected keen argument, the entire way through — 
argument and fact. 

His glorious definition of Law — " Natural Right," — " Natural 
Justice." I apprehend he has pitched it too high. So high, it 
will exclude not only Slavery, but citizenship and subject. Ex- 
clude Government, and Law itself. Blackstone Law. That de- 
mands of you, that you'give it up part of your Natural Rights, 
(to wit, aU of them) to purchase of it, protection of the rest. 
Spooner's Law secures to the Individual, aU natural rights, and 
is, itself, the Law of Nature. That Law, of course prohibits 
Slavery, and if nothing short of it is Law, if all natural injustice 
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is Ulegalf then Sli^very is unconstitutional, allowing the Consii? 
tution, to be the Lomo of the land. 

The Essay purges the Law of the country, of Slavery, in ths 
days of the Colonies, before the Revolution. It shows the Law 
of England to be the Law Paramount here, then, and the decision 
of Mansfield, in the famous Somerset Case, was a besom, to sweep 
Slavery from legal existence, any where in the Colonies. " Slaves 
couldn't" lawfully " breathe in" America— *any more than, ac- 
cording to Chief Justice Cowper, they could in " England." The 
Colonial Statutes, it acquits of Slavery, too, and pretty nearly, ot 
quite, the Old Articles of Confederation. Though, I thiuk the 
Old Articles — where they ^eak of " Free" people, in distinction 
from certain others — knew there were slaves in the country, and 
meant to recognize them. 

The Declaration of '76, — so far as that made up the Law — and 
I don't know but it was about all " the Rebels" had — at one time, 
they said they held to it, at any rate. That would seem to con« 
flict with such an inequality as Slavery, But the Constitution, 
the grand national Charter, the Paramount Parchment of the 
Land, is that pro-slavery or not — or is slavery constitutional q9 
not, that is the point, the Essay aims to establish. With defer- 
ence to Mr. Spooner, as a hundred times the Lawyer, I ever was, 
I would take the liberty to say, that showing the illegality of 
Slavery, before the Revolution, or before the adaption of the 
Constitution, in '89, is not material to interpreting the letter and 
spirit of the Constitution itself. That speaks, for itself as inde- 
pendently of former or existing Law, as of contemporaneous his- 
tory. What did words mean about those days, and what does the 
Constitution say, it seems to me, are the considerations to settle 
its meaning. The doctrine of the Essay as to legal principles of 
construction — and interpretation, would bother the old Parch- 
ment, and make it hang its. head, if it undertook to catch a run* 
away slave, or prohibit Congress abolishing 5/a»c-trades— or base 
its representations, in Congress, on slaves, as three-fifths men. 
Still, I think the old thing does it. Mr. Spooner makes out, 
that " in the gross and scope" of the Constitution and Law, they 
are at odds enough with Slavery, yet I thinks the stately old 
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Patchment does cooDive at it That it explicitly coDtemplates a 
three-fiflhs representation for the southern slaves; that it pro- 
hibited Congress from meddling with the importation of slaves, 
for a period ; and that it means to and does make hunting groond 
of the free States, lor the chase of runaway slaves. It, at least, 
as the cant phrase is — don't do €my tMng else, than these three 
things, in the sevoral clauses where it touches the subject. In 
the " no person held to service or labor" clause — the " service'* 
spoken of, seems to me, that of a slave if of any body. Nobody 
else is *' held to s^vice," but a slave. No contract service is 
compellable of performance. No contract compels a man to 
perfc^m his promised service. The law '' holds" him, only in 
damagies. The language, I suppose must mean something, how- 
ever unlatqful or unjust. That is, the fault of the instrument. It 
speaks of persons ** held to service." Nobody is held to service, 
under any contract he can make. If he doesn't perform what 
he promises, he is hdd to pay only — and not held then to the 
creditor. The creditor can't hold him to pay. He has to ask 
the Law to. He is not " held to service," to any body. To 
" hdd him to service," would, itself, make him a slave. 

Held '^ under the laws." Mr. Spooner denies that any one is 
*' held to service in any State, under the laws thereof ,* and makes 
it out, I think. But the Constitution don't agree with him. It 
speaks of persons being so hdd. If they are not so held, — the 
more shame to the old parchment, that is all. The Constitution 
says they are. And says further — what it would not say, seems 
to me, of any persons but slaves, or any service, but slave-ser* 
vice-^hat escaping from it into another State, shall not discharge 
the person from it by virtue of any laws in that State. There is 
no " service a person is holden to, in any State, under the laws 
thereof," from which the laws of any other State wx>uld disdiarge 
him, generally — but slave service. We have slave States and 
non-slave States, but not pay States and non-pay States — contract 
States and non-contract States. The obligations of contract in 
one State, are obligations on the debtor in all other States. But 
the Constitution says there is a service under the Laws of one * 
State, from which the Laws of another State will discharge a 
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person, if he runs there. This service is no other than slave 
service. Is that, or none. " But shall be delivered up" too, is 
another part of the section. No person is liable by law, to be 
delivered up to a claimant, but a slave. Slave service is not 
legally due — but the Constitution speaks of delivering up to the 
claimant, the person who owes this' service. Such person must, 
then, be a slave. I know it makes confounded work with Law. 
So it does with Liberty and life and every thing. But the Con- 
stitution does it, notwithstanding. It talks of persons held to 
service — a service not binding in some of the States, by law, and 
binding in others — and of p3rsons who may be delivered up to 
their pursuers and claimants of the service. This can only be 
spoken of slaves. And any body of whom it can be spoken, is 
ct slave. If the Co.ii titution means any body but the negro staves, 
then it regards as slaves the white folks of the country. It is an 
enslaving instrument. I think the same may be made out, as to 
the meaning of the other two clauses. They don't mean any 
thing else than slaves. 

It is a splendid Essay. If the talent laid out in it, were laid 
out in the bar, it would make the author distinguished and rich. 
I fear the author is neither. Had he been distinguished, he would 
not have meddled with Slavery. You would not catch Rufus 
Choate, or Richard Fletcher, writing about Slavery. Mr. Fletcher 
once made a speech, in defence of it. But he wouldn't do that, 
now. He would examine the Constitution, in behalf of a fugi- 
tive slave client — but not generally, as Lysander Spooner has 
done — and done greatly. Richard Fletcher is too distinguished. 
This Essay should give the author a name at the Boston Bar. It 
will, at the Bar of Posterity. But the Suffolk pleaders, I sup- 
pose, think it was a weakness in the author to write it. It should 
give him bread. But I fear it will only cost him part t>f the 
mefms he may have. It is too philanthropic to sell in Boston, or 
America. 
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THE AMERICAN BOARD. 

[From the Henld of Freedom of Sept. 19, 1B15.] 

This great, long-faced^ long-waisted. Reverend pile of hnmhtr^ 
t|iia cap-eheaf of fttfonMblpy aad t»ood€ti> de^x)tiamy and nonsense 
— haa bad a galhehng, at Brooklyn, on Long Island. The Con* 
gregational Journal has a sketch <^ its solemn doings. The 
D. P.'s (chickodlee-clfes) were as thick as hops. They had one 
suhjecty which stirred some life in their lazy— carcasses. The 
New York Observer calls it *' an incidental sabject.? Of oourse, 
it was incidental if they took up a subject of the slightest sense or 
importance. Their r^ular, serious business is as lifeless, as the 
soggy talk of a London Mayor and Aldermen, ^rer a great tor- 
toise dinner. That incidental subject was Slavery. The Eii- 
t4avement of portion of the professors of the Religion they are 
exporting to the Heathen, by another portion of thein. One part 
of their constituents make slaves of the rest. No great affair. 
Not one the Board would ever take notice of. They are terribly 
anxious for the moral character of the Heathy, and want to send 
them a religion that will make bereaved widows leave off burning 
themselves on their dead husband's pyre. So horrid an insti- 
tution, this — (together with sundry heresies in their theology) 
that they would suck up, if they could, all the money of the 
country — they would actually reduce the country io beggary — to 
said them their own theology through breaches, now, wrought 
in the walls of Heathendom by the infernal broad*sides of the 
Christian Navy of Britain. They would use up, I say, any 
amount of the means of living of this pe(^le to send them their 
Andover-made theology. And all the while the solemn creatures 
have a pious constituency here at home, the half of which sells 
the other half, as a jockey sells horses— K>r a drover, cows, calves, 
pigs aod sheep. They baptize them as the representatives of ths 
God they pray to— then flog them, sell them — cattleise them — 
enslave them* A thing — if the Heathen are guilty of — why then, 
the Heathen are as had as this American Board — that is all. 
They meet, this wooden Corpus-^and Slavery, instead of im- 
29 
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mediately swamping the whole of them in sackcloth and ashei 
gets before them, tucu^^iitaZ/y/ 

Amos A. Phelps and David Root were among them. I am 
ashamed of them both for being caught" there. They were there 
05' tmmnberi / But they have to recognize tkes^ wooden Corpora- 
tions or they would be outlawed, i am sorry they mnsi. If they 
didn't, they cooldn't live. They oppoBe4 the Board's Rqiort, on 
the incidtwiai subject I dcHi't see why they shculd. It wai us 
good « report- as a Board coald make. Asy iyetter one wMild 
tend to apeet them. *' Sel^reserratioD is" not only the jffr^ law 
of Bo«rd«ship — bat the ^nfy law-. They ongktnol to ask a Boerd 
to make a betted report, than the one the seven SoJemns sade 
for this ocdhsion. 8ix Solemns, rather, mod one Chancellor. - It 
amounted, the Report, to a round-about nothing; The merit of 
it was ihe coneealment of the ends of the circle, In which it niii. 
It said, their chief business was to save satils, and therefore they 
had nothmg to do, with any thing'louching Hve human welfare. 
They were engaged in insuring a man's ghost — ^his ga»— -his va- 
por—the mist that exhales when his body dissolves'; securing it 
from the penitential fires, where Humlefs Father sweat, day times, 
aiid to which he had to hie, when the " uneflfeclaal fife began to 
pale'* in the glow-worm's tail, and the matin to draw nigh. To 
save a man's ether, after it quits his body, from this old popiish 
purgatory turned into perpetual imprisonment, 'was the business 
of the Board — ^the Report said. "That is to say, " it won't noth- 
ing elseV For that is the gist of it. It is, what isn't their busi- 
ness — ^rather than what is — that they are after making out. So 
that they may shirk and steer clear of all human duties. So they 
can ebritrol human money and infliietice, and avoid all labor and 
responsibility. That is their great businesw. They don't care 
one red copper for mankind's soul — or believe any thing about it, 
or care any thing about it — ^whether mankind has any soul or 
not. They have a kind of imagination that they care, but they 
don't, ' Tsap they don^t,' And truer words neVer were spoken. 
They don't care one red cent for the souls of all creation. Rob 
them of one dinnef, and they will show you the difference be- 
tween real earing, and what they whiningly profess. They don't 



" THE RIGHTS OF ANIMALS." 239 



<}are — ^imI they canU csffe. I don't ask them to care for man- 
kind-^— soul or bodjj . They are a gfeat tooaden Horser— as full of 
sieek, " watfefy-«yed*' fcnaverf, as Hale PettengiU would call it— 
Bfi ever the old Trojan Horse was of armed rascals, en«wonbed 
there" to sack a ^ity. They are a^corporatuin, hoarded up whh 
all sorts of htmhet sawed from pitch pine-^-and hemlock, end 
what not, and {nretending to be aH cut from the Cedars of Leba- 
noh. I have no paliehce, when I think of them. I see throng 
Ihem, I think. I wish mankind all did^ Poor rogues, they are 
hungry and must eat They are sensual and must indulge. .The^ 
!«re proud and hay, and tron't work. Their Rqport waa ^ood 
en6ttgh! 

I am too uiiweH,to8ay What I was going-fto, about Uiem^i. 



"THE RIGHTS OF ANIMALS." 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Oct. 31, 1846.] 

An author in Dublin, gave «ie, in 1940, a good-sized volume 
of the above title^ which alone wa^ merit enough, I thought — if 
the book had no other, to entitle it and its author to considera- 
tion and gratitude. We liear of the " Rights of Man.'* I ivish 
we heard mc^e of them than we do — and could see them dlMserved 
as well, as talked of. But who ever thought of an aniinal's 
rights — the rights of a brufe. We hear it spcdcen of as a man's 
ikity to he innd to the brutes — but never of the bmte's right to 
just treatment. But why has not a brute rights, as well as men? 
What is the foundation of human rights, that is ndt foundation, 
for animal rights also? A man has rights— and they are impop- 
tant to him because th^r observance is necessary to. his happi- 
nesB, and their violation hurts hihi. He has a right to personal 
liberty. It is pleasant to him — ^permanently pleasant and good. 
It is therefore his right. And every creature— or I will call it^ 
rather, every existence, (fiw whether created or not, Uiey isertakily 
exist, they are) every existence, that is capable of enjoying or 
'Suffering, has its rights, and jest mankind will regard tfiieai. And 
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regard them as rights. The hotse his rights. The <k)g. The 
cat, and the rai e?en. Real rights. Asd these rights are sacred 
They are not to be mvaded. Mankind are to study the happiness 
of a}l beings, so far as they are connected witb them. How ^ 
it is to be carried, depends upon how far the most perfect good 
will can carry it. Farther than it con go-*it is under no obliga- 
-tion ta go. Does any body seriously think it rights to trifle with 
animal happiness and animal suffering 1 They do triffle with 
them, and talk about dominion over them being given to man. 
If tiiis dominion involve ill treatment — it was a bad gift, whoever 
gave it— *id my c^inion. They talk of doininioib— and found upon 
it the right of capricious treatment. But that any body ikinks it 
right to injure the brute, I doubt. Whoever will do it — is liable 
to extend the like injury to mankind. '' Dominion" is claimed 
over portion of mankind as well as brute>kind, and by ** divine 
right" too. More of this hereafter. 



•INFIDELITY.'' 

[f^rom the Herald of Freedom of Oct 3|, 1845.] 

• 

A GOOD friend writes me, that apprehensions are entertained 
and surmises uttered, of my " inMelity," among some who are 
readers of our paper — and he wishes to know explicitly of me 
whether I am '^ infidel" or not — with a view, it seems, of con- 
tinuing or not, to take the Herald of Freedom. Before saying 
any thing on that question, I will just reprove the dear friend, 
gently, of the bigotry which prompted him to write the request. 
I call it bigotry — for I have myself been a bigot, and know what 
it is. It is bigotry, I think, to make any one's religious belief or 
disbelief a criterion of character, or a condition of fellowship. 
If my friend don't like the Herald of Freedom — for what is in it, 
let him discontinue it. If my principles, as declared in it, do 
not please him, and he, desires of the paper any thing more Uian 
a free and full opportunity to combat them in it, he wants a paper 
I cannot fernish* He is well disposed, I am sure, but the requir 
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sition he makes on me, is, I think, a wrong cne, and unfiriendlj 
to freedom. 

Whether I am "Infidel** or not, in the technical, senae of the 
word, I don't know as I could tell. I certainly should decline to 
lell, if asked, as I am here. I will say this — ^I am frety and mean 
to l?e— to examine every department of the religions of the day — 
to think of them as I may, and to speak of them as I think. Any 
thing I disbelieve or believe in regard to them, and have occasion 
to speak in the Herald of Freedom, I will speak it — and so.eib- 
plicitly, as not to be mistaken. If my friend is not thus iiree, I 
think him bigoted. He will on second thought, perhaps, agree 
with me. And here I will say, that I think nothing is worthier 
of severe condemnation, than the priestly fashioc of iutiiaidaiiDg 
honest, truthful inquiry by the bu^^-bear of '* Infidelity/' It is 
death to human fi'eedpm and happmess. 



THANKSGIVING, 

[From tile herald of Freedom of Nor. 28, 18i5.] 

I wouldn't grumble at any of our' governmental ot religious 
customs, that have any thin^ like cheer or comfort connected with 
them. There is, associated with this long-waisted, Puritan fes- 
tival, called Thanksgiving,, at least the idea of Punkin Pies — and 
the word " thanks," in the name. These are better than noth- 
inor. — ^Punkin Pie — if it is such as I used to eat, at old John Tay- 
lor Gilman ihanksgivings, when a governor was an awful great 
man. John , H. Steele, though, is more of a man than all the 
governors put together, that have gone before him in New Hamp- 
shire. His heart beats and his blood circulates in his veins, in 
spite of " His Excellency." This is more than can be said of any 
other Captain General. John H. Steele exercises the humanity 
of a tender-hearted man, even while he is officially absorbed in 
the State. While he is part and parcel of the Granite State, he 
manifests the sympathies of an individual man. A thing no 
Governor or Emperor ever did before him, to my knowledge — or 
29* 
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belief— and which no one will be likely to do after him — and 
which in fact he ought not to have been guilty of, himself. . A 
governor has no right to be humane. Humanity is no legitimate 
ingredient of a Chief Magistrate— or any other M^istrate. The 
Stale can't pity or sympathize, lohn H. Steele has done both. 
He is therefore no governor. And the Democratic Party — dem- 
ocratic as he is — cannot overlook it in him — and they will hurry 
to supersede him, by a governor that will be obnoxious to no such 
charges. 

But Ponkin Pie and *' thiiiks," — it is clever to have a custom 
«8sociaed with them. As to Turkeys and allspice, it is not so 
clever. The turkeys may " thank" some of us — :for we have no 
iiand, .directly or indirectly, in the slaughter of any of theiii — 
«n Ihis festive occasion. Tl^y might survive and gohhh on, a 
hundred thanksgivings, for all me, and so might all the pullets, 
and all the beef-critters, and them, that furnish the spar'-ribs. 
My thanksgivings bring no dooms-day to any of them. And 
there are poor dogs among us, who have to be " thank" ful — 
without the punkin pie, even. They are thankful it's no worse. 
Poor folks are glad of nothing. They can take the Proclamation 
and go out the north-west side of their unbanked dwellings, 
-and read it. As for ** assembling at the usual places of public 
•worship,** they catft so well, for lack of— where to sit — and 
lack of dioes and clothes and so on. There is one class among 
us who are sure to have cause to thank God. The class that 
read the proclamations, thanksgiving-day. They are always 
sure of the turkeys, and the spice, and the punkin pie. They 
do the thanking God— and but for them, it wouldn't be done, 
and thfe proclamations would go unread. Next to tTie govern- 
ors, themselves, who make the thanksgivings, are the Proclama- 
tion-readers. There are folk, that have to be thankful for 
potatoes and onions — if they can get the like of them, this year, 
when the speculator has got his eye on the lowest necessaries 
of life. God save the poor, this winter. I never used to think 
enough about them, when I had my shed full of old wood — my 
potato bin piled high in the cellar, and a consciousness of abso- 
lute freedom from lack of any thing, about me. I wish I had 



REPLY TO A CORRESPONDENT. 848 



thought more of the destitute, then. Somehow or other it is 
easier to think of them this thanksgiring time than ever before, 
to me. And jet I haven't so much as read the proclamation — and 
ha¥e no idea of going to anj of the ^AniiAr-roeetings of -the Sects. 
Would to God, I had the means of making every body feel free 
this winter of the possibility of want I'd give them cause of 
gladness, if not of thanksgiving. I think I would. Thanksgiving 
looks gay, and brings the sleigh-rides and balls. But to many a 
heart it brings nothing but the snow stkd the cold. Behind it 
scowls Winter. And ah what can the poor widow do— whose 
husband died of drinking in the fall — and whom " thanksgivin'' 
surprises with ragged, shoe-less little ones, and a desolate wood- 
yard ! Let the poor trader, who sold her husband the liquor, gp 
to meet'n, thanksgiving day, round by her dwelling. And the 
sleek, portly divine, under whose preaching he did it — and who 
has helped break up the Free Meetings of the temperance people, 
let him wrap his blue cloak round him, and go by the widow's, 
as he goes to read the proclamation and thank his God who 
vouchsafes him the fet of the land. But I won't taunt any body, 
least of all, those whom abundance cannot begin to make happy. 
Who have no sympathies — ^no necessities — no enjoyments, " pain^ 
fill preeminence," — " above life's comforts," as well as " its weak- 
ness." Up there, in the unnatural cc^d. They better come 
down, among mankind — where they can endure and enjoy — and 
take some show in a thanksgiving besides eating a turkey and 
reading the proclamation. 



REPLY TO A CORRESPONDENT. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of January 9, 1346.] 

Nothing is more welcome or grateful to me, than frank, hon- 
est disapproval of my position and opinions, like the above of 
H. O. S. I like it not only for its fidelity and fearlessness, but it 
helps me to make good my assailed foundations, if they are true. 
It comes in aid, as ** interruptions" do— to help the truth-loving 
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speaker, in '' Free Meeting/' It helps me present my, case, and 
helps the reader to the truth. I thank our correspondent, there- 
fore, ia my own and the reader's hehalf foe iiis valuable iuterpo- 
sitiooL And now^ a remark or two in reply \ ^ 

. Oar porrespcmdent thinks I am wrong in regarding Humanity 
as I do, unmingled with religious consideratioos, or regard fof 
God. This seems his main ground of disq>proyal of my position. 
Whether he has rightly '' defiiued my position," or not, my past 
pofiiiioa I mean, I will aot undertake to settle. I will endeavor 
-to give my present position. Not define it — &>r it is indefinite — 
or not definite. At least, I d.sire to have it so. I want it to be 
4n. ever-changing*— ad vancing— -'improving — learning — never stop- 
j^ing-^-^ndeJinabk position — if *' position" that can be called, which 
sever 8t< ps, bat is always on the march. We eauikot speak of 
the " posltioiV of a ehargiug army. It had onef in tiiqe of truce^ 
Mni -when it was id).y in the barracks. Then^ its *' position" 
6O11I4 be ** defined.'' Amid the dust andhurricai^te of the charge 
and the encounter, and.mayhap of triumphant pursuit of the routed 
fiae-— it would be hard to define its attitude^— or take its likeness. 
J am desirous here of illustrating what Th^ Herald of Freedom 
.flight to be and aims to be^ rather than what it is. Its iBdefin- 
able motto«word — *^ Excelsior." I want to benefit Mankind and 
all animal kind and all other kind within my reach, if any other 
there be, that needs benefiting and cau receive it at my hands. 
. I want, eminently, the overthrow of the Slave-system, that par- 
alyzes the country and the world. And all auxiliary systems to 
it. On their own account, as well as because they sustain this 
crowning outrage on human happiness ^nd rights. I think the 
good and the welfare of the world demand the overthrow of these 
systems. The glory of God may require it also. That the wel- 
fare of Humanity does, I know, or think I do. The glory of 
God may. His welfare cannot, I should imagine; I imagine it 
would not promote any welfare of His — so much as that of the 
parties here concerned — to have every system of hatred and hurt, 
among mankind, abolished. I may be wrong in supposing the 
Welfare of Mankind, an object of paramount concern with me, 
to the glory of God. I do suppose sa Even if I knew: ^ y/^ 
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what would glorify God, as I do what would benefit mankind, and 
eonld promote the one, as efiectaately as I oonld the other. If 
any being, but God, preferred his own glory to the good of man- 
kind, we shouldn't think well of him. If it was Bonaparte or 
Cesar, we shouldn't speak well of him. We should speak ill. 
We should say, Tyrant — heartless, selfish Oppressor. A French 
soldier would worship — and cry **vive TEmpereur." And so 
would an old Roman Legion, as it offered itself to destruction, 
to save the " bald first Caesar's" form from harm or dishonor. 
And our devotees would worship God, while they thought he 
cared more for " the honor of His great name," than for the good 
of mankind. And why do they do it t For much the same rea- 
son in all the three cases. It is more g^ierous in the cases of 
the poor infatuated soldiers — lor their worship has a savoring of 
sympathy in it — for their Deities were human. The religions 
worshipper's is based in unmitigated dread ' of the fiiry of their 
Divinity, and a most base desire to propitiate his profitable favor. 
That is, so far as their wcnrsh^ is real. It has m tact scared^ 
iiny reality in it. It is nearly all imaginary. The reality abooft 
it — is the inclination they feel to kill every body who won't j<Mii 
them in it. That is real-. They carry that out. The rest is 
pretty much fancy and superstition, I think. 

M^kind need love and help. God needs neither. We can 
love mankind and help them. God, we can neither help nor 
love. And until we have loved and helped mankind, as much as 
they need, and as much as cem help and love them, we ought not 
to try to worship God, or to exercise emotions towards him. If 
we should, the emotions would be swre to be bad ones. We don't 
fee) right towards mankind, till we love them as muoh and as weil 
as we can and as they need. And until we do this, we are not 
prepared to ffeel rightly towards any other being. We are not 
in loving mood or spirit. And our worship wouldn't be agreea- 
ble to any Being that was good. The Devil, as we call him, 
might like it, so far as we are concerned. It wouldn't be so very 
flattering to him, n 

In my opinion — my present one, this moment while I am writ 
ing — before we have any duties to perform towards God, we have 
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got to perforin ev^rif 9ne we have found oat, lowards one another. 
And desire to peribrm these human duties,^ as we call them, will 
preclude all idea of duties to Divinity, as duties to Divinitj pre- 
dude all idea of any to Humanity — and Ofce resorted to — ^^(aa I 
think) as a subterfiige from the performance of any. I believe 
that Piety is a cheap and bad substitute for Humanity. And that 
the more pious any one becomes — ^the more religious — the more 
ID love with the gods — the ^' Dii immortale?/' as the Romans 
used to call it--or "Almighty God/' as the Roman Catholics 
have it — the less practical love he has. for any human creature^ 
und the more sublimated and hopeless is his selfishness. I be- 
lieve this to be the nature of the thing. I might say here, that 
Christianity teaches, all I here say, but I. won't say it — for it wiU 
leem like taking shelter in Scriptare, from the iiesponsibllity . of 
naked, unauthorized opinion. I will; say it, on my own i&s^qis^ 
fib^ity. And it is njE>body'$ busineas, if I ain..in0onco4 in tJi# 
epinioou I am not aeoouotable tor any body, or to the public^ for 
iJUriug iu oaj whvi 1 du. Bvery Limly lias a rigUl if> Bay Use .COD* 
IffMry. Ab H. O, S. will, if he so thinks. And that is aH Jbc wil) 
do. He would not have me, sent for the heresy, either to HeU, 
QX to— — ^Hopkinton. Henry Wood might — ^to both. My objee^ 
tion to this '' Piety'' is, not that it is unchristian,-( which it grossly 
w,) but that it isKnhuman. The world runs to Piety. It runs 
reluctantly at first — but eagerly at length. Piety, in some form 
or other. The orthodox Piety is based in Hatred of Mankind — 
which it calls Love of God. It regards mankind as '* totally d^ 
praved" and hateful It has, it^f, " shuffled off" its own total 
depravity, under a partial (but cLcceptabh) sanctification. It has 
got insurance against the fire of the wrath of its Divinity. This 
is orihodox Piety, in its various, belligerent, and (if it . had the 
power) crucifying diyisions and sects. There is. a heterodox 
Piety, that ventures to hold that Love to Mankind is not, totally 
incompatible with Love of God. It has to repudiate the '* total 
depravity" of mankind, in order to make it lawful to love .them. 
This is one reason of the repudiation. It wouldn't do to love 
creatures abhorred of God and consigned by him to Damnation 
And it would hardly seem reasonable to love a God^ wha. had 
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sBch purposeB towards mankiiMl— even if thej were his enemies— 
and all to promote his own honor and f lory. So heterodox Pietj 
HEMMiifies the character of God and elevates that of Man, and 
lu^ds to loving, both. Now — if this Pietj will so love God, that 
it cairtake«n active^ healthy part. in behalf of man, if it will 
Oaiy worship, so- that it <can help us,- suffering, wretched folks^r 
here on the surface of the ground, and help us, for out sakes-r- 
asd not merely for God's sake, I will not quarrel with their piety. 
I will laud their humanity. And if their piety promotes it, I 
will laud thai* And if it engenders it— <if it is essential to it*-* 
I will make 'it paramount If their love to God is the basis of; 
Love to mankind— *if pi^y i» the ibundatioQ of humanity— -rightt^ 
eoosnesBrp-goodness-'-then I go for Love to God and Piety,- &rev 
of alh. Bnt^ really^ I must iiave this «odD3iEes. I want the^ 
wrongs of humanity first righted. I think they x^au be— K>ught to 
be*-«HBaa8t be.- I think we ought to be happy » here. Considera*; 
biy happy-r^^tf not exstatically so. ComfortaUy happy. - And t 
want that made the paramount object. To be happy, we fnust* 
be T^fat I would have it, that we must be Rmtbt — rather than: 
happy. ' That /must be right, and my neighbor be made hapf^ 
I, right, in order to have him happy. Not right, that I might be' 
happy; myself,*— bat that he might That lodes bigger and better' 
to me,' than the other—or than any other. I, right, from sheer< 
love (af^roval) of the Right — and to promote the hairiness o£ 
my neighbor ! That strikes me, as well as feu can get it. And* 
nothing short of that, will do, at all** Adopt that, and the wcrld. 
goes weH. Any thing short of that, and it will go t7/. All ere* 
ation csm't make it otherwise. Disinterested Good WiU wift 
make the World what it wants to be mada Piety can't make it 
so. Piety makes it the contrary. Makes it what it is. The 
world is full of Piety and Hate and Fight and Misery. The 
Love that would make it happy, is withheld fi'om its needy, noS* 
fering inhabitants, and absorbed into DevotTim, which sends «ll 
its incense up into the cold sky, to God. Piety haff built temples: 
to its Gods, -all over the face of the earth, at a cost that would 
httTe sheltered all mankind, including that ''Son of Man, who 
had notwh^e to lay his head." Multitudes of mankind have 



ai8 REPLY TO A CORRESPOf^DENT. 

no shelter now, but bare to bide the peltings t>f the <e)MiMM, 
while there are houses of God, that cost enough to bniki a ckf. 
One mountain-looking cathedral, I myself beheld, in the foidfy 
city of York, old England, that cost $5^,000,000. The hal^t^ 
tibns of men lay round about it, like fragmentB of stone roond 
the foot of a mountain, from which they had tombled. It Memed 
to have absorbed and devoured the means of m city. Piety built 
it. Piety that loved the God of Old England, but hated the 
People of CMd En^and. The walls of the mighty Cathearal, 
accordingly, are covered all over, on the (wtaide, the side next to 
the people, with grotestiueheads, making up mouths, in token of 
the contempt ie^ by Piety for the people in behalf of its God. 
That- seems to me to be Piety, in its genuine upshot and cmtas 
trophe. Piety, with lesser means, builds its Old North meetin|^ 
houses, and its New North and its South, 6lc dLC. here in the 
pious town of Concord. We have a good, deal of hunuuMty, 
however, in this same town. I ask H. O. S., if it q»riiig» firon 
the Piety that built these Houses of God 1 Are those houses not 
at war with the hmnanity of the town, and do they not denounce 
it as impiety, and is it not, in &ct, impiety t A good d^al o£ the 
Humanity of the town aids in maintaining heterodox wflrship 
h^e. It aids it, because heterodoxy had arisen in opposition to 
orthodoxy. And it seemed necessary to carry on that opposiUon 
in -some rdigious form or other. Real humanity has cause to 
dppose orthodoxy— *4Mit not, as I think, by worship. It does not 
goto the Mountains of Samaria, to set up an opposition worship, 
against' the bloody old Temple at Jerusalem. But it says ''nei- 
ther in this mountain nor yet at JerusalenL" Equivalent to say- 
ing, Nor any where. I say, nor any where, wheUier or nd. For 
so it seems to me it shoidd be. 

If any body loves God in addition to loving mankind ^eell 
enough, I have no objecti<Hi. If they can love God without liat« 
ing mankind, I have none. If they do not hate mankind any 
the worse for what love of God they have, I have no objection to 
il. If they have a love of God resulting from a sufficient lovet 
of mankind, I have none. I lik^ that. If love of mankind 
breeds it, and results in it, I want all to have it It= woold^dp 
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Gk>d DO good. He doesn't need it. The want of it doesn't harm 
him. But I will not quarrel with it I am inclined to think, that 
there can be no right love of God in any breast, that does not 
sufficiently love humanity. Nor any right opinions of or notions 
about God. The best opinions in regard to God can only be en- 
tertained where there is due love to mankind. Due philanthrqpy. 
The opinions of the present misanthrc^ic woorld are undoubtedly 
erroneous. 

* The world, is I said, is foil of religion and fight Religion 
itself prompts to the fighting. It is the most belligerent thing in 
the WfN'ld. And its fights are the most sanguinary and cruel of 
any. It has not proved a remedy for human ills— but aggravates 
them. It promotes them. Humanity would remedy them, would 
it not! — Endugfa of it would. But how much Religion would 
do it ! How much Worship ! How much Piety I " Mercy," 
enough of it, would do it — but how much ** Sacrifice" would it 
take t All the ** Rams" in old Spain— -wocddn't do it—^aat 
" rivers of oil," were they as wide and long as the Mississippi. ^ 

I am making a long article here. But I want ta say that man* 
kind wants the healing influences of Humanity. They must lowe 
one another more. The duty of this and the value of it, must be 
inculcated. It must come to be considered the duty of duties, 
and Uie remedy of remedies. Men have got to regard their neigb* 
bors* rights, as objects of sacred ckartuter. Objects of reverence^ 
Objects of worship. Let the '' religious sentiment" in man find 
vent and employment in this ivay. Not on abstract goodness-^ 
but on Human Rights. And on the performance of human du- 
ties. Let us venerate Humanity in others. Let us hold it sacred* 
Let us lay out our utmost natures tqKui it. At least enough ta 
secure it its rights. If God wouldn't prefer this sort of worship, 
in us, to any other, there i#«o God, or no good <me, according^ 
to my idea of goodness. 

I don*t mean to say any thing here against worship, only as ii 
may involve ill will to man. I must end my off-hand article — fiir 
I am sick and weary and exhausted. I say this in excuse for tbe 
lacks in my article. I should like to hear again frcMU H. O. S.» 
and will write again, if I can, on the subject 

30 ^ 
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THE ATTIC WEAVEE. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Jan. 9, 1^.] 

What has happened to him, that he yields us no webs this 
many a month ? He might be winter-killed — but 4hat wouldn't 
acooiint for the failure of his loem and ihe^QBae;Qf lus soundinf 
shuttle, loQg time before the sun had sunk beyond Capricomus, 
tiie " Mason and Dixon'' of the Southern aky^ Se stopped send- 
ing U8 webe before the &U equinox. Has ai^ thing driven him 
from his aj^ic, our cunning Weaver! The termagant house- 
wife— -or. house-keeper, in a :fit of ^tefol oeatnes&— has she 
nounted to the garret* armed with her veage&l hroqm, and swept 
lh» Weaver from his angle amoog theirafier«-«nbome8tead-web and 
all 1 Did -she brush the poetic creature down to the floor and set 
her Uue stocfcin'd loot on his 4ife ] Hang her -^ — rpictuze, ^^ she 
has done that. She h9» trmshed oat Bie life of The Herald ot 
Freedom. One of its.lives — iix^ thank heavaa,it 'has more than 
one. More than sine, I should think — for 4m> cat ever survived 
such doggings as have bef(dlea i^-r^to say nothing of the treatment 
it has undergone, that no dog would ever have been guilty o£ 
, What has become of our Weaver] Hims he spun himself a 
eocoon — ^that has proved his winding sheet ] Or has some one 
betrayed his hiding place, and has that put a stop to his weaving I 
Some such rare, strange creatpres, the moment they are disco?* 
Ofod, stop working and never begin again. As the robin will 
** forsake her nest" they used to tell me — if a boy moved one .of 
her blue eggs — e\'er so slightly from where she placed it I have 
seen a. truant insist on laying his mischievous fingers on one of 
them, and the. next time, we went to it, the eggs were all cold. 
The robin had been there and disco^fCf^d that things were not as 
she lefl them, and had forsaken the nest, forever, - Has any-bodjr 
sacrilegiously betrayed the retreat of the Attic Weaver ? I am 
afinid sa I have refused, a hundred times, to answer, with a con^ 
jecture even, the inquiries of curious fbiends as to the whereaboutsi 
of the weaver's Attic. They have a terribly sensitive instinct — 
these natural operatives— these heavers and 8pider-web-weav^s,c 
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wd the like. They have a perception, we eannot descry with a 
nicroeoope of as many powers as Herschel'sSpy-glass. Attenuated 
beyond the reach of Science. So the Indian will see tracks on 
the leaves in the woods, the white man never would dream of. 
And the hound has an- i nst i nc t that infinitely outruns the sagacity 
of the Indian. They have no souls to save, these animal crea- 
tions, no immof tal part, as we have, who are made but a notch 
" lower than the angels," The Attic Weaver, I suppose, hadn't 
any immortal soul to save or to lose, and so if any broomstick or 
mop-stick has squat her loot upon him, it isn't so much matter, 
as if k had been on one " made in the image of God." Her own 
glorious, immortal self — for instance. ' 

I don't know what has happened to our Weaiver. He eouIdnH 
kave q>on oat His thread and his warp were of a kind, that 
betokened inexhaustible supply. Tl^se native weavers don't hare 
to depend on cotton crops or the wool grower, for their niateriaL 
They have their supply within and of themselves. They may spnn 
oat, in dme. The web of life may be woif e oat I am 'most 
sorry it may be,'^and should be sorrier still, ware it not that ai]r 
ewB tans out, Uxk Spiders grow old and die of old age, I woqp 
der what is the age of the l^id^. Take him, up in the angle of 
some old library, or some dungeon, where Sanctity has^ kept folks 
for onbehef, or the State has shut op her erring children, age after 
age, where broom^nff n^ver ventares to disturb the ancient nooka 
There the gray M Spider lives and lays by her successive webt 
of sheeting 9n4 of duck, as successive human sufferers enter and 
perish out. She can remember many generations of prisoners^ 
no doubt. And some of them, she had become intimate with, 
and let them see her weare, many a day, in the scanty light of 
their common apartment 

I will not mourn oor Weaver yet, till I know he is dead and 
gone. When I do, I will go out, some dewy, August morning, 
after haying, and gather gossamer from the tufts in the grassr 
fields, and make him up a shroud. His Herald of Freedom 
might do for his winding idieet, unless it be left to stand as a 
monument to his memory. But I am spinning a long yam here; 
If the Weaver is alive, he will take my hint He " has a few 
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more left of the same sort/' as somebody crankly has said, md 
every body else repeated^ If he is dead, he will please consider 
this in the light of an xHbituary. 



HENRY BROWN— CRAYON PORTRAITS. 

[From the Henld of Freedom of Jan. 23, 1846.} 

I HATE h«l opportunity of witnessing lately, some rare^drawn 
portraits-— done in this place, by aid of two very simple asd 
homely materials, which I should have taken for nothing more 
than chalk and charcoal. No two substances, scarcely, (and 
these not mixed,) could seem less adequate to the productioD of 
the ctfmpkximMd human face, with all its infinite diversity and 
multitude of expression — than these two, neither of which q>pear 
to have any tetidmey towards the haes ci any countenance among 
us, legitimately admissiUe to the privilege of the pencil. There 
is, to be sore, a complexion in the land, that the charcoal might 
ahadow forth, though oar ''white man," -on the other hand, is 
hardly unsullied enough, to be depicted by a fragment Inroken off 
from the '' Dover Ciiflb.*' Yet these simple agents, of black and 
white-— of light and shadow, are made, in the hands of genius, to 
impart to the dull drawing-paper, the livihg, breathing, . and al- 
most speaking (the more than talking) '* human face divine" — 
and with a ri^idity^ as well as truth, almo6t amounting to en- 
ciiantment< 

The author of these portraits is Henry Brown, younger brother 
of our enterprising Concord Booknseller, • • • * 
> I did not wish to speak of him, so much, as an artist — as a 
person of rare genius — genius in the broad and beautiful sense 
of the term ; of taste — sense — wide and elegant reading-*-elevated 
and free mind — unalloyed wit and talent, but too great a modesty 
and want of self-esteem. I don't know but these latter qualities, 
in excess, are always incident and kievitable to the former — and 
perhaps necessary to their adornment and finish. At any rate, we 
find them in spirits of uneommcn mould-*-4hose not of the ordi- 
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•nary, oartbern-ware of the race — ibe porceliun. Fioe, tronspt- 
f&ii, fragile. Too daintily compoeed for every-4ay ose. My 
young friend, for suck he will let me call him, haa this misfortune, 
too common to his rare class, thai he shrinks from society, even 
that of the most secluded kind, 

I went to his chamber, at the instance of some indiscreet 
young friends, who are contemplating that a Book should be 
made up, oiit of the poor tilings I have committed to paper, in my 
on-oK/Ai^r-ized day, and sat to his pencil, for a transcript of my 
esthaiisted and shipwrecked face^ to go in on one . of its blank 
ksavee. And he has drawn a transcript of me — that, were it only 
of one of the curretii and aceepHmbU originals that hung tbe|^ 
about it, it would give sale and celebrity to a-duUer Book, tbip 
.-Qottld be devised, I think, oat of .the moat torpid of the inaterials 
. I am heie leaking of, Pe<^p would buy and ke^ tha whpi0 
Book, fiy the frontispiece. •. 1 

My individual objection to the picture, and that of my near^ 
friends, is its sad degree of likeness ! I .hanren'l the ^WfUiY So/c 
iiirrows and trenches and desolation, that they say stout old di- 
rer Cromwell had for scars, when he sternly bade his portrayev, 
to " paint him as he uMiJ' J have seen the day, and that, not sq 
lo»g ago, when I fislt a lesser lack of intrepidity to venture sucH 
an injunction. Indeed my friend Henry Brown's crayons have 
made me the allowance of other jingers^ than Time's, having had 
a hmnd in my antiquatcH'y. I have been an abolitionist — ^^ befcve 
the mast" — for a period longer than the Revolutionary war ! 
Enough to make any body look in sad earnest ! And friend^ 
have touched me, as well as foes and time t But too much said 
of this. I intended none of it. I did not intend a word of any 
4>rigina]$, but only of these pictures, uod their author, yet both 
these are originals, though one are copies. 

Most dalliers with '' the fine arts," betake themselvee to them^ 
ambitiously, or for thrift Henry Brown seems to be one bom 
to them. He seems naturally of them and master of them. J. 
-sbocdd think he was one who might be at ease in any of thf 
whole circle of them. His gift of portrailrdrawing he seeme tp 
undervalue, and almost to contemn i^«-as 2!^ah Colbmm i&ame 
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to cootemn his tremendous genius for numbers — and to be 
ashamed of it. I remember seeing him, after he had risen, fitNB 
the mathematician that would have amazed La Place or Sir Isaac 
Newton, to be a Meiko€Ust preacher^ when he treated his peculiar 
powers with solemn contempt, and seemed to t'egard their 'po^ 
•session as almost a sin. He had learned to intonate, and whine, 
in true methodistical dismality ; and his keen, piercing look, like 
the pearl-diver's, or the fish-hawk's, (from looking after things at 
the bottom of the Sea ;) his far-off gaze, that reached down into 
the abjTss and Great Deep of Numbers, was exchanged for the 
«tdid and selP«ufficient blank of the Methodic* minist^. Henry 
Srown' reminds one of him in ^^ nothing else," of course, but 
<this single disregard of extraordinary powers* 

f am speaking of all manner of things here— and in all manner 
^ ways — in a notice of an ingenioos friend and some of his off- 
hand drawings. But I am in haste to get an artiek r^ady fer 
the paper. I have Hveral things I have had to care about, this 
<noming, besides this writing, and have to write, where several 
tither persons are busy about me— engaged iii sundry things-^ 
some of them «[nite youngerly persons. ' Not the moet favorable 
•ctrCTrmstanoes lo concentration, or directness, or pertinency of 
thought. 1 should like to have penned here, a trim, modest, 
moderate -notice of my young and valued friend — giving a war- 
rantable sketch of his pictiires: — with a word, a little descriptive, 
of himself. Some ideality in it, but the ideal-r^a/, such as he 
throws over his pictures, when he has in hand a head and features 
lie deems somewhat \i^orthy of his pencil. Not the fanciful id^ 
tdity, but the rational. I have failed of it. I am too weary of 
the manual labor of penning this, to attempt another, or to cor- 
rect this, and it must go. So of all the little things I ever at- 
tempted to do. I set out for one thing, and it turns out another! 
Pretty apt to be true. Always truly intended, so far as there was 
intent. On the whole, ^ wish people generally were less tn^en- 
tionalf than they are ; less designing, (I difH*t speak of artists.) 
People, in their Kves, 'Even writers, in their writings. Espe- 
cially, editors. Above all, preachers. We should get at some 
heart then — and, oftener than -now, some mind. 
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THOUGHTS ON THE DEATH PENALTY, BY C. a BURLEIGH. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Jan. 23, 1846.] 

Our readers generally are fiuniliar enough with the name — and 
many of them with the person and powers, of onr beloved Ajiti- 
Slavery orator. Many m the coantry, not directly interested in 
the Aati-SlaTery movement, hare heard him advocate the abolitian 
^ the Gibbet, and know with what cleamesfw-^fbUness and c<mi- 
ckisiTOiess of reasoning, he does it. All sach can anticipate 
with what unsiswerable ability he has written this work, and 
will, I should think, be ^siroos of reading it. I have gone over 
the " Thoughts," as particularly as I am able to, a Book, and 
can bear witness to its being all that the reader has a right to eit- 
pect from the powers of the writer. It is arranged with great 
judgment and order, and winds about the poor oki gallows tree 
an uninterrupted chain of argument for its destruction. Chaio- 
lightning, I wish it might prove, to strike it and splinter it to the 
very roots, as I have seen a White Pine, that had been just visited 
by one of these touches from the doods. But then, the Gallom 
may well enough be left standing, among a kemging community. 
It is perhaps as merciful a way as any other, for the relentless 
Public to give vent to its vengeance, on the offending Individual. 
And, so long as people think they ought to be killed for crime — 
perhaps they better be hanged. Or so long as others think they 
ought. A murderer, with this horrid idea pursuing him, perhaps 
jnay as well be rdieved, by hanging. They better let him hang 
himself, though. And not try to deter him from it, by denying 
his corse ** christian burial." If he hangs himself, nobody else 
will be guilty of it, but himself-^and he won't be here. Queer, 
that they won't allow a murderer to hang himself! But they 
think he might to be hung? If he does it, himself, isn't it done? 
Isn't he dead — as dead as he can b^—or as they want him to be? 
Isn't he out of the way — and as incapable, as they can make him, 
of killing any body more? Or is it the killing him, herself, that 
the old State has such a fancy for? She will kill a man for mur- 
der — but won't let hun kill himself kfr it— or any body else kill 
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him. If any body else kills him— does what she intends to— she 
will kill hknK She woak} kill a murderer^ for killing himself 
(even for hanging himself, ailer her own favorite fashion) if she 
could break his neck over again. It is because she wants the 
jDonopoly of strangulation, in her own heaTen-ordained. htftds. 
The " hangers*that-be," they ** are ordained of God." inqnrft- 
tion says so. ^ Our Father, which art in Heaven^" he has of- 
-dained — that His family of chikheo, here, ant£ifriieaTen,:thi^ bm- 
-thers and sisters of us, we that sayf^ our Father/' 6lc., when we 
'pray--ehoald, in a family way, throw oursdvee into corporation 
Ibrm^-toro into » Board-— and constitute a Ooramitleey with ph)^ 
meal powers to down with' any individnai of us^-or aily smalJ, 
mmincmrpcrated gang of ns, that may casually be' thrown- together, 
Hmd pat them to death— or to any torture they ehoos^ ishort pf 
death. And as soon as the whole of us do it— er as few <if ss ss 
Bon continue lo make the whole believe they csn- 1 help ii» i£ th^y 
try, why, then, there is the Government, divinely ^^osdaine^y" 
and let down, as it were from God. out of the concars over* head- 
*' He that resistelh, shaU reccave nato himself damnatiosu" {Mfi 
frill be likely to, stranguhtitm-^m matters Ma»d,): And all jfor 
resisting ike B^mrd, Not for putting a live man to death-rhat 
foir any body's doing it, beside the /nfilef^n-heavenHNFdaiiied 
Board or State. What would one of these total-depravity- 
'' fathers," here on the earth, think of At5 family of children^ who 
should set up such an '^ institution^* out in his door-yard — where 
they go to play — and should string up little Charley — or Anna-r- 
or whoever, by the neck — for some childish misdemeanor, done 
without permission of the majority of them ? How would hjB 
feel — the " depraved" c^d gentleman— coming out, some time, to 
enjoy the glee of the young ones — ^to find one of them dangling 
by the neck, and older brother Sam— -or Jim, standing dismally 
hy, as Chaplain? And then Jim or Sam roll up the white of 
' their eyes, and charge him with having '^ curdained" what they had 
been about 

If the family are of a gibbety temper and character — why let 
them have gibbets — and be hanged to them. And if they iko^t 
hate (me anoth^ ^ite bad enough for that, and do, for ^^^Hipg 
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'Sp in dungeons, for life or for years— let them have dungeons. 
€^ fine--or whip — or crop ears— or whatever the family are 
iiiHltgnant and hatefol enough, to da When they come to love 
one another, they will leare it off. Croes children will snap at 
each other, and qaarrel. Deprave them sufficiently — make diem 
bad enough, and they will strangle one another. 

I have received a quantity of Burleigh's Books to ^11 for him. 
Borne are at Brown's Book store here, and some in the garret ai 
the Herald of Freedom. A trimmer, abler, more masterly argU' 
wuntf has not been pyt together in words. Parson Cheever is 
Burleigh's antagonist. Burleigh doesn't leave a r^ig of his par- 
eon's gown on his back. Nobody makes an argument perfect 
and unmnswertdfk, but Charles Burleigh. Give him a good cause, 
«t the Bar, as good a one as he has here-— and let him speak first, 
«iid the adversary eounsel never would reply. The Court wouldn't 
let him. His client wouldn^t let him — if he had common sense. 
The counsel wouldn't, himself-^-for he wouldn't find an inch af 
ground left to start on, I never knew so absolute an argHer, as 
Burleigh. And he has di^>]a3red himself completely in this work. 

Argument, however, isn't the thing needed to abolish the gal- 
lows — in my opinion. It most be chopped down (if lightning 
don't strike it,) by the axe of 8tai*embnt ! ! 



INSTRUMENTALITIES. 
(Tram tho Herald of Fiecdom of Jaa. 23, im.] 

Gencrallt we imagine that none are of any power, unless 
they conmst of physical force, or are connected with it We 
want you to do ^so and so — (different fh>ra what you are doing,) 
and if you don't, we'll make you. We'll drive you. Or we'H 
scare yon. That is what is called " doing something." All ete 
is '' mere talk." And ** what signifies talk, unless you d9 scNBie- 
thing !" ; 

Now, I think talk signifies et>ery thing, provided, always, you 
do not accompany it with attempts to <20. If yon will meridf 
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talk, you can acooin{disk any thiiig tl^ai ts fight. You nasi have 
it right, or talk won't effect it. If your olxject is WFoag — qm 
that won't bear talk, you must bring other iustvumentAlities m 
The £aav of the halter and the dnngeou — ot Uie feai of HeUk 
y<Mi must enlist political party, or religious. You must legislate 
and punish for breach of your law-— or yoo must iQfiue»ee»..bj 
threats of Damnation. If you want to bring about any thing, 
that is right, you can do it by talk. You caft do it by nothing 
^sfr-^and you will not incline to try any thing else. The first 
thing you'll ask — and the last-^ia free speech and a hearii^ 
And you feel certain of success. 

Talk is safe, as well as poweriuL The French RevolutioB 
was begun by talk. Yoltaire begun it. He begun it with his 
omnipotent pen. For by talk, I nie»i writing, a» well as spedb- 
ing. Yoltaire accomplished the French Revokitioii, as well as 
begun itywith his almighty pen. At the he^ht of his strength, 
there wasn't a sword, or an army, or a throae-^-tor all the swords 
and armies and thrones of Europe combined, or of the World-^ 
tlmt were a match fi:>r his single pen:-*-or that were not in awe of 
it Frederick the oreat, didn't feel contented till Yoltaire ftlled 
up the measure of his gloiy by consenting to go and reside at his 
court. Yet Voltaire nearer did any thing, other folks did and 
kept doing — and Voltaire talked about them, and his ridicule was 
the " King of Terrors." It was just, and they could not stand 
under it. He prostrated the Catholic Religion and the Divine 
Right of Kings, with his little quill. And the Revolution was a 
safe one. 

They say it was a bad revolution. No matter as to the ques- 
tion of the efficacy of Talk» Talk wrought i^ and '* nothing 
eloe." They fought, afler it was over, but the fighting did not 
achieve the revolution, and was no part nf it^ I think the revo- 
lution was a good one. Wholly good. They undertook some 
doing, after it was over. The Qovemment and Priesthood ui^ 
dertook to reconquer the Revdution^ and to annihilate it, by the 
sword. The People foolishly left talking, and went to fighting, 
-—and the glory of the Revolution was tarnished and obscu- 
fed. Had the Revolutionized people been peaceful, and leli^ 
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xrpiQii tileir speech for prolectiob, the French Govemmeiit and 
Pdesthobd, (whioh is always but pared of Goveroment) would 
h«ve perished and disappeared forever, and the People now been 
-free. And probably, all the world free. Look at O'Conn^ and 
Crreat Britain. COonnell has trosted to his tongoe, and con- 
quered that Government, '* the bend of whose eye doth awe Xb% 
Wokid." His object was political. He hasn't accomplished that, 
-and probably can't. Bet the Government attempted to crush him. 
He confined himself to speech, and he beat them. They did, 
and (yConnell talked. They " did something." With him, il 
w^» ** all talk and no do." The result is, the government was 
baffled and defeated, OConnell stands unhurt and erect from the 
terrible conflict, like the Eddy-stone Lighi-hoose the morning 
after its conflict with the most dreadful tempest that ev^ beat 
upon the coast of England. 



LEm%R FUOM LYKN. 

ITrom the HeraU of Fveedom of March 6, 1846.J 

Zyaa, Mass., March 2, 1846. 



DsMt ** K."-*-I thank you, in behalf of our friends, for the 
paper frirnished them, last Herald of Freedom. I hope one such 
good turn will produce another. I am still tarrying'here away froa| 
home, seduced by kindness and a taiiiy that is a good deal more 
"kindly than Aa5pi — TitiaUty it is — apar-tiality^nay, it is above par» 
J am cherbbed, together with my entire ** fiunily" — in the vocal 
smise of the word, at the cottage with a bam to it, where I was 
so taken in, last August, as my Herald friends may remember. 
I shonld have broken away and been at the Herald of Freedom's 
garret, but for the shrewd idea that if I kept away, we might get 
-another paper out of you. Give this a place in it, if it comes in 
season. I liked exceedin^y what you say of the true character 
-of an an^-slavery paper. For my own part, I regard that as the 
most genuine and efficient — which is, apparently to the superficial 
^if%, the remotest from the subject • That, that says least about 
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no shelter now, but barre to bide the t>elting8 ^f the eyem^ wti , 
while there are houses of God, that cost enough to biuki a city. 
One mountain-looking cathedral, I myself beheld, in the "gof^ 
city of York, old England, that cost $50,000,000. The habit*^ 
ti6ns of men lay round about it, like fragnvents of stone rounA 
the foot of a mounlain, from which they had tumbled. ItMemed- 
to have absorbed and devoured the means of m city. Piety ba3t 
it. Piety that loved the God of Old England, but hated the 
People of CMd England. The walls of the mighty Cathedral, 
flNSOordingly, are covered all over, on the outside, the side next to 
the people, with grotesque* heads, making up moutha, in token ef 
the contempt fek by Piety for the people in behalf of ka Qod, 
That- seems to me to be Piety, in its. genuine upshot and cefta»> 
trophe. Piety, with lesser means, builds its Old North meeting 
houses, and its New North and its South, &c d&c. here in the 
pious town of Concord. We have a good deal of huBuuM^, 
however, in this same town. I ask H. O. S., if it i^mge fron 
the Piety that built these Houses of God I Are those houses not 
at war with the hmnanity of the town, and do they not deneuno^ 
it as impiety, and is it not, in fact, impiety t A good deal o£ the 
Humanity of the town aids in maintaining heterodox wdrshqi 
hi^e. It aids it, because heterodoxy had airisen in oppositioa to 
orthodoxy. And it seemed necessary to carry on that opposition 
income religious form or other. Real humanity has cause to 
dppose orthodoxy^^but not, as I think, by worship. It does not 
goto the Mountains of Samaria, to set up an exposition worships 
against' the bloody old Temple at Jerusalem. But it says ''nei^ 
th^* in this mountain nor yet at Jerusalem." Equivalent to say- 
ing. Nor any where. I say, nor any where, whedier or no. For 
80 it seems to me it should be. 

If any body loves God in addition to loving mankind UfeU 
enough, I have no objection. If they can love God without hat- 
ing mankind, I have none. If they do not hate mankind any 
tiie worse for what love of God they have, I have no objection to 
it. If they have a love of God resulting from a sufficient k>ve 
of mankind, I have none. I lik^ that. If love of mankind 
breeds it, and results in it, I want all to have it It weald, do 
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Grod no good. He doesn't need it. The want of it doesn't harm 
him. But I will not qutrrel with it I am inclined to think, that 
there can be no right love of God in any breast, that does not 
sufficiently love humanity. Nor any right opinions of or notions 
about God. The best opinions in regard to God can only be en- 
tertained where there is due love to mankind. Due philanthropy. 
The opinions <^ the present iii»5anthrq[>ic world are undoubtedly 
erroneous. 

' The world, as I said, is foil of religion and fight. Religion 
itself prompts to the fighting. It is the most belligerent thing in 
the WOTld. And its fights are the most sanguinary and cruel of 
any. It has not proved a remedy for human ills— but aggravates 
them. It promotes them. Humanity would remedy them, would 
it not t-^Endugfa of it would. But how much Religion would 
do it ! How much Worship ! How much Piety I *' Mercy," 
enough of it, would do it — but how much ** Sacrifice" would il 
take t All the ** Rams" in old Spain-— wouldn't do it— nor 
" Tiren of oil," were they as wide and long as the Mississippi, j 

I am making a long article here. But I want ta say that man* 
kind wants the healing influences of Humanity. They must lo>re 
one another more. The duty of this and the value of it, must be 
inculcated. It must come to be considered the duty of duties, 
and the remedy of remedies. Men have got to regard their neigh- 
bors* rights, as objects of sacred character. Objects of reverenoAir 
Objects of worship. Let the '' religious sentiment" in man find 
vent and employment in this "way. Not on abstract goodness-^ 
but on Human Rights. And on the performance of human du- 
ties. Let us venerate Humanity in others. Let us hold it sacred.. 
Let us lay out our utmost natures upon it. At least enough U> 
secure it its rights. If God wouldn't prefer this sort of worship,, 
in us, to any other, there iifmo God, or no good one, according 
to my idea of goodness. 

I donU mean to say any thing here against worship, only as it 
may involve ill will io man. I must end my off-hand article — £at 
I am sick and weary and exhausted. I say this in excuse for the 
lacks in my article. I should like to hear again from H. O. S.» 
and. will write again, if I can, on the subject. 

30 ^ 
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THE ATTIC WEAVEE. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Jan. 9, IM.] 

What has happened to him, that ^ yields us no webs this 
many a month ? He might be winter-killed — but .that wouldn't 
acoount for the failure of his \t»m and ihe-MloBoe of lus sounding 
shuttle, long time before the sun had sunk beyond Capricomusy 
tiie " Mason and Dixon" of the Southern aky. Se stopped send- 
ing ua webe before the &U equinox. Has ai^ tthing driven him 
from his aj^ic, our onnning Weaver?. The termagant house- 
wife— -or. houfle-keq>er, in 9l 'M of ^tefol oeatnes&— has she 
SKMinted to the garret* armed with her vengefiU hroqm, and swept 
lh» Weaver from hia angle amoog thearafiera-tnhomestead-web and 
ail l Did she brush the po^c creature down to the .floor and set 
her Uue stockia'd foot on his 4ife ] Hang her -^ — rpictuze, ^'she 
has done that, ^e hs» trashed out Bie life of The Herald of 
Freedom. One of its.lives— -fcu'^ thank hea¥aa,it 'has more than 
one. More than nine, I should think — for 4m> cat ever aurvived 
such doggings as have befiidlea i^rr^to say nothing of the treatment 
it has undergone, that no dog would ever have been guilty of 
, What has become of our Weaver ? Hims he spun himself a 
eocoon — ^that has proved his winding sheet? Or has some one 
betrayed his hiding place, and has that put a stop to his weaving I 
Some such jare, strange creatpr«is, the moment they are ,disco?» 
Ofod, stop working and never begin again. As the robin will 
'^ forsake her nest/' they used to tell me — if a boy moved one .of 
her blue eggs — ever so slightly from where she placed it I have 
seen a. truant insist on laying his mischievous fingers on gne of 
them, and the. next time, we went to it, the eggs were all cold. 
The robin had been, there and discofieffed that things were not as 
she lefl them, and had forsaken the nest, forever, ~ Has any .body 
sacrilegiously betrayed the retreat of the Attic Weaver ? I am 
afinid sa I have refused, a hundred times, to answer, with a Gon<^ 
jecture even, the inquiries of curious friends as to the whereabputsi 
of the weaver's Attic. They have a terribly sensitive instinct — 
these natural opeiutives— these heavers and spider-web-weav^a. 
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wd the like. They have a perception, we cannot descry with a 
mieroeoope o£ as many powers as Herschel'sSpy-glassu Attenuated 
beyond the reach of Science. So the Indian will see tracks on 
the leaves in the woods, the white man never would dream of. 
And the hound has an~ instinct that infinitely outruns the sagacity 
of the Indian. They have no souls to save, these animal crea- 
tions, no immofta) part, as we havCx who are made but a notch 
" lower than the angels," The Attic Weaver, I suppose, hadn't 
any immortal soul to save or to lose, and so if any broomstick or 
mop-stick has squat her loot npon him, it isn't so much matter, 
as if k had been on one " made in the image of God." Her own 
glorious, immorta} self — fat instance. • 

I don't know what has happened to oar Wea^rer. He eouIdnH 
kaTe tspun oat His thread and his warp were of a kind, that 
betokened inexhaustible supply. Ttese native weavers don't hare 
to depend on cotton erops or the wool grower, for their materiaL 
They have their supply within and of themselves. They may spnn 
out, in dme. The web of life may be woive oat I am 'most 
sorry it may be,'^Bnd should be sorrier still, were it not that mf 
ewB tans out, Uxk Spiders grow old and die of old age, I woot 
der what is the age of the l^ider. Take him, up in- the angle cif 
some old library, or some dungeon, where Sanctity has^ kept folks 
for unbelief, or the State has shut up her erring children, age aiUr 
age, where broom^aff n^ver ventures to disturb the ancient nooka 
There the gray M Spider lives and lays by her successive webf 
of sheeting uid of duck, as saccessive human sufferers enter and 
perish out. She can remember many generations of prisoners^ 
no doubt. And some of them, she had become intimate with, 
and let them see her weave, many a day, in the scanty light of 
their common apartment 

I will not moorn oor Weaver yet, till I know he is dead and 
gone. When I do, I will go out, some dewy, August morning, 
after haying, and gather gossamer from the tuils in the grassr 
llelds, and make him up a shroud. His Herald of Freedom 
might do for his winding idieet, unless it be left to stand as a 
monument to his memory. But I am spinning a long yam here. 
If the Weaver is alive, he will take my hint He " has a few 
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more left of the same sort/' as somebodj crankly ha» said, 'md 
erery body else repeated^ If he is dead, he will please oonMder 
this in the light of an xHbituary. 
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[From the Henld of Freedom of Jan. 23, 1846.} 

I HATE h«l opportunity of witnessing ktely, some rare^drawn 
portraits--done in this place, by aid of two very simple asd 
homely materials, which I should have taken for nothing more 
than chalk and charcoal. No two substances, scarcely, (and 
these not mixed,) could seem less adequate to the production of 
the cowtphxiimed human face, with all its infinite diversity and 
multitude of expression — than these two, neither of which q>pear 
to hare any ttndmey towards the hues of any countenance among 
us, legitimately admissiUe to the privilege of the pencil. There 
is, to be sore, a complexion in the land, that the charcoal might 
ahadow forth, though oar *^ white man," -on the other hand, is 
hardly unsullied enough, to be depicted by a fragment broken off 
from the '* Dover Ciiflb.'' Yet these simple agents, of black and 
white-— of light and shadow, are made, in the hands of genius, to 
impart to the dull drawing-paper, the living, breathing, . ^d al- 
most speaking (the more than talking) *' human face divine" — 
and with a ri^idity> as well as truth, ahsMXit amounting to en- 
ciiantment 

The author of these portraits is Henry Brown, younger brother 
of our enterprising Concord Booknseller. • • • • 
t I did not wish to speak of him, so much, as an artist — as a 
person of rare genius — genius in the broad and beautiful soise 
of the term ; of taste — sense — wide and elegant reading-— elevated 
and free mind — unalloyed wit and talent, but too great a modesty 
and want of self-esteem. I don't know but these latter qualities^ 
in excess, are always incident and mevitable to the former*— and 
perhaps necessary to their adornment and finish. At any rate« we 
find them in spirits of uneommon mould-i*ihose not of the ordi- 
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•nary, 9artbern-ware of the raeiw-ihe porcelftio. Fine, trsmspt- 
leiAi, fragile. Too daiatiljr compoeed for eYery-4ay ose. My 
young friend, for such he will let me call him, haa this misfortune, 
too common to his rare class, that he shrinks 'from society, even 
that of the most secluded kind, 

I went to his chamber, at the instance of some indiscreet 
young friends, who are oontemplating that a Book should be 
made up, out of the poor tjhings I have committed to paper, in my 
un-ritf/A^r-ized day, and sat to his pencil, for a transcript of my 
eothaiisted and shipwrecked face« to go in on one . of its bhmk 
leaFee. And he has drawn a transcript of me— that, were it cmly 
of one of the current and acetpUMe originals that hung the^ 
about it, it would give sale and oelebri^ to a- duller Boo|Cy tbl^ 
.«o«dd be devised, I think, out of .the mosft liKpid of the materials 
. I am here speslking of. Peo{^e would buy and ke«p tha whol^ 
Book, for the frontispiece. - -.1 

My individual objecttoo to the picture, and that of pay nearer 
friends, is its sad degree of likeness ! I .hair^t the fancy for 
. furrows and trenches and desolation, that they say stout old Ol^ 
rer Cromwell had for scars, when he sternly bade his portrayev, 
to " paint him as he weu" I have seen the day, and that, n^ sq 
hug ago^ when I ielt a lesser lack of intrepidity to venture such 
an injunction. Indeed my friend Henry Brown's crayons faav^ 
made me the allowance of other fingers^ than Time's, having had 
a kmnd in my antiquatory. I have been an abolitionist — ^^ bef(»re 
the mast" — for a period kmger than the Revoluticmary war ! 
Enough to make any body look in sad earnest ! And friend^ 
have touched me, as well as foes and time ! But too much said 
of this. I intended none of it. I did not intend a word of any 
4Mriginal3, but only of these pictures, and their author, yet both 
tliese are originals, though one are copies. 

Most dalliers with '' the fine arts," betake themselves to them, 
ambitiously, or for thrift Henry Brovm seems to be one bom 
to them. He seems naturally of them and master of them. J. 
■ahotdd think he was one who might be at ease in any of thp 
whole circle of them. His gift of portrailrdrawing he seems tp 
undervalue, and dmoat to contemn itn--93 Zerah Colbugra cam^ 
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to contemn his tremendous genius for numbers— -and to be 
ashamed of it. I remember seeing htm, after he had risen, fixNii 
the mathematician that would have amazed La Place or Sir Isaac 
Newton, to be a Methodist preacher, when he treated his peculiar 
powers with solemn contempt, and seemed to tegard their *po9- 
•session as almost a sin. He had learned to intonate, and wMne, 
in true methodistical dismalitj ; and his keen, piercing look, like 
the pearl-diver's, or the fish-hawk's, (from looking after things at 
jthe bottom of the Sea ;) his far-off gaze, that reached down into 
fthe abyss and Great Deep of Numbers, was exchanged for the 
stdid and selfnsufticient blank of the Methoditst minister. Henry 
!Brown' reminds one of him in '^nothing else," of course, but 
4his single disregard- of extraordinary powers. 

f am speaking of all manner of things here — and in all manner 
<yf ways — in a notice of an ingenious friend and some of his off- 
hand drawings. But I am in haste to get an en'titk r^ady lor 
the paper. I have several things I have had to care about, this 
tnorning, besides this writing, and have to write^ where several 
-tither persons are busy about me — engaged iik sundry thingiH— 
some Of them <]uite youngerly person^.' Not the meet favorable 
•etmrmstanoes lo concentration, or directness, or pertinency *of 
thougfht. 1 should like to have penned here, a trim, modest, 
moderate -notice of my young and valued friend — giving a war- 
rantable sketch of his pictures: — with a word, a little descriptive, 
of himself. Some ideality in it, but the ideal-reo/, such as he 
throws over his pictures, when he has in hand a head and features 
iie deems somewhat Worthy of his pencil. Not the fanciful id6- 
tdity, but the rational. I have failed of it. I am too weary of 
the manual labor of penning this, to attempt another, or to cor- 
rect this, and it must go. So of alh the little things I ever at- 
tempted to do. I set out for one thing, and it turns out another ! 
Pretty apt to be true. Always truly intended, so far as there was 
intent. On the whole, 5 wish people generally were less tWeii- 
tional, than they are; less designing, (I d<m*t speak of artists,) 
People, in their Hves, 'Even writers, in their writings. Espe- 
cially, editors. Above all, preachers. We should get at Bome 
heart then — and, oftener than -bow, some mind. 
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TBK)UGHTS ON THE DEATH PENALTY, BYC. a BURLEIGH. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Jan. 23, 1846.] 

Our readers generally are fiuniliar enough with the name — and 
maBj of them with the person and powers, of our beloved Anti- 
Slavery orator. Many m the country, not directly interested in 
the AatirSlaTery nKorement, have heard him advocate the abolition 
of the Gibbet, and know with what clearness*— fnllness and coo- 
ckisiveness <^ reasoning, he does it. All sadb can anticipate 
with what unanswerable ability he has written thb work, and 
will, I should think, be desiroos of reading it I have gone over 
the ** Thoughts," as particulariy as I am able to, a Book, and 
can bear witness to its being all that the reader has a right to ex- 
pect jfrom the powers of the writer. It is arranged with greit 
judgment and order^ and winds about the poor old gallows tree 
an uninterrupted chain of argument for its destruction. Chain- 
lightning, I wish it might prove, to strike it and splinter it to the 
very roots, as I have- seen a White Pine, that had be^i just visited 
by one of these touches from the eloods. But then, the Gallom 
^ay wdl enough be left standing, among a kamgmg community. 
It is perhaps as merciful a way as any other, for the relentless 
Public to give vent to its vengeance, on the offending Individuftl. 
And, so long as people think they ought to be killed for crime — 
perhaps they better be hanged. Or so long as others think they 
ought. A murderer, with this horrid idea pursuing him, perhaps 
may as well be rdieved, by hanging. They better let him hang 
himself, though. And not try to deter him from it, by denying 
his corse " christian burial." If he hangs himself, nobody else 
will be guilty of it, but himself-^and he won't be here. Queer, 
that they won't allow a murderer to hang himself! But they 
think he mtg^t to be hung? If he does it, himself, isn't it done? 
Isn't he dead — as dead as he can be— or as they want him to be? 
Isn't he out of the way — and as incapable, as they can make him, 
of kiHing any body more? Or is it the killing him, Herself ^ that 
the old State has such a fancy for ? She will kill a man for mur- 
der — but won't let him kill himself for it— <^ any body else kill 
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him. If any body else kills him — does what she intends to— she 
will kill Affik She weak) kill a murderery for killing faimsd^ 
(even for hanging himself, afler her own favorite fashion) if she 
could break his neck over again. It is because she wants the 
monopoly of strangulation, in her fiwn beaven-ardained. htads. 
The " hangers»that4>e," thej '* are ordained ^ God." in^irft- 
tion says so. ^ Otir Father, which art in Heaven/' he hae or- 
■dained — that His family of cfaikiren, here, tnuifr heaven,: th^ bro- 
■ihers and sisten of us, we that say .''osir Father/' 6lc., when we 
pray— ehonld, in a faimily way, Unrow oarselvoB into coqK^ration 
lbrm**-tarn into a Board — and constitute a Coinniitlee, wHh phj^ 
meal powers to down with- any individHal of na— or aiky smaU, 
mmncm*p€rated gang of ns, that -may casually be' throwa K>gether, 
^md put them to death— <« to any. torture they choose, tahort of 
death. And aa soon as the whole of us do it«-er aa few c£i$aMi 
con continue to make the wfade believe they can't help it, i^ they 
try, why, then, there is the Government, divinely '' oedaine4«'' 
and let down, as it were from God out of the Tconeave oven head. 
" fie that resistethy shall receive nnto himself damnation." {Me 
will be likely to, sirwtguiaiimh^tB mattera aiofid.} And all fer 
resisting tke Bgwrd, Not for putting a live man to deatb--rhttt 
for any body's doing it, beside the /<i^^k«r-in-heaven^cMFdained 
Board or State. What would one of these total-depravity- 
'^ fathers," here on the earth, think oi his family of children, who 
should set up such ap '' institution,^^ out in his door-yar<l — where 
they go to play — and should string up little Charley — or Anna-— 
or whoever, by the neck — iot some childish misdemeanor, done 
without permission of the majority of them ? How would he 
feel — the " depraved" old gentleman-scorning out, some time, to 
enjoy the glee of the young ones — to find one of them dangling 
by the neck, and older brother Sam— ^r Jim, standing dismally 
hy, as Chaplain? And then Jim or Sam roll up the white of 
their eyes, and charge him with having '^ ordained" what they had 
been about 

If the family are of a gibbety temper and character — why let 
them have gibbets — and be hanged to them. And if they .don't 
bate one another quite bad enough for that, and iii-iky for - ajmH it^ 
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^ in dungeons, for life or for years — ^let them have dungeons. 
Or fine— or whip— or crop ears — or whatever the femdly are 
andtgnant and hateful enough, to da When they come to love 
one another, they will leare it off. Cross children will snap at 
each other, and quarrel. Deprave them sufficiently — make Uiem 
ImuI enough, and they will stremgle one another. 

I have received a quantity of Burleigh's Books to ^11 for him. 
Some are at Brown's Book store here, and some in the garret of 
the Herald of Freedom. A trimmer, abler, more masterly etrgu-' 
wieHtf has not been put together in words. Parson ' Cheever is 
Burleigh's antagonist. Burleigh doesn't leave a rag of his par- 
son's gown on his back. Nobody makes an argument perfect 
and unmnswertdfk, but Charles Burleigh. Give him a good cause, 
«t the Bar, as good a one as he has here— and let him speak first, 
«iid the adversary counsel never would reply. The Court wouldn't 
let him. His client wouldn't let him — ^if he had common sense. 
The counsel wouldn't, himself — for he wouldn't find an inch 0f 
ground left to start on. I never knew so absolute an arguer, as 
Burleigh. And he has dit^Hayed himself completely in this work. 

Argument y however, isn't the thing needed to abolish the gal- 
lows—in my opinion. It must be chopped down (if lightning 
don't strike it,) hj the axe oi 8tatembnt ! ! 



INSTRUMENTALlTIEa 
[From jthe Hciald of Fzecdom of Jaa. 23, l&IG.] 

Generally we imagine that none are of any power, unless 
they consist of physical force, or are connected with it We 
want you to do «o and so — (different fh)ra what you are doing,) 
and if you don't, we'll make you. We'll drive you. Or we'H 
scare you. That is what is called " doing something." All else 
is ** mere talk." And " what signifies talk, unless you do some- 
thing!" -fVt 

Now, I think talk signifies every thing, provided, always, you 
do not accompmiy it with attefnpts to <20. If you will me^dfr 
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Uik, you can acoomplish auy thkig that w light. You nust haiie 
it fight, or talk won't effect it If yo«r ohject is wrong— <»• 
that won't bear talk, you must bring other iustvumenlaliues m 
The feAV of the halter and the dungeou — ot the feav of Hf^ 
VtML must enlist political party, or religious. You must legislate 
and punish for breach of your law— or you must iQAueAee,:.by 
Ifareats of DamnaticKi. If you want to bring about any thing, 
tfiat n ri^, you can do it by talk. You cam do it by nothing 
eb&— and you will not incline to trjJF any thing else. The first 
thing you'll ask — and the last — ifl free speech aad a hearing; 
J^nd you feel certain of success^ 

Talk is safe, as well as poweriiiL The French Revolution 
was begun by talk« Voltaire begun it. He begun it with his 
omnipotent pea. For by talk, I mem wTitijtig> as well as speafe- 
ing. Ydtaire accomplished the French Revolution, as well as 
begun itywith his almighty pen. At the height of his strength, 
there wasn't a sword, or an army. Of a throne— ror all the swords 
and armies and thrones of Europe combined, or of the World— ^ 
tlHit were a match for hia single penr--<« that were not in awe of 
JL Frederick the orsat, didn't feel contented till Yoltaire illed 
Uf> the measure of his f^i^ by coasoiting to go and. resade at his 
court. Yet Voltaire nerer did any thing, other folks did and 
kept doing — and Voltaire talked about them, and his ridicule was 
the " King of Terrors." It was just, and they could not stand 
under it. He prostrated the Catholic Religion and the Divine 
Right of Kings, with his little quill. And the Revolution was a 
safe one. 

They say it was a bad revolution. No matter as to the ques- 
tion of the efficacy of Talk. Talk wrought i;^, and '' nothing 
el^e." They fought, after it was over, but the fighting did not 
achieve the revolution, and was no part 4ff it^ I think the revo- 
lution was a good one. Wholly good. They undertook some 
doing, after it was over. The Government and Priesthood un- 
dertook to reconquer the Revolution^ and to annihilate it, by the 
sword. The People foolishly left talking, and went to fighting, 
-—and the glory of the Revolution was tarnished and pbscu- 
led. Had the Revolutionized people been peaoeful, «nd relied 
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npan their speech fer protec^oti, the French Government and 
Priesthood, (which is always but parcel of Goveroment) woald 
tiare perished and disappeared forever, and the Pec^e now been 
"free. And probably, all the world free. Look atO'Conndl and 
Crreat Britain. CyConnell has trusted to his tongue, and coo- 
qaered that Government, " the bend of whose eye doth awe the 
Worid." His object was political. He hasn't accoroptished that, 
'snd proibably can't. But the Government attempted to crush him. 
He confined himself to eqpeech, and he be«t them. They did, 
and CConnell talked. They ** did something." With him, it 
was '* all talk and no do." The result is, the government wad 
baffled and defeated, O'Connell stands unhurt and erect from the 
terriblie conflict, like the Eddynstone Light«hoose the morning 
after its conflict with the most dreadful tempest that ever beat 
upom the coast of England. 



LETTER F^tOM LYNN. 

£Froia the Herald of Fraedom of March 6, 1846.] 

Lymm, Mass., March 2, 1846. 



I>BAR ** K."-*-I thank you, in behalf of our friends, for the 
paper furnished them, last Herald of Freedom. I hope one such 
good turn will produce another. I am still tarrying'here away from 
home, seduced by kindness and a taiiiy that b a good deal more 
-kindly than Ao^pi — z.tiaUty it is — a par-tiality , nay, it is above par» 
J am cherished, together with my entire *' frunily" — in the vocal 
vense of the word, at the cottage vdth a ham to it, where I was 
so taken in, last August, as my Herald friends may remember. 
i should have broken avray and been at the Herald of Freedom's 
garret, but for the shrewd idea that if I kept away, we might get 
-ano^er paper out of you. Give this a place in it, if it comes in 
reason. I liked exceedingly what you say of the true dharacter 
-of an anti-slavery paper. For my own part, I regard that as the 
most genuine and efficient — which is, apparently to the superficial 
^f%f the remotest from the subject. • That, that says least about 
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plantations and eovrakina and cata-^-and erea about coiored^ti^ 
pie. Principles, that lie at the foundation of the ckaraeler of 
this generation — the principles of which CfazistendoiB is made 
iip«— are the matters to be agitated for the overthrovir of slavery. 
Yon can make people h«t3 a mister » by telling how he flogs a 
slave — but it will have no tendency to give either slave or master 
their liberty. A master must have a whip. And to have it to any 
purpose, he must use it. No slave is afraid of a whip, that is 
never used. A slave can't be governed without the whip^ Itiip 
$fae oaly thing he can be governed by, unless you take something 
worse. It is the most merciful implement of mastery. The 
southern master, no doubt nses it as gently as he can and live. 
The slave would use it more severely about his fellow-slaveaif it 
were in his hand instead of his master's. And. wh^ you berate 
the master for the cruel use of it — he hfowsfou do him injucUitse* 
He is not cruel (in the general) and he knows it and he despises 
and spurns you as a cahmmtator, when you charge him with it 
The cruelty of the Slave system isn't there. It lies farther off 
from the plantation. It lies up at the fountains of opinion and 
moral character in the non-slave states of the country. In the 
neighborhood of its worship. The god of the country is an over- 
grown master. The worship of the people is the worship of 
Slaves. The result is the ground-down— powdered : puiven^ed 
poverty and misery of the laborer — and his open enslavement if 
he is black. And I am not sure but what chattel isatioa ia the 
mildest form, in which the worship of the country can immolate 
black Labor. It is certainly made more endurable, than fre^ 
negroism. The countenance of the Slave has been, heretotoo, 
the least wo-begone of the two. On the same ground, that the 
horse is less sad than the human vassal that sometimes holds the 
plough in the furrow behind him. The latter never prances or 
pricks 4ip his ears. The horse and the dog are blesscMi, in com- 
parison of him. Mastery never insults the Slave. But poor Lar 
bor, it does insult That has to endure the degradation of a dog 
with the terrible sensibilities of a man. Now, I say, in Hit- 
manity's name, either reduce Labor to Doghood, that it may have 
a dog's endurance-^and insensibility — or else elevate it to ItfAa- 
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hBed's righto and prerogalivea. Don't combine the two natures— 
or the human iiaiare, with the brute condition. 

Let mankind hare the right of Thought. Let ua hare the ac- 
companying right of Speech. Let us get into the free exercise 
of it And do it here at the north. Not ask it, first, Soi the 
slaTe in the rice field. It would be too iM^mweftieni to have ito 
exercise attempted there. It caa't be tolerated there. Tliere 
OHist be silence there, and it must be maintained by the whip^ or 
tbe pistol. Let us get fireedom to speak, here — where we are « 
little farther off firom the powdernaiagazine. Where it is 4i little 
aider to «atry fire. Freedom c^ Speech here will result (and 
qpeedUy) in the abolition of slavery there. It is better for the 
master' and for the slate, that the relation cease. It hurts thft 
master, desp^ately, to be ene — and the slave, to be a slave. And: 
tlie Yankee, to be prondavery. And the priest, to be what makes 
the lay Yankee a jack«slavehoider, and the people of the plantft^i 
tioB masters of slaves. All these positions are the natural erva^ 
tions on the surface of such moral character as ours» The onljr. 
remedy is in taiking it freely «ji. 

When a dog is hit by a st^ie or club, he sometimes turns about, 
and grabs at it, as if it were the real assailant, and while he i»' 
Ineaking his teeth upon, the insenadble thing, tiie arm* that threw; 
it hurls another at him and hits him harder. It i»i*t the way for 
him to bark at the stones and dubs-— or to bite them. If he: 
Intes any body, he bett^ go back a little among the causes of his . 
stoning. So in Anti-Slavey. 

Anti^Slavery shouldn*^ threaten or hurt any body. li should' 
neither hurt with the pen imt tongue, nor with the sword. A phy^ 
sied Bon-resist«ice, that will belabor and doom, with ill-natured - 
goose quill or priestly voice^ is oidy cowardice pretending to be* 
peace; If you get indignant at ititolerable wrong»-r-why, say; 
so^^and show it. It is strongs, perhaps^ not to get out of pa- 
tience. . But it is hypocritical and wicked to affect a|ntience4>o»' 
does not feel But never undertake to reform anybody by brutal - 
or unfrienxfly treatment. And x>f aU the ill-^eatnient in the wcNrld,. • 
the most hateful t6 me is that boardly sort, that looks smiling (or 
iiftJMnn) wui ^notes' a soft text,. while it is hatefidlj^aimiftg «t your 
31 
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life. I hate this authority-righteooaaeBS-^-thi^ loving-kmciiieeai 
that will cant about ** overcomiag evil with good," and at the 
same time wish you to the devil, and crj, ** Yengeance is mine, 
saith the Lewd." 

I am not sticking to the pcdut here, very pertimacioaaiy. Bui 
w«uki sayy on the whoie, the way to lift a load .with the lerer, is 
to go off to the long end 4)f it, as fkr as you eaa getfrom. your 
}oad--^not lay headlong shoulder to the. load .itsell^ nor get. so 
near it as to be wttlun^your fulcrum or turning, point. Lay h<^ 
and keep bold, of the long end «f the pry. 
- It is a^real Mardi mornings this Monday here, at Ljrnn. The 
wind has been blowing Jbalf the night perhopa, sheer iiof tlneast^ 
and the waves come in on Egg rock-^^a Ni^ant head lands .and* 
the Lynn beach, in majestic style* It is appalling to see the slow* 
tossing surf heave wlnts over thfe ridges of r^oqk. It itti't jut its* 
heinht yet*-but Vfante to blow. twenty4bar hours steady, htkne 
the great thing gets^ under way»; Then it will take time to assuage 
it again/' I saw the Gamfada, yesterday^ pass here, on her. way to 
England. She was to leave the Boston whsrf fit two in the after* 
noon. Granting her time, to travel a dozen miles, we begun to 
look fcr her to appear .beyond the Nahant point— *«nd within a 
minute or two she presented herself — her plume of smoke thrown 
svperbly off over the sea-— and white as wool in the western sun. 
It was magnificent to see her address herself tb so mighty a yoj^ 
age, forth into that interminable deep, which, awful and sublime 
as it is, begins to look subordinate beside this human power that 
has mastered it. It isn't tiue^— what Byron says — '^ His (man's) 
control stops with the shore.'' . It doesi^tMop ^here. It doesn't 
stop any where. He is an overmatch lor any and all the- elemelitSi 
To be sure, they sometimes tiuia upon him and take him at dis- 
advantage and destroy him. As the horse does on his heedless 
driver, or the reindeer in the aledge upcni the Laplander. Yet 
the horse and the reindeer ar» tervants-^not masters. And -bo 
ate; the dements and the great boisterous Sea*> Tfad Cunafd 
packets navigate 4t ;with such regularity, that they sdidom vary 
four and: twenty hours in. a voyage.: :They we looked fer almost' 
aa:ocinfide»tly as/ihd oaris nrttlie mai) stagCAr Peiqde tnU bytwd' 
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by tdce out their watches and look at them, in expectation of the 
Steamer from Liverpool — or from India. And men wiH harnesB 
wind and steam and water to their chetr lots— and yoke up the 
Lightning and make it plongh the water and " harrow the yalleys 
after them.'* The races nnited and in kindly activity, can find 
out every thing and accomplish every thing, that is true. They 
will subject the elements then, instead of subjecting" one another^ 
The elements are made for subjection. Their broad shoulders 
aire spread for service. It doesn't degrade them or weary them, 
or impoverish them, to be made to work. Yea they are willing 
to work. All they want of intelligent mankind is, that it will 
stand out of the way and give them elbow room and a chance. 

Dr. Kittredge is introducing the Water Cure into Lynn. He 
will make fine work of it — superadding water to his long expe- 
rience and ample attainments in the healing science. ' I con- 
gratulate the people here on his being among them as their 
physician. Water will work wonders in his strong and saga- 
cious hand^ • • • • • 
' Yours for myself, aiid all our readers, N. P. R. 



WAR. 

[From tin Henld of Freedom of May 22, 1846.] 

At last the Country is involved in this favorite pastime of 
Kings. They are at War. The Government has involved the 
People in it It has proclaimed War, and, so fair as I can judge, 
has provoked it and brought it on. I don't mean any particular 
party has done it. All have done it— especially the party in 
power. I don't believe there was any cause for it I don't be- 
lieve the miserable occasion existed, that commonly exists. There 
was probably no more occasion for this strong country going to 
war with feeble Mexico, than for a six-foot Bully to have a fight with 
any feeble school boy. The great strong brute migbt exasperate 
the boy and put upen him, tiU he would have to show quarrel, if 
be had any resentment and spirit m hio)^ And after the brute 
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had got Uie bay to strike, he'd feel justified iu folliug upon liiiD 
and smashing him up. 

This nation ought to have more sense than to go to War, with 
any people — strong or wea|(. But a nation never lias any sense. 
It h never any thing bat a great " Board." A great, wooden 
Corporation. It has no sense, of course, any more than a smaUer 
^' Board" has. If the nation had half wit, it would never get 
into such a scrape as War. It will do the country more mischief 
than it can recover in a hundred years of most successful Indus* 
try after it is over. It would be as ruinous to. the People, as a 
•even years' Lawsuit is to a middling farmer. Look at some of 
the lesstr results. The killings. Thousands of the people get 
■hot to death. Thousands get crippled for life with the hideous 
hardships and exposures of '* the service." Multitudes come 
home with an eye less than they went— ror an arm or a leg, and 
fo hobbling without, to the gravel-compensated with a chance 
(^ telling what battles they were in, and with drink to make 'em 
forget their misery. Some of 'em will get a pension, along to* 
wards the grave, to buy the drink with. Then there is lota of 
widows — to say nothing of orphans. They say Marblehead is 
full of widows — wives of fishermen lost at sea. Last war, it is 
said, they were mightily multiplied by the fishermen going into 
the navy and army. The whole country will be one Marblehead. 
It will be marble-hearted, at least. War will indurate the general 
heart to petrifaction. The press will harden it like the petrifying 
waters, that, in certaki regions, turn every thing within their 
flow — things and animals, into adamant. And the widows will 
be nearly all poor folks* widows. The peo^^le killed will be gene^ 
rally working ])eo)>le, that will be missed by the country. The 
great folks wouldn't be. If they perished, they could easily be 
supplied— or if they wa'n't, the loss wouldn't be severe. 

*^ A breath can make them, us a breatli has made, 

But a brave Peasantry — the ocuntry'a pride, 
. When once destrryed — can never b^ supplied." 

I don't call -them Peasantty, but the destruction of the work* 
ing people is so much taken right ont of a country. War's widows 
•re generally theirs. Now and then an officer gets shot. Hw 
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wkbw is looked after by government. Congress will grant her a 
pension. The soldiers' widows get their pensions in the Poor 
House. There don't occar any widows of Ccmgress-men— or 
Secretaries or Presidents. • War doesn't bereave their ladies. It 
is fighting makes the widows, not declaring the war. Congress- 
men declare the war and Yeave the people to fight it. It is the 
blood of the people that gets shed. It is their women that are made 
the widows and not the ladies of the Congress-men. A States- 
man's Lady gets bereaved once in a while — but it is by her liord's 
drink^-or his duel. He hardly ever falls in battle. All he hat 
to do with War is to declare it, and vote the lives and money of 
the people to carry it on. Orphans, the war will make, acres of 
orphads. Motherless, as well as fatherless — ^for your waivwidow^ 
hood is a decaying sort It thind off the widows, '* worst kind." 
They don't " stay^^ widows, long. That makes out the orphan- 
age complete, on both sides. And a i^ohoh orphan — fatherless 
and motherless — is a pretty sight War multiplies them. It 
breeds them. 

There will be glory got, too. And it is time the country got a 
little glory. It is some time — getting to be — since we got any 
glory. Glory is amazing wholesome for these Republics ! It 
made the old ones we read of, last. It will probably make thi$ 
one immortal. And territory too. There wants a little territory. 
It is some time since there was any territory annexed. It might 
be well to have a little. This Mexico lays dreadful handy to the 
United States — all of it. And they are rather scant for land. 
Rather narrow contracted. If they could get the rest of the strip ^ 
between the Atlantic Ocean and the Pacific, it would be handy. 
And they tell of Jewelry and Gold in the Meeting-houses off 
there in Mexico. It would be a pretty thing enough — if our peo- 
ple could get hold of some of them. May be they might be put 
into some of our meetin' houses. Oh there is no telling the 
profits of these wars ! England may be coaxed, into the scrape. 
And that would help the matter. The more the merrier. We 
can afford to lick all creation— only get us mad enough. And 
we can be got so, afler a while. » * • • 

Are the People aware that we are in that dreadful predicament, 
31* 
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called War ? That infernal, barlMurous predicament — that ifilic 
habitude of barbarous ages and savage people ! Do i\fe New 
Hampshire people know the fact, and that slaughter is now mfk- 
iually dealing out, on our South-western bord^, and the war fever 
beginning to inflame the pulse of the whole country ? The mad 
Government has i^)plied a torch that may conflagrate the civilized 
globe. All our Christendom is combustible, ready {or explosion. 
They have touched match to the border of it. It wouldn't be 
strange, if in six months the world was in a blaze. The fire ii^ay 
not spread. It d^enda something on the wind. Lesser ''mat* 
lerfr" have "kindled" the greatest '"fires." The fire has been 
•et, as regardlessly as woodman ever put brand to a piece of 
clearing in a dry time. But it is vain for Truth to lift up its cry. 
Let them fight — as many as will. 



THE DEATH OF TORREY. 
t^Vom the Herald of Freedom ^ Maj 2S, WS.} 

Charles T. Torre y^ of Salem^ Mass., is dead, lie has died in 
Baltimore Prison. He has suffered death there. After eighteen long, 
dreary, endless months of felon's imprisonment,-^shut away fi-om 
his home and from the sunshine and air of heaven — " Shut from 
the living whilst among the living" — buried alive, he has perished 
there. Poor Torrey, I was going to call him, but I will not. He is 
not to be mentioned with pity now. He has died for his principles. 
He has risen to. the awful -eubliraity of Martyrdom. It becomes 
the country — if its frenzied attention can be arrested a moment 
fi'om its Mexican wars and Texan acquisitions — to ponder the 
death of Torrey. He has been sacrificed to Slavery — who is at 
this hour of the country's history — its chief Deity — its Jupiter 
and Moloch. The people offer one another .to him in sacrifice. 
They stand by and see one another offered -up, in dumb silence — 
like the Hindoo looking on upon the funeral pile of the widow, 
or on the devotee, gjround to powder under the lumbering felloes 
of their four-wheeled Divinity. It is scarcelj to be b^ieved t^at 
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they have dared to murder Torrey — bo near the confines of the 
Northern States. Why, who was Torrey and what had he done t 
Hl^ was a citizen of Massachusetts — a Salem clergyman, one of 
the' most unexceptionable of the New England ministers. And 
they have put him to death deliberately, in the fice of the whole 
country. And for what ! Why, at the worst, for an undue exer- 
ctse of philanthropy. They pretend it is according to their Law. 
But it cannot be. And if it were — a law so barbarous as to pnf 
Irman to death for such a cause would disgrace any nation or 
tribe of people on the continent. And it isn't according to their 
Law. They have no law against such acts as the one for which 
ihey have killed Torrey. They have laWs against negro stealing, 
and, it may be, against aiding negroes to escape from their mvh 
ters with intent to defiraud the master. But no law against the 
infterposition of mere Philanthropy in aiding the escape of Slaves. 
They haven't enacted a statute making Humanity penal — admi$' 
ted humanity. Not humanity by pretence, with other and eai« 
pable motive underlying it. But ccolfessed Hum«mity. The-South 
calls it fanaticism. Well, if it is, they have no law against ic 
They might have one, perfaaps^-though they could hardly have 
Che front to enact one now, in the face of mankind. But they 
haven't had one. The laws they have, were provided for negro 
abstraction such as might take place before the Anti-Slavery 
movement began. For offences against Negro property, such as 
might be committed from mercenary motives and by men who 
regarded negroes as subjects of ownership. They had no laws 
to reach the case of Torrey. They haven't made such motives 
as actuated him, penal. They have murdered him in violation 
of their own slave laws even. The only way they could have 
done it in conformity with the slave code, would have been to 
kill him by Lynch Law. That is the only legal process by which 
they could have done it. And Lynch law has been superinduced, 
to meet cases like this, that do not come within the purview and 
reach of their regular Law. 

They should have Lynched him ! They should have tried him 
before Judge Lynch. To try him before their criminal Judges, 
was to bring him coram rum judice — ^before an incompetent tri» 
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bunal — before a court not having jurisdiction, whose law doesn't 
know of his offence. As they tried Ca^siBs M. Clay. Th^ 
didn't bring Clay before the criminal court that tried Torrey, 
They should have brought Torrey before the court that tried Clay, 
Before his Honor Judge Lynch. If they had done this — if they 
had seized Torrey and murdered him-— and had been called to 
account for it in the regular criminal courts — they might have 
pleaded the oihir l^atp of the country, and the other tribunals to 
which alone they were answerable. They couldn't have con* 
Tided Clay in the Court House. Neither fould they Torrey , 
legally. They didn't dare bring Clay there. He would havQ 
been defended and they must have acquitted him or trampled the 
law of Kentucky under foot As they did the law. of Maryland^, 
in the conviction and execution of Torrey. I repeat there is no 
Uw in Maryland against such negro-taking as Torrey's. Slavery 
never anticipated any such taking — and therefore made no pro- 
vision against it. And had Torrey been ^ Macylander — instea4 
of a Northern fimatic» they never would have dared lypfly their 
law to his case. They would have had to I^ynch him. 
: Will. New Eaglafl^d^^yviU the non-slaveholding North, let th^ 
murder sJeep 7 Had Algiers, done thus to a Massachusetts citH 
zen — would not some Decatur of the country be demanding ven- 
geance for it at the mouth of Old Ironsides' guns, before the 
walls of Tripoli ? Had Mexico d( ne it, wouldn't it have been 
better cause of war than any they can bring for the war now 
waging against her — good as it may be 1 

A New England citizen has been imprisoned and put to deatljjji 
without pretence of criminality — for mistaken philanthropy, at 
worst— for philanthropy, undeniably. But what can be done ? 
Nothing, because of the spell Slavery has shed over the land. 
Slavery may perpetrate any thing — and New England can't see 
it . It can horse-whip the old Commonwealth of Massachusetts 
and spit in her governmental face, and she will not recognize it 
as an offence. She sent her Hon. Sam. Hoar to Charleston, on a 
state embassy. Slavery caught him and sent him most ignomin- 
iously home. The solemn great man came back in a hurry. Ho 
returned on a most undignified trot He run. He scampered — 
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the stately official. The Old Bay State actually pulled foot — 
cleared — dug — ^a they say, like any scamp with a hue and cry 
after him. Her grave old Senator^ who no more thought of ever 
having to break his stately walk, than he had of being flogged at 
school for stealing apples, came back from Carolina upon the full 
nin — out of breath, as weH as out of dignity. Well, what's the 
result ? Why, nothing. They no more think of showing any 
resentment about it, than they would if Lightning had struck 
him. He was sent back, actually, " by the risitation of God.*' 
And if they had lynched him to death and stuned the streets of 
Charleston with his blood — a Boston Jury, if they could have held 
inquest over him — would have found that he died by the visita- 
tion of God. And it would have been ** Crownefs quest Law." 
Slavery's " Crowncr's." 

They have murdered Torrey. But there can be no inquisi- 
tion. They have brought his body home. They " gave it to his 
friends," as they do the body of a man hung on the gallows: 
These have brought it to Boston. And they talk of having i 
public funeral and an orattoo. They thought of having' it in 
Park Street Meeting House. They might as well have expected 
it, for celebrating the obsequies of Tirrell, had he been hanged 
for murder — as the obsequies of the murdered Torrey. ** Park 
Street" don't open to such obsequies. And such obsequies ought 
Hot to go in there if it did open. " Park Street" is at the bottom 
of the murder. Boston is hand in glove with it. The Bay State 
is. The Nation is. It is as insensible as a dead dog to the mur- 
der of Torrey — when it ought to stir the Land like the massacre 
of the 5th of March, 1770 — when they shot down Monk in th2 
streets of Boston — and " Maverick and Gray — Caldwell, At- 
tocks and Carr !" In the old days of Hancock and Warren. 

I will make no ado about it. It would be like clamoring to a 
Burying Yard. Torrey, to be sure, is murdered — but what of 
that ? Who cares ? He has been killed by Slavery. 
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« PASTORAL CONVBNTION." 

[From the Herald of Freedom of Maj 22, 1846.] 

•* Pa9T«wi/' means Shepherd. Shepherds are keeptrs of shet^ — 
Wftrseers of JUcks. The clergy call themselves "Pastors," 
Have they Human sheep in custody ? The name implies it 
They are Pastors of Jlocks. Not of quadruped flocks — but two- 
^Doted. Of humam flocks. A pretty daring relation to claim to 
mankind. And it is; the (me they actually sustain. That of 
Mkeep^keepers I The People are sheep— ^0ei:5 of sheep, the clergy 
are their Shepherds i It may he all fitting — ^but let the fact be 
known and noticed. The clergy regard the people as sheep, and 
themselves as their shepherds. Shepherds lead their sheep, drive 
Aem — at times dog them— ^/(^ theiPi and shear them ! The 
Shepherd fleeces the she^ I b there wiij pastoral illustration in 
sheep-shearing? They sometimes make mutton of some one of 
the flock. Of some lamb, that is tender^r-ix some wether, that 
^ ^a^— especially if they are regardless offences. Does this 
muttoning illustrate ''excommunication!" The -pastor some* 
times visits excommunication on a breachy churclwnember. This 
used to be a truly muttoning process, transforming the living 
sheep, on whom it was visited, into dead muttcm. But of late, it 
has become comparatively harmless— and hundreds of sheep-— 
from all sorts of pens, rather be thus muttoned, than stay and be 
sheared. The pretence of the pastor is, to keep off the Wolf, 
(the Devil.) Sometimes he is " Wolf," himselil He then puts 
on the '' clothing" of these he has in charge, in order to appear 
to be of the flock. For the time he has to content his wollship 
with the wool — ^keeping an eye, however, on the mutton. 

The New Hampshire Shepherds are about to hold a conven- 
tion in this place. It is announced by the Reverend Henry 
Wood in his Journal. He is one of the Sheep-guardians, and 
has had goodly experience of both carcass and fleece. He an» 
nounces with great pomp, the doings cut out for the Convention. 
I call the people's attention to them — as indicative of the cha» 
racter of these Shepherds and of their importance and value to 
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the people. Will their quadmpedships please yenture to attend 
to me a moment I ask them to sospend their nibbling y and look 
at their Reverend Shepherds in Convention. A " Concio" is first 
to be performed. The Reverend Jonathan Clement is to per* 
form it. It is a Latin thing. What it is, no EngUsk yankee 
can tell. Something solemn, no doubt. They used to have 'em 
at the College, at Commencement " Concio ad Clemms/' these 
were. This is simple " Concio," without any " Cleroms." Then 
a '' Sermo'' is to be performed. The Reverend Archibald Bar* 
gess is to perform that A ^* Pastor" that looks as if he had sees 
sheep in his day — ^lire ones and dead ones. A natural-bom 
Pastor he looks like— one " dyed in the wool." After the Ser- 
mo — a collection for the " Widows' Charitable Fund." Whose 
widows, doesn't appear in the programme. But it is pastor^ 
widows. The Brotherhood's widows and nobody's else. Every 
Brotherhood looks out for its own widows. The Masons used 
to for theirs. The sheep have privihgt of contributing to thi» 
widows' fund, I presume. As to the sheep's widows — ^the sheep 
must look out for them themselve?. The Pastors never contri- 
bute to the sheep's widows' fund. Deacons, of old used to loc^ 
after all sorts of widows. The modem Priesthood looks onlj* 
after its own. 

There are questions coming before the Pastors for discussion-.* 
Do they concern the sheep's welfare? Hear them and see. First, 
'' Is it Congregational, that every Church have final action in 
discipline t" Two old heroes-*-! will not say Braisers, are de-' 
signated to tug at this thundering Query. Archibald Burges0' 
and Abraham Buraham. I guess either of them if he spoke his 
mind, would say the church had no right of action at all, final or 
other, aside from the Pastor. For what have the sheep to do with' 
discipline ? It would be amusing to hear these old thecrfogical- 
Rams, (to borrow a pastoral simile) hutt on such- a tremendous- 
(piestion. " Has every church Jinal action V* That is, is there any 
appeal from a church to an association l-^'-Oi what consequence 
is it to any mortal creature whether these eorporations have any- 
action or not ? What is their business but to try folks for stay- 
ing away from meeting or commiteion t It is a mere qBestioa* 
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of ecclesicuitical jurisdiction, in which individuals have no inte- 
rest whatever. The P^istors treat it as if all creation depended 
upon it — and designate it a year beforehand, and hold holy con- 
vocations about it. In solemn truth, it is all fudge 1 

The second dreadful question, is no less than tliis — " What is 
intended by the laying on of hands of the Presbytery V I( is 
«n awful question. The welfare of souls depends upon it I If 
I were to say " what was intended by the laying on of hands of 
the Presbytery,'' — I should say that the Presbytery '* intended" 
to impose on the dupe whose heads they laid hands on, and on 
the abused spectators. That's ** what, is intended " by the Pres- 
bytery. Another thing '' intended" is what is always intended 
by laying hands on any body or any thing, that is, to appropriate 
it The Presbytery means to make a tool of the one they lay 
hands on. That any thing is intended by it more than by any 
other jugglery of necromancers, is all delusion and imposition* 
A wicked piece of vanity and witchcraft — ^to make the ignorant 
9tare and the superstitious wonder. It is playing the rogue, and 
the shrewd, old ecclesiastical foxes know it — as well as the Romish 
Priests know the trickery of their hocus pocus. It is just as 
efficacious as the old Royal touch, to cure the Scrofula. Those 
old English Kings used to poke swelled necks, with their greasy 
fiqgers and thumbs, to cure them of Scrofula-i-which,. from the 
circumstance, came to be called '' King's Evil." The real 
" King's evil" was the touchy and not the swelled necks. I am 
out of all patience, >vhen I think of the impositions played off 
on wretched mankind. Are they always to be practised -upon 
them ! If these Pastors were honest pien, I would go into this 
Pastoral Convention, and tell them their delusions. But if they 
were honest, they would not be under them. Another question 
is» " whether Scriptures authorized Lay ordination ?" Scriptures 
don't say any thing about '' /a^," that I remember — any more 
than about ^et or hatch. This matter of " lay" and clerical, is 
of modern invention. Christ would have told it to '' get behind 
him," if they had broached it in his presence and hearing. He 
had none of their distinctions of this sort — about among his folks. 
All were* equals with him. Se knew no laymen, in degraded 
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distinction from any other. It ia a distinction cooked up by 
modern Jesuitry. But it is no use to say it. The " Pastors" 
will look glum and solemn, and that is an ^answer to any thing, 
that can be said. 

But the grand question is concerning the inviolability of the 
Pastors. That is " open for general discussion." I should like 
to witness it. It is whether /ay-eyes may gaze on the infirmities 
of a Pastor. Would the people believe it ? Would they believe 
their own ears, if they heard such a question started by the di* 
vines as this? But read. '' Is a minister, while unimpeached" 
(by the clergy, of course) *' unimpeached as a minister — ^liable 
to discipline by a church, as a private member V That is to 
say— can the church behold the short comings of a divine, until 
after his peers — ^his brother divines — have impeached him, and 
thrown him down among them from the top of Olympus ? That 
is the question. Is it not virtually saying, that the conduct of 
the priest, so Icmg as he is in with the Brotherhood — ^is sacred 
from the scrutiny of the people ? And that they may not see his 
iniquities ? And that it is in the option of the Brotherhood, 
whether they will make him ever subject to the people's scrutiny 
or not ? Isn't this it ? Palpably, it is. Though nothing is pal* 
pable, about the Priesthood. They may say what they please— 
and do what they please — and remain invisible to the people. 
The people's eyes are holden, that they cannot see them — any 
more than sheep can see what their pastors are about Well, it 
may be, the common people are sheep— made to be sheared and 
bamboozled. If so, let them be. I feel at times as if it was a 
horrible imposition. But perhaps I am mistaken. 



TUJJNG THE GROUND, 

[From the Herald of Freedom of July 10, 1846.] 

This is the only thing mankind can do that deserves the name 
of occupation. To till the ground and raise the bread out of it, 
•* the staff of life." This is occupation. I don't mean, raise it 
32 
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by slave labor, or even by paid labor— or the people's labor in 
any sh^^e, but by your own labor. The sweat of your own, 
identical, bona fide forehead. Nobody with health enough to 
labor with his hands and with a chance to get at the face of the 
earth to vex it with the plough or the glorious A«e, and wit enough 
to work, should eat any bread, unless he earned it in ground la- 
bor. Every mechanic should also be a worker on the land to the 
extent of raising the amount of his own bread. Health demands 
it. Duty to our mother earth, whose face needs culture and 
dressing, demands it, and duty to the laborers among our fellow- 
nien, demands it, who, but for that, will have to sustain us, ever 
and always maintaining themselves and theirs. Human happi- 
ness and advancement demand it at the hands of every body. It 
wUl take that amount of manual labor on the ground, to make 
any body content with human life. A man can't be happy with- 
out it any more than a bird can without a chance to sing or to 
fly. The human muscles claim that amount of stretchy and if 
every body would afford them that, mankind are all provided for, 
and the dear, old Mother Earth would be all of a blossom, like a 
rejoicing young apple-tree in the Spring. It would be a pretty 
place, this Earth, then to live on. Sightly, Now the mass of it 
is good for nothing but to run away from, or make roads over, 
for folks to abscond on, from other like places. 

And it should be the chief ambition of young men to know 
how to do this labor and to succeed in actually doing the most 
of it, to the best advantage. The genius for it should be regard- 
ed as the first genius — above all your lawyers, doctors, divines, 
traders, politicians, and even your poets. 

The first man on " God's Earth" should be the best farmer on 
it. The man, who has done the most toith his own hands, to- 
wards making the best farm. The handsomest place to live and 
the most productive of the beautiful and good things of this life. 
The prettiest place to look at, for folks going by — travellers. Not 
the greatest place, but the smallest that would answer the great 
purpose of family existence and elegant supports. By elegant 
support, I don't mean what most people would think I did. The 
farmer's dress should be the standard of fashionable beauty the 
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homespun frock and trowsers. They may be made becomingly. 
And when their wearers lead the ton oi fashionable life — their 
dress will become the standard. The glorious, coarse blue and 
white, that sturdy labor wears at the plough-tail, it is princely to 
the right eye, beyond any thing that tailors can conjure out of 
broadcloth and satin. Only let it be heroically worn, and it is 
more becoming than the dashiest Uniform, or tlie latest cut of the 
metropolis. Fashion can make it so, as it has now made it other- 
wise. It is fashion only, that could render present dress — and 
dress generally — tolerable to the eye or endurable to the limbs 
and body. Let fashion and habit be brought to correspond with 
nature and natural taste. It would prevail if the adc^ters of it 
would take the rank in society that really belongs to the producers 
of the staff of life. 

Toward habw on the Ground^ then, let the young ambition 
of mankind be directed, and let the idle vocations go take their 
places behind it Then Labor would be sought instead of shun- 
ned, as it now is, as degrading to req>ectable mankind and fitted 
only for slaves. 



BURSTING OF THE PAIXHAN GUN. 

[From the Herald of Freedom of March 15, 1844.] 

The reader has heard, by this time, of the terrible catas- 
trophe on board the nation's War-Steamer, Princeton — where 
five of our governmental chieftains were stricken down at once 
by the exploded firagments of a great death-engine — intended by 
them for the destruction of others. They were practising with 
it, and amusing themselves with exhibitions of its hideous power. 
Five chieftains, and a slave killed, John Tyler's slave. The 
bursting of the Paixhan gun has emancipated him — and left his 
owner behind. How busy death has been on every side of that 
owner, since he was thrown up into power by the fermentation 
of 1840! Above him and below him, in place, "the insatiate 
archer," (as poetry has called a dull genius, that never shot an 
arrow in his life,) has brought down the tall men^ and left him 
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Standing, like an ungleaned stalk, in a harvested corn-field. He 
seems to have been the subject of a passover. I saw account of 
the burial of those slaughtered politicians. The hearses passed 
along, of Upshur, Gilmer, Kennon, Maxcy, and Gardner, — but 
the dead slave, who fell in company with them— on the deck of 
the Princeton, was not there. He was held their equal by the 
impartial gun-burst, but not allowed by the bereaved nation, a 
share in the funeral. The five chiefs were borne pompously to 
the grave, under palls attended by rival expectants of the places 
they filled before they fell, (not those they now fill) but the poor 
slave was left by the nation to find his way thither as he might, — 
or to tarry above ground. Out upon their funeral — and upon 
the paltry procession that went in its train. Why didn't they 
inquire for the body of the other man who fell on that deck ! 
And why hasn't the nation inquired — and its press ? I saw ac- 
count of the scene, in a barbarian print called the Boston Atlas — 
and it was dumb on the absence of that body — as if no such 
man had fallen. Why, I demand in the name of human nature, 
was that sixth man of the game brought down by that great shot — 
left unburied and above ground ? — for there is no account yet, 
that his body has been allowed the rites of sepulture. What 
ailed him, that he was not buried? Wasn't he dead? Wasn't 
he killed as dead as Upshur and Gilmer ? And didn't the same 
explosion kill him? And won't his corse decay, like theirs? 
Don't it want burying as much ? Did they throw it overboard 
from the deck of the steamer, — to feed the fishes? What have 
they done with it I Six men were slain by the bursting of that 
gun — and but five were borne along in that funeral train. Where 
have they left the sixth ? Could they remember their miserable 
color-phobia, at an hour like this? Did the corses of those 
mangled and slaughtered secretaries revolt at the companionship 
of their fellow-slain, and demur at being seen going with him to 
the grave? If not, what ailed the black man, I ask again, who 
died on the deck of the steamer with Abel Upshur and Thomas 
Gilmer, that he couldn't be buried ? Are they cannibals, at that 
government seat, and have they otherwise disposed of that corse ? 
For what would not tJuy do to a lifeless body — who would enslave 
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it, when alive? I will not entertain the hideous conjecture- 
though they did enslave him in his life-time. But they didn't 
bury him, even as a slave. They didn't assign him a jim-crow 
place in that solemn procession, that he might follow, to wait 
upon his enslavers in the land of spirits. They have gone there 
without slaves, or waiters. Possibly John Tyler may have had a 
hole dug somewhere in the ground, to tumble in his emancipated 
slave. Possibly not. Nobody knows, probably — nobody cares. 
They mentioned his death among the statistics of that deck, and 
that is the last we hear of the slave. His tyrants and enslavers 
are borne to their long home, with pomp and circumstance, and 
their mangled clay honored and lamented by a pious people. The 
poor black man — ^they enslaved and imbruted him all his life-time, 
and now he is dead, Ibey have, for aught appears, left him to 
decay and waste above ground. Let the civilized world take 
note of the circumstance. 



FREE SPEECH. 

[From the Liberty Chimes, September, 1845.] 

How can we ask freedom for the plantation slave, if the abo> 
litionist himself may not be trusted with liberty of speech 1 If 
the advocates of humanity are not competent to meet together, 
and talk about freedom, without first being fettered, how can 
wild-passioned men hope to live free amid the stern excitements 
of conflicting life ! 

It seems to me, abolitionists had better first ascertain, whether 
any degree of freedom is possible to themselves. Whether any 
liberty — the liberty of thought — is practicable to any of the race. 
Whether unfortunate humanity be not in fact, here on the earth, 
in6apable of self-regulation, and only to be kept in a state of 
endurable servitude, by fear of the aggregated brute force of 
Community. We have gone manacled from our birth, and have 
got to thinking chains are natural to us — and that they were bom 
with us. They were born with ti«— or we with them, — but we 
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better not have any more born so. We inherited fetters from 
our " fathers" — but we better not transmit them. 

The right of speech — it is the right of rights — the paramount 
and paragon attribute of our kind. It b glorious among the 
brutes, when it is free. The roar of the lion — it is majestic and 
sublime in his native desert. Not so, when he grunts under the 
stir of the poker, in the menagerie. The scream of the eagle^ 
in the sky— or on the crag, where he lives and has his home — 
how unlike his most base croak, when they withhold his allow- 
ance in the cage that you may hear him make a noise. The one 
is free speech, in " free meeting." The other, speech-making, 
under chairs, boards and business committees. How different 
the wild note of the fife-bird, in the top of the high pine, when 
the setting sun awakens her throat after the shower, — how diflfer- 
ent, from the chitter of the poor caged canary, in the pent-up 
street of the city. But illustration fails. The glory and beauty 
of freedom cannot be illustrated. It must be witnessed-^expe- 
rienced, and felt. 

Speech is the only terror of tyrants. It is the thing they can- 
not control or encounter. Brute force has no tendency to match 
it. " Four hostile presses," said Bonaparte — the most formidable 
brute the modern world has seen — " are more to be dreaded, than 
a hundred thousand bayonets." So, he might have said, is one 
hostile press — if it is free. And if it is free, it will be hostile to 
tyranny. It is as hostile to " Boards," as it is to bayonets, and 
as formidable. It is " the king of terrors" to both. The Board 
has nothing to oppose to it, but the bayonet. The bayonet is the 
Board's argument, — and only argument. A Board without a 
bayonet, is a hornet without a sting— or a toothless hound. But 
it will try to worry and bark down free speech, if it cannot bite. 
And as the bayonet is the Board's only argument, so only Boards 
ever wield that ugly and hatel^il implement. Individuality never 
can hold or maintain it. The individual can resort only to the 
truth. 

" Stop his mouth !" cries alarmed and exasperated tyranny. 
Stifle his outcry ! Mankind will hear him I Shut him up, where 
be cannot be heard! Let his dungeon be deep and his walla 
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thick, — not so much to keep him, as to keep him from being 
heard I I must not hear him, myself. ** It dbturbs my tran« 
quillity." Keep him alone! 

It is the uttered word, that awakens the dead and that mores 
mankind. Words are the storm that " awakens its deep." Words 
revolutionize society and nations, and change human condition. 
They bring those " changes," the " fear" of which " perplexes 
monarchs." Monarchy builds its bastiles to imprison them. It 
erects them amid the silence of the people, and it is only Speech 
that can throw them down. The bastile of France, that fell at 
the outbreak of her dread revolution, — it was not artillery that 
prostrated its walls, but they were shaken down by the thunder 
and earthquake of the voice of the people, and had France 
known the power of that voice, she would have shaken down 
with it every throne in Europe. But she took the bayonet, and 
it failed. It failed even in the hand of Bonaparte, the strongest 
hand that ever grasped it to conquer the world. It failed, and 
France is again in chains. Kings build their bastiles again in 
their borders, for the imprisonment of the people, but they have 
to build them in a different style of architecture than the old 
Gothic, for fear the sight of that would awaken again the people's 
voice. 

And Bonaparte himself, with a wall around him of half a mil- 
lion of bayonets, trembled at the slightest breath of free speech. 
The creature sued men for libel in the English Courts. At a 
time he was at war with her — when the proud island stood dis- 
mayed at his threatened descent upon her, — when he hovered with 
his dreadful Marshals on the edge of the British Channel, the 
English Common Pleas was resounding with the call of the Crier, 
to " John Smith, to come into Court and answer to the complaint 
of Napoleon Bonaparte, or his default would be recorded." The 
Emperor had no confidence at all in his terrible Marshals, — or 
the armies of Italy and of Egypt, so long as free speech could 
libel him with impunity in the coffee-houses of London^ And 
did it strike any body as ludicrous, that Bonaparte should be 
scared at a libel? Not at all. His folly was, that he sought to 
defeat !t by a lawsuit. Had he been a man. he would have sent 
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an article against the libeler, to the British press. lie did not 
dare to. He was a tyrant — ^the truth was against him, — free 
speech was uttering it. It scared him, and he stupidly went to 
law. I forget whether he got the case ! 

To come nearer home, and to the fields of moral strife. Cor- 
poration is the same coward and tyrant-foe of free speech, in the 
chair — the board — the business committee, as in the camps and 
courts of kings : and free speech, the bane and terror of corpo- 
ration in all its forms. Its motto and banner-words, — No Com- 
mittees — nor commitment. No Boards, on which to lay humanity 
out, for a living burial. Association — but of associate individ- 
uals — whole individuals — unabated and undiluted. Concert of 
action — but of individual, personal action — where no combinap 
tion can bring upon individual freedom, the wizard spell of the 
majority — where that monstrosity is not known — where unfelt 
and unacknowledged, is the influence of members and the au- 
thority of names — where are no great men — no leaders; that 
sends out its great truths, backed up by no external or extrinsic 
farce, to make their own waytothefi'ee and unawed heart of the 
people. This is the " anti-slavery society.*' The New Hamp- 
shire Anti-Slavery Society is such. The humblest and poorest 
of anti-si avery bodies. Poor in every thing but its principles, its 
love of liberty and its fidelity to the cause of Humanity. In 
these it is rich. It profiers its hard right hand. of working fel- 
lowship to the anti-slavery of the land, and especially to the field- 
tried and service-worn handful in little Rhode Island. It is 
** auxiliary" to all anti-slavery society, — subsidiary to none, as 
indeed no real anti-slavery body would claim of it subordination 
or homage. 
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